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UfTRODUCfORY  NOTE 

.  ...  „uis  boni  àt  Mila’ 


COUHX  A,ESsa«o  Uff 

into  s'cepfocis  ,  adhereht  of  that  f  .  historian  Sìs- 

redaì ned  a  ^W*  ,  agàinst  thè  Protesi  hit <t0  ignS 
fendine  »  W  sympatMzer  *^{'n0  very 

mondi-  Manzoni  bf)iuical  Mdependence,  b  e  !ìe 

Of  *  1  SS.  **•  «*  wai?d  at  mian, 

actk!e  pari  in  P^  0  He 

was  mode  a  Sen  {n  poetry, 

May  22’  l8’2m0sì  important  literary  produc  i  ^  hymnS> 

Manzoni  s  most  P  ^  ^  group  he  z  (w0  gdes; 

dyama  and  th, ?no^  ^  tfcgir  religione  sen  gf  ^ 

^^ernaggio"  and ^  ^  H*  *■£* 

ì  °{  ^Z^armagnolf^^X^f  *« 

compositions,  JiaKan  dromo  f»'0’1  B,roi  approvai  *» 

a-n  atìempt  io  I  néither  meì  g  .  moSt  favor - 

,!«**»>  „»«»«!  «•«  '  J‘  »,  imf»»1 

,BlJ.  c^H.,  I  «  „  »/ 

aW«  f*rWi'  j* tleromantic  protest  agamst  th  s  were 

’&SP&Z  4  z  *£i  £Z£-I  *—  — * 

yi?f  prepared  io  acc  convenhonal  forw.  r0fne$$i 

-,  p)a«  ofstylistic  polish  and  ^  master^  *  ^  ^ 
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ioritien  at  a  i  ,uction  0f  this  form  f  ^  usuauy  called 

sìbmlated  thè  *  ,  „The  Betrothed,  .„tal  than  external. 

Europe,  thè  ™te^r%J0logical  and  sentmenjal  tha 
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Mila»  iujZ  ft  descri**>»  0f  thè  Ma 
a  Place  as  thè  moli  77*'  xxxf-xxxvii)  9^h^huh  bastateci 
been  traviateci  inJl  T'^  novel  of  modeJZZ,  ^  taken 

st  Tb*  a9e-long  ^  ^  *« 

standard  language  ofUnV  Kh  dialect  shouldT  , 
aoni  in  his  later  veJ  !t  han  Prose  engaged  thè  ■  f  USed  as  the 

he  reZrlZZT;-  ^ZcZiZdTtZ  * 

of  non-Tuscn™  v  €  eni%re  novel  in  ord»*  *  ^  i  c^nts  of 

had  thè  effect  *fl0m’and  Pnblìshed  it  in  isZ  re™ove  al1  traces 
National  1*  P^d^ 

on.  Alonn  va '*7  7  ar^  an9Uage — a  rfìm  •  ^Uesilon  of  a 

publisked  a  S  ot  '***«*  edÌtion  of  ‘Tpl  ^  StUl  ^ 

fritteli  more  ZZS:qUel’  “L“  St°^  lua  ToZ'  ^  he 

wfStl  V^ZaZ 

St 

Hfe  in  thè  seve  !”e,ely  f°r  Its  admirable  l°"9 .the  Sreat  novels 

Mention  has  h  emotion. 

Promessi  Vbn  '» .  een  ìnade  ab  ove  of 
than  Marnante  ^  to  V 

unworthy  0f  a  bln  [  mous  Works,  beino  br  *  ,  stly  acce^ible 

,*Z„ ‘  »“*<  U,  .ffJZJ""'*  " 

•*  ««  °>  “•  "*"«  ’  “to"' ,fc 

rffT  t0  the  affair  0f  thè” **  °f  "J  Promessi  Sposi»  U 
suspected  of  ?m„n  '•  T  the  anomters  0f  Mtu  posl>  Monsoni 

tended  to  sprZT9  the  ««*  of  thè  Zi  ’  ^  Wh°  «"re 

«  MlaccoZZlehP-SHlenCe ’  ^berelgaZrh  PoUon  *" 

up  in  “La  Vi  •  9  !he  mcident .  It  *,  M  9  tes  to  another  piace 
One  morZTilT  C<*"~  ZlZ  ^  ^  Z*Z 

™r2ds7paaPTn  ^  ^°Z7t°22  7:tdin9  at  a  «*•*.  * 

time  to  tiZ  ZT  WMch  he  “PPeZedZT  •  CÌttadÌMÌ-  Me 

ZZZs  TZ  kmds  al°Z  £  ÌeaZnt7f9’  °nd  fr°™ 

spread  her  susM  ?  haps  an  “anointer”  and  U  occurred  to 
Me  zvas  foundZZ’  WUh  the  re™lt  that  Zi  '  Pr0ceeded  to 

«  "«!  z:rz  «  i:,:- r  sri 
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in  ordinary  times,  would  bave  led  to  his  immediate  acquimi. 
Both  thè  populace  and  thè  judges,  however,  were  panic-stricken, 
and  eager  to  vent  on  any  victim  thè  fear  and  anguish  into  which 
thè  ravages  of  thè  plagile  had  plunged  them.  Piazza  was  ac- 
cordingly  tortured,  and  after  refeated  and  horrible  sufferings  was 
tnduced  to  make  a  false  confession  and  to  implicate  an  inno  cent 
barber,  who,  he  said,  had  given  him  thè  ointment  and  promìsed 
hmi  money  if  he  spread  it  on  thè  houses.  Mora,  thè  barber,  was 
next  arrested  and  submitted  to  a  similar  illegai  and  infamous 
process,  until  he  also  confessed,  throwing  thè  burden  of  blame 
m  turn  upon  Piazza.  Under  false  promises  of  immunity  and  sug¬ 
gestione  of  what  was  wanted  from  them,  they  alleged  that  several 
other  persons  were  their  accomplices  or  principale,  and  these  also 
were  thrown  into  jail.  The  evidence  of  Mora  and  of  Piazza  was 
mutually  contradictory  on  many  points  and  was  several  times  re- 
tracted,  but  thè  judges  ignored  these  matters,  broke  their  promise 
of  immunity,  and  condemned  both  to  death.  They  were  placed 
on  a  car  to  be  carried  to  thè  place  of  execution;  as  they  pro- 
ceeded,  their  bodies  were  gashed  with  a  hot  iron;  their  right 
hands  were  struck  off  as  they  passed  Mora’s  shop  ;  their  bones 
were  broken  on  thè  wheel;  they  were  bound  alive  to  thè  wheel 
and  raised  from  thè  ground,  and  after  six  hours  were  put  to 
death.  This  they  bore  with  fortitude,  having  previously  declared 
their  mnocence,  retracted  their  confessione,  and  absolved  their 
alleged  accomplices.  Mora’s  house  was  demolished,  and  a  pillar, 
called  thè  Column  of  Infamy,  was  erected  on  thè  spot,  wher’e 
it  sto  od  tilt  1778. 

After  thè  murder  of  these  tzvo  miserahle  men,  thè  judges  prò- 
ceeded  to  prese  thè  cases  against  thè  others  whose  names  had 
been  dragged  into  thè  matter,  one  of  whom  was  an  officer  called 
Padilla,  son  of  thè  Commandant  of  thè  Castle  of  Milan.  Several 
of  these  suffered  thè  sanie  tortures  and  death  as  Mora  and 
Piazza;  but  Padilla’s  case  dragged  on  for  two  years,  at  thè  end 
of  which  he  was  acquitted. 

The  story  of  this  terrible  example  of  judicial  cruelty  had  been 
to  some  extent  cleared  up  by  Verri  in  his  hook  on  Torture  but 
Manzoni  was  anxious  to  show  that,  evil  as  were  thè  laws  which 
permitted  thè  use  of  thè  rack,  it  was  not  they  but  thè  judges  who 
were  responsible.  Por  even  thè  laws  of  torture  prohibited  thè 
methods  by  which  these  men  were  mode  to  inculpate  themselves, 
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and  M  Megality  and  monstrosity  of  thè 

àttrìbutable  to  a  court  eager  far  a  conviction  at  a  l  co  i  o 
gratifv  thè  ihirst  for  blood  of  a  maddened  and  ign orantpop *£*■ 
Thè  incident  «  related  by  Montoni  with  c  f^XÌ  jSe  of 
ness  ànd  mudi  ìechnical  argwhent;  but  thè  fttg  f 
“  Sii.  M  Ite  «»«.»  of  Ite  psyo„olo„  of  a  ,.,u 
Urici,,  mol  site  Ite  iroductio,  «  gnusom,  «unsi. 
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CHARTER  I 

THAT  branch  of  thè  lake  of  Como,  which  extends 
towards  thè  south,  is  enclosed  by  two  unbroken  chains 
of  mountain s,  which,  as  they  advance  and  recede, 
diversify  its  shores  with  numerous  bays  and  inlets.  Sud- 
denly  thè  lake  contracts  itself,  and  takes  thè  course  and 
forni  of  a  river,  between  a  promontory  on  thè  right,  and  a 
wide  open  shore  on  thè  opposite  side.  The  bridge  which  there 
joins  thè  two  banks  seems  to  render  this  transformation  more 
sensible  to  thè  eye,  and  marks  thè  point  where  thè  lake  ends, 
and  thè  Adda  again  begins — soon  to  résumé  thè  name  of  thè 
lake,  where  thè  banks  receding  afresh,  allow  thè  water  to 
extend  and  spread  itself  in  new  gulfs  and  bays. 

The  open  country,  bordering  thè  lake,  formed  of  thè  allu- 
vial  deposits  of  three  great  torrents,  reclines  upon  thè  roots 
of  two  contiguous  mountains,  one  named  San  Martino,  thè 
other,  in  thè  Lombard  dialect,  Il  Resegone ,  because  of  its 
many  peaks  seen  in  profìle,  which  in  truth  resemble  thè  teeth 
of  a  saw  so  much  so,  that  no  One  at  first  sight,  viewing  it  in 
front  (as,  for  example,  from  thè  northern  bastions  of  Milan), 
could  fail  to  distinguish  it  by  this  simple  description,  from 
thè  other  mountains  of  more  obscure  name  and  ordinary 
form  in  that  long  and  vast  chain.  For  a  considerale  distance 
thè  country  rises  with  a  gentle  and  continuous  ascent  ;  after- 
wards  it  is  broken  into  hill  and  daìe,  terraces  and  elevated 
plains,  formed  by  thè  intertwining  of  thè  roots  of  thè  two 
mountains,  and  thè  action  of  thè  waters.  The  shore  itself,  in- 
tersected  by  thè  torrents,  consists  for  thè  most  part  of  gravel 
and  large  flints;  thè  rest  of  thè  plain,  of  fields  and  vineyards, 
interspersed  with  towns,  villages,  and  hamlets  :  other  parts 
are  clothed  with  woods,  extending  far  up  thè  mountain. 
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I  ecco,  thè  principal  of  these  towns,  giving  its  name  to  thè 
teriitory,  is  at  a  short  distance  from  thè  bridge,  and  so  dose 
upon  thè  shore,  that,  when  thè  waters  are  high,  it  seems  to 
stand  in  thè  lake  itself.  A  large  town  even  now,  it  promises 
soon  to  become  a  city.  At  thè  time  thè  events  happened  which 
we  undertake  to  recount,  this  town,  already  of  considerable 
importance,  was  also  a  place  of  defence,  and  for  that  reason 
had  thè  honour  of  lodging  a  commander,  and  thè  advantage 
of  possessing  a  fìxed  garrison  of  Spanish  soldiers,  who  taught 
modesty  to  thè  damsels  and  matrons  of  thè  country;  bestowed 
from  time  to  time  marks  of  their  favour  on  thè  shoulder  of  a 
husband  or  a  father  ;  and  never  f ailed,  in  autumn,  to  disperse 
themselves  in  thè  vineyards,  to  thin  thè  grapes,  and  lighten 
for  thè  peasant  thè  labours  of  thè  vintage. 

From  one  to  thè  other  of  these  towns,  from  thè  heights  to 
thè  lake,  from  one  height  to  another,  down  through  thè  little 
valleys  which  lay  between,  there  ran  many  narrow  lanes  or 
mule-paths,  (and  they  stili  exist,)  one  while  abrupt  and 
steep,  another  level,  another  pleasantly  sloping,  in  most  places 
enclosed  by  walls  built  of  large  flints,  and  clothed  here  and 
there  with  ancient  ivy,  which,  eating  with  its  roots  into  thè 
cement,  usurps  its  place,  and  binds  together  thè  wall  it  ren- 
ders  verdant.  For  some  distance  these  lanes  are  hidden,  and 
as  it  were  buried  between  thè  walls,  so  that  thè  passenger, 
looking  upwards,  can  see  nothing  but  thè  sky  and  thè  peaks 
of  some  neighbouring  mountain:  in  other  places  they  are 
terraced:  sometimes  they  skirt  thè  edge  of  a  plain,  or  project 
from  thè  face  of  a  declivity,  like  a  long  staircase,  upheld  by 
walls  which  flank  thè  hillsides  like  bastions,  but  in  thè  path- 
way  rise  only  thè  height  of  a  parapet — and  here  thè  eye  of 
thè  traveder  can  range  over  varied  and  most  beautiful  pros- 
pects.  On  one  side  he  commands  thè  azure  surface  of  thè  lake, 
and  thè  inverted  image  of  thè  rural  banks  reflected  in  thè 
placid  wave  ;  on  thè  other,  thè  Adda,  scarcely  escaped  from  thè 
arches  of  thè  bridge,  expands  itself  anew  into  a  little  lake, 
then  is  again  contraeteci,  and  prolongs  to  thè  horizon  its 
bright  windings  ;  upward, — thèhnassive  piles  of  thè  mountains, 
overhanging  thè  head  of  thè  gazer  ;  below, — thè  cultivated  ter- 
race,  thè  champaign,  thè  bridge  ;  opposite, — thè  further  bank 
of  thè  lake,' and,  rising  from  it,  thè  mountain  boundary. 
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Along  one  of  these  narrow  lanes,  in  thè  evening  of  thè 
7th  of  November,  in  thè  year  1628,  Don  Abbondio  .  . 
curate  of  one  of  thè  towns  alluded  to  above,  was  leisurely 
returning  home  from  a  walk,  (our  author  does  not  mention 
thè  name  of  thè  town — two  blanks  already  !)  He  was  quietly 
repeating  his  office,  and  now  and  ‘then,  between  one  psalrn 
and  another,  he  would  shut  thè  breviary  upon  thè  fore-fìnger 
of  his  right  hand,  keeping  it  there  for  a  mark;  then,  putting 
both  his  hands  behind  his  back,  thè  right  (with  thè  closed 
book)  in  thè  palm  of  thè  left,  he  pursued  his  way  with  down- 
cast  eyes,  kicking,  from  time  to  time,  towards  thè  wall  thè 
flints  which  lay  as  stumbling-blocks  in  thè  path.  Thus  he 
gave  more  undisturbed  audience  to  thè  idle  thoughts  which 
had  come  to  tempt  his  spirit,  while  his  lips  repeated,  of  their 
own  accord,  his  evening  prayers.  Escaping  from  these 
thoughts,  he  raised  his  eyes  to  thè  mountain  which  rose 
opposite;  and  mechanically  gazed  on  thè  gleaming  of  thè 
scarcely  set  sun,  which,  making  its  way  through  thè  clefts 
of  thè  opposite  mountain,  was  thrown  upon  thè  projecting 
peaks  in  large  unequal  masses  of  rose-coloured  light.  The 
breviary  open  again,  and  another  portion  recited,  he  reached 
a  turn,  where  he  always  used  to  raise  his  eyes  and  look  for¬ 
ward;  and  so  he  did  to-day.  After  thè  turn,  thè  road  ran 
straight  forward  about  sixty  yards,  and  then  divided  into 
two  lanes,  Y  fashion — thè  right  hand  path  ascended  towards 
thè  mountain,  and  led  to  thè  parsonage:  thè  left  branch 
descended  through  thè  valley  to  a  torrent:  and  on  this  side 
thè  walls  were  not  higher  than  about  two  feet.  The  inner 
walls  of  thè  two  ways,  instead  of  meeting  so  as  to  form  an 
angle,  ended  in  a  little  chapel,  on  which  were  depicted  cer- 
tain  figures,  long,  waving,  and  terminating  in  a  point.  These, 
in  thè  intention  of  thè  artist,  and  to  thè  eyes  of  thè  neigh- 
bouring  inhabitants,  represented  flames.  Alternately  with 
thè  flames  were  other  figures — indescribable,  meant  for  souls 
in  purgatory,  souls  and  flames  of  brick-colour  on  a  grey 
ground  enlivened  with  patches  of  thè  naturai  wall,  where  thè 
plaster  was  gone.  The  curate,  having  turned  thè  corner, 
and  looked  forward,  as  was  his  custom,  towards  thè  chapel, 
beheld  an  unexpected  sight,  and  one  he  would  not  willingly 
have  seen.  Two  men,  one  opposite  thè  other,  wefe  stationed 
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at  thè  confluence,  so  to  say,  of  thè  two  ways:  one  of  them 
■vvas  sitting  across  thè  low  wall,  with  one  leg  dangling  on  thè 
outer  side,  and  thè  other  supporting  him  in  thè  path:  his 
companion  was  standing  up,  leaning  against  thè.  wall,  with 
his  arms  crossed  on  his  breast.  Their  dress,  their  carriage, 
and  so  much  of  their  expression  as  could  be  distinguished 
at  thè  distance  at  which  thè  curate  stood,  left  no  doubt  about 
their  condition.  Each  had  a  green  net  on  his  head,  which 
fell  upon  thè  left  shoulder,  and  ended  in  a  large  tassel.  Their 
long  hair,  appearing  in  one  large  lock  upon  thè  forehead: 
on  thè  upper  lip  two  long  mustachios,  curled  at  thè  end  :  their 
doublets,  confined  by  bright  leathern  girdles,  from  which 
hung  a  brace  of  pistols:  a  little  horn  of  powder,  dangling 
round  their  necks,  and  fading  on  their  breasts  like  a  neck- 
lace:  on  thè  right  side  of  their  large  and  loose  pantaloons, 
a  pocket,  and  from  thè  pocket  thè  handle  of  a  dagger:  a 
sword  hanging  on  thè  left,  with  a  large  basket-hilt  of  brass, 
carved  in  cipher,  polished  and  gleaming  :  all,  at  a  glance, 
discovered  them  to  be  individuals  of  thè  species  bravo. 

This  order,  now  quite  extinct,  was  then  most  flourishing 
in  Lombardy,  and  already  of  considerale  antiquity.  Has  any 
one  no  clear  idea  of  it?  Here  are  some  authentic  §ketches, 
which  may  give  him  a  distinct  notion  of  its  principal  charac- 
teristics,  of  thè  means  put  in  force  to  destroy  it,  and  of  its 
obstinate  vitality. 

On  thè  8th  of  Aprii,  1583,  thè  most  ttlustrious  and  Excel- 
lent  Signor  Don  Carlo  d’Aragon,  Prince  of  Castelvetrano, 
Duke  of  Terranuova,  Marquis  of  Avola,  Count  of  Burgeto, 
grand  Admiral,  and  grand  Constable  of  Sicily,  Governor  of 
Milan,  and  Captain-General  of  His  Catholic  Majesty  in 
Italy,  being  fully  informed  of  thè  intolerable  misery  in  which 
this  city  of  Milan  has  lain,  and  does  He,  by  reason  of  bravoes 
and  vagabondSj  publishes  a  ban  against  them,  de  dare  s  and 
defines  all  those  to  be  included  in  this  ban,  and  to  be  held 
bravoes  and  vagabonds  who,  whether  foreigners  or  natives, 
have  no  occupation,  or  having  it  do  not  employ  themselves 
in  it  .  .  .  but  without  salary,  or  with,  engagé  themselves, 
to  any  cavaliner  or  gentleman,  officcr  or  merchant  .  .  . 
to  render  them  aid  and  Service,  or  rather,  as  may  be  pre- 
sumed,  to  lay  zvait  against  others  ...  all  these  he 
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commands,  that,  within  thè  term  of  $ix  days,  they  should 
evacuale  thè  country?  threatens  thè  galleys  to  thè  refractory, 
and  grants  to  all  officials  fhe  most  strangely  ampie  and  indefi¬ 
nite  power  of  expcuting  thè  order.  But  thè  following  year, 
on  thè  :t2th  of  Aprii,  this  sanie  Signor,  perceiving  that  this 
city  is  compleiely  full  of  thè  said  bravoes  .  .  .  returned 
to  live  as  they  had  lived  before,  their  customs  wholly  un - 
changed,  and  their  numbers  undiminished,  issues  another 
hue  and  cry,  more  vigorous  and  marked,  in  which,  among 
other  ordinances,  he  prescribes — That  whatsoever  person, 
as  well  as  inhabitant  of  this  city  as  a  foreigner,  who  by  thè 
testimony  of  two  wi'tnesses ,  should,  appear  to  be  held  and 
commonly  reputed  a  bravo ,  and  to  haye  that  name ,  although 
he  c annoi  be  convicted  of  having  committed  any  crime  .  .  . 
for  this  reputation  of  being  a  bravo  alone f  without  any 
other  proofy  mgy,  by  thè  said  judges ,  and  by  every  individuai 
of  them,  be  put  to  thè  rack  and  torture,  for  process  of  in - 
formation  .  .  .  and  although  he  confess  no  crime  what- 
ever,  notwithstanding,  he  shall  be  seni  to  thè  galleys  for 
thè  said  three  years,  for  thè  sole  reputation  and  name  of 
bravo,  as  aforesaid.  All  this  and  more  which  is  omitted, 
because  His  Excellency  is  resolved  to  be  obeyed  by  every  one. 

At  hearing  such  brave  and  confident  words  of  so  great  a 
Signor,  accompanied  too  with  many  penalties,  one  feels  much 
ipclined  to  suppose  that,  at  thè  echo  of  their  rumblings,  all 
thè  bravoes  had  disappeared  for  ever.  But  thè  testimony  of 
a  Signor  not  less  authoritative,  nor  less  endowed  with 
names,  obliges  us  to  believe  quite  thè  contrary.  The  most 
Iliustrious  and  most  Excellent  Signor  Juan  Fernandez  de 
Velasco,  Constable  of  Castile,  Grand  Chamberlain  of  his 
Majesty,  Duke  of  thè  city  of  Frias,  Count  of  Haro  and 
Castelnovo,  Lord  of  thè  House  of  Velasco,  and  that  of  thè 
Seven  Infanta s  of  Lara,  Governor  of  thè  State  of  Milan, 
&c.,  on  thè  5H1  of  June,  1593,  he  also,'  fully  informed  of 
how  futi  eh  loss  and  destruction  .  .  .  bravoes  and  vaga - 
bonds  are  thè  cause ,  and  of  thè  mischief  such  sort  of  people 
effeets  against  thè  publtc  weal,  in  despite  of  jusiice ,  warns 
them  anew,  that  within  thè  term  of  six  days,  they  are  to 
evacuate  thè  country,  repeating  almost  word  for  word,  thè 
threats  and  penalties  of  his  predecessor.  On  thè  2grd  of 


12 


ALESSANDRO  MANZONI 


May,  in  a  subsequent  year,  1598,  being  informed ,  with  no 
little  displeasure  of  mind ,  that  .  .  .  every  day ,  in  this 
city  and  state ,  thè  number  of  these  people  (bravoes  and 
vagabonds)  is  on  thè  increase ,  and  day  and  night  nothing 
is  heard  of  them  bui  murder ,  homicide ,  robbery,  and  crimes 
of  every  kind ,  for  which  there  is  greater  facility ,  because 
these  bravoes  are  confident  of  being  supported  by  their 
great  employers  ...  he  prescribes  anew  thè  sanie  rem- 
edies,  increasing  thè  dose,  as  men  do  in  obstinate  maladies. 
Let  every  one,  then,  he  concludes,  be  wholly  on  his  guard 
against  contravening  in  thè  least  thè  present  proclamation ; 
for ,  instead  of  experiencing  thè  clemency  of  His  Excellency, 
he  will  experience  thè  rigour  of  his  anger  .  .  .  he  being 
resolved  and  determined  that  this  shall  be  thè  last  and  per - 
emptory  admonition . 

Not,  however,  of  this  opinion  was  thè  most  Illustrious 
and  most  Excellent  Signor,  Il  Signor  Don  Pietro  Enriquez 
de  Acevedo,  Count  of  Fuentes,  Captain  and  Governor  of  thè 
State  of  Milan;  not  of  this  opinion  was  he,  and  for  good 
reasons.  Being  fully  informed  of  thè  misery  in  which  this 
city  and  state  lies  by  reason  of  thè  great  number  of  bravoes 
which  abound  in  it  .  .  .  and  being  resolved  wholly  io  ex¬ 
tir  paté  a  plani  so  pernicious ,  he  issues,  on  thè  gth  of  Decem- 
ber,  1600,  a  new  admonition,  full  of  severe  penalties,  with 
a  firm  purpose,  that ,  with  all  rigour ,  and  without  any  hope  of 
remission ,  they  shall  be  fully  carried  out. 

We  must  believe,  however,  that  he  did  not  apply  him- 
self  to  this  matter  with  that  hearty  good  will  which  he 
knew  how  to  employ  in  contriving  cabals  and  exciting  ene- 
mies  against  his  great  enemy,  Henry  IV.  History  informs 
us  that  he  succeeded  in  arming  against  that  king  thè  Duke 
of  Savoy,  and  caused  him  to  lose  a  city.  He  succeeded  also 
in  engaging  thè  Duke  of  Bìron  on  his  behalf,  and  caused 
him  to  lose  his  head;  but  as  to  this  pernicious  plant  of 
bravoes,  certain  it  is  that  it  continued  to  blossom  till  thè 
22nd  of  September,  1612.  On  that  day  thè  most  Illustrious 
Signor  Don  Giovanni  de  Mendosa,  Marquis  of  Hynojosa, 
Gentleman,  &c.,  Governor,  &c.,  had  serious  thoughts  of 
extirpating  it.  To  this  end  he  sent  thè  usuai  proclamation, 
corrected  and  enlarged,  to  Pandolfo  and  Marco  Tullio  Mol- 
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atesti,  associateci  printers  to  His  Majesty,  with  ordente 
orini  it  to  thè  destruction  of  thè  bravoes.  Yet  they  lived 
to  receive  on  thè  24*  of  December,  1618,  similar  and  more 
vigorous  blows  from  thè  most  Ilhistnous  and  most  Excellen 
Signor  thè  Signor  Don  Gomez  Suarez  di  Figueroa,  Duke  of 
Feria  &c.,  Governor,  &c.  Moreover,  they  not  being  hereby 
clone  io  death,  thè  most  IUustrious  and  most  Excelknt  Signor, 
thè  Signor  Gonzala  Fernandez  di  Cordova,  (under  ^hos 
government  these  events  happened  to  Don  ^^onclio,) 
found  himself  obliged  to  recorrect  and  rePu^llsh  tl^  ^r 
proclamatimi  against  thè  bravoes,  on  thè  5th  day  °f J^tober 
1627;  i.  e.  one  year  one  month  and  two  days  before  this 

^  Nor  was  this  thè  last  publication.  We  do  not  feel  bound, 
however,  to  make  mention  of  those  which  ensued  as  they 
are  béyònd  thè  period  of  our  story.  We  will  notice  only 
one  of  thè  i3th  of  February,  1632,  in  which  thè  most 
Illustrious  and5  most  Excellent  Signor  thè  Duke  of  Feria 
a  second  time  governor,  signifies  to  us  that  thè  greatest  out- 
rages  are  caused  by  those  denominated  bravoes. 

This  suffices  to  make  it  pretty  certain  that  at  thè  rime 
of  which  we  treat,  there  was  as  yet  no  lack  of  bravoes. 

That  thè  two  described  above  were  on  thè  lookout  for  some 
one  was  but  too  evident;  but  what  more  alarmed  Don  Ab- 
bondìo  was,  that  he  was  assured  by  certam  signs  that  he  was 
thè  person  expected;  for,  thè  moment  he  appeared,  they 
exchanged  glances,  raising  their  heads  with  a  movement 
which  plainly  expressed  that  both  at  once  had  exclaimed, 

‘  Here’s  our  man!’  He  who  bestrode  thè  wall  gotup,  and 
brought  his  other  leg  into  thè  path:  his  compamon  left 
leaning  on  thè  wall,  and  both  began  to  walk  towards  him. 
Don  Abbondio,  keeping  thè  breviary  open  before  him,  as 
reading,  directed  his  glance  forward  to  watch  their  move- 
ments.  He  saw  them  advancing  straight  towards  him: 
multitudes  of  thoughts,  all  at  once,  crowded  upon  him;  with 
quick  anxiety  he  asked  himself,  whether  any  pathway  to  thè 
righi  or  left  lay  between  him  and  thè  bravoes  ;  and  quickly 
carne  thè  answer,— no.  He  made  a  hasty  examination,  to  dis- 
cover  whether  he  had  offended  some  great  man,  some  vindic- 
tive  neighbour  ;  but  even  in  this  moment  of  alarm,  thè  consol- 
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!!LT!!m0uy  °f  COasdence  somewhat  reassured  him.  Mean- 
whilg  thè  bravoes  drew  near,  eyeing  him  fixedly.  He  out 

coLr^as  ifgto  sTtH  a ^  -°f  hÌS  left  hand  UP  to  his 
pp dar,  as  if  to  settle  ìt,  and  runnnig  thè  two  fineers  round 

his  neck  he  turned  his  head  backwards  at  thè  fame  time 

twmtmg  hrs  mouth  in  thè  same  direction,  and  looked'oft  of 

thè  corner  of  his  eyes  as  far  as  he  could,  to  see  whether  anv 

one  was  commg;  but  he  saw  no  one.  He  cast  a  elance 

over  thè  Iow  wall  into  thè  fields-no  one;  another  more  sub 

dued,  along  thè  path  forward— no  one  but  thè  bravoes  What 

is  to  be  done?  tura  back?  It  is  to  late.  Run?  It  was  thè 

5caneaSthe°  fa’  f°“T  °f  WOrSe'  Since  he  «>uld  not 
escape  thè  danger,  he  went  to  meet  it.  These  moments 

shorten^thém7  T?™  1°  painfu1’  he  des>r^]  °niy  to 

snorten  them.  He  quickened  his  pace,  recited  a  verse  in  a 

eXUpdressio°feasCTnOSe\hÌS  t0  3  tra!?quiI  a^  ca^ss 
expression,  as  yrell  as  he  could,  used  every  effort  to  have  a 

s,me  ready;  and  whep  he  found  himsplf  ip  thè  preslnce 

of  thè  two  good  men,  exclqiming  mentally,  ‘here  we  are'’ 

h  .,o„d  «,11.  -Signor  Curato  !  ’  said  o£, 

raidÌ!!,I,S”'"and<  m'?'  «uickly  answered  Don  Abbondio, 
bpth  hands  e?'!  m  '  ■D°k’  to,di"S  »P“  ì" 

an'Jv'Llnte°d/  ««  °tlW.  witli  tht  threatening 

^ngiy  ito  a-  of  one  who  Ito  caught  an  inferior  comminine 
S»)e  grievous  fault,  -you  to-morrow,  to  m.rry  Re„”o 

Tramaglino  and  Lucia  Mondella!’  * 

.  Tha!  1S  *  ‘  rfPIied  Don  Abbondio,  with  a  quiver- 

tbf  ‘s  •  •  •  Y°u>  gentlemen,  are  men  of 

thè  world,  and  know  well  how  these  things  go.  A  poor 
curate  has  nothing  to  do  with  them.  They  patch  up  their 
little  treaties  between  themselves,  and  tjien  .  .  .  then  they 
come  to  us,  as  one  goes  to  thè  bank  tp  make  a  detnand; 
andJe  •  •  •  we  are  servants  of  thè  community.’ 

Afark  well,’  said  thè  bravo,  in  a  lower  voice  but  with 
a  solemn  tene  of  command,  ‘  this  marriage  is  not  to  be  per- 
iormed,  not  to-morrow,  nor  ever.’ 

■  Dut,  gentlemen,’  replied  Don  Abbondio,  with  thè  sooth- 
mg,  njiJd  tpnp  pf  one  whp  wpqld  persuade  an  impatient 
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nielli,  be  so  kind  as  put  yourselves  in  niy  place.  If  thè  thing 
depended  on  me  .  .  .  you  see  plainly  that  it  is  no  ad- 
vantage  to  me  .  .  C 

4  Come,  come/  interrupted  thè  bravo;  '  if  thè  thing  were 
to  be,  decided  by  prating,  you  might  soon  put  our  heads  in  a 
poke.  W e  know  nothing  about  it,  and  we  don't  want  to 
know  more.  A  warned  man  .  .  .  you  understand/ 

‘  But  gentlemen  like  you  are  too  just,  too  reasonable  .  .  / 

f  But/  (this  time  thè  other  companion  broke  in,  who  had 
not  hitherto  spoken) — fbut  thè  marriage  is  not  to  be  per- 
formed,.  or  .  .  /  here  a  great  oath — 'or  he  who  per- 
forms  it  will  never  repent,  because  he  shall  have  no 
time  for  it  .  .  .’  another  oath. 

*  Silence,  silence/  replied  thè  first  orator  :  '  thè  Signor 
Curato  knows  thè  way  of  thè  world,  and  we  are  good  sort 
of  men,  who  don’t  wish  to  do  him  any  harm,  if  he  will  act 
like  a  wise  man.  Signor  Curato,  thè  Illustrious  Signor  Don 
Rodrigo,  our  master,  sends  his  kind  respeets/ 

To  thè  mind  of  Don  Abbondio  this  name  was  like  thè 
lightning  flash  in  a  storm  at  night,  which,  illuminating  for 
a  moment  and  confusing  all  objects,  increases  thè  terror. 
As  by  instinct  he  made  a  low  bow,  and  said,  *  If  you  could 
suggest  .  .  / 

*  Oh  !  suggest  is  for  you  who  know  Latin/  again  inter¬ 
rupted  thè  bravo,  with  a  smile  between  awkwardness  and 
ferocity;  '  it  is  all  very  well  for  you.  But,  above  all,  let 
not  a  word  be  whispered  about  this  notice  that  we  have 
given  you  for  your  good,  or  .  .  .  Ehem  !  .  .  .  it  will  be 
thè  sanie  as  marrying  them. — Well,  what  will  your  Rever- 
ence  .that  we  say  for  you  to  thè  Illustrious  Signor  Don 
Rodrigo  ? J 

{  My  respeets/ 

f  Be  clear,  Signor  Curato/ 

•  *  *  Disposed  .  .  .  always  disposed  to  obedience/ 
And  having  said  these  words,  he  did  not  himself  well  know 
whether  he  had  given  a  promise,  of  whether  he  had 
only  sent  an  ordinary  compliment.  The  bravoes  took  it, 
and  showed  that  they  took  it,  in  thè  more  serious  meaning. 

'Very  well—good  evening,  Signor  Curato/  said  one  of 
them,  leading  his  companion  away. 
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Don  Abbondio,  who  a  few  moments  before  would  have 
given  one  of  his  eyes  to  have  got  rid  of  them,  now  wished 
to  prolong  thè  conversation  and  modify  thè  treaty  ; — in  vain 
they  would  not  listen,  but  took  thè  path  along  which  he  had 
come,  and  were  soon  out  of  sight,  singing  a  ballad,  which  I 
do  not  choose  to  transcribe.  Poor  Don  Abbondio  stood  for 
a  moment  with  his  mouth  open,  as  if  enchanted:  and  then 
he  too  departed,  taking  that  path  which  led  to  his  house,  and 
hardly  dragging  one  leg  after  thè  other,  with  a  sensation  of 
walking  on  crab-claws,  and  in  a  frame  of  mind  which  thè 
reader  will  better  understand,  after  having  learnt  somewhat 
more  of  thè  character  of  this  personage,  and  of  thè  sort  of 
times  in  which  his  lot  was  cast. 

Don  Abbondio — thè  reader  may  have  discovered  it  already 
— was  not  bora  with  thè  heart  of  a  lion.  Besides  this,  from 
his  earliest  years,  he  had  had  occasion  to  learn,  that  thè  most 
embarrassing  of  all  conditions  in  those  times,  was  that  of 
an  animai,  without  claws,  and  without  teeth,  which  yet, 
nevertheless,  had  no  inclinatimi  to  be  devoured. 

The  arili  of  thè  law  by  no  means  protected  thè  quiet 
inoffensive  man,  who  had  no  other  means  of  inspiring  fear. 
Not,  indeed,  that  there  was  any  want  of  laws  and  penalties 
against  private  violence.  Laws  carne  down  like  hail;  crimes 
were  recounted  and  particularized  with  minute  prolixity; 
penalties  were  absurdly  exorbitant;  and  if  that  were  not 
enough,  capable  of  augmentation  in  almost  every  case,  at 
thè  will  of  thè  legislator  himself  and  of  a  hundred  execu- 
tives;  thè  forms  of  procedure  studied  only  how  to  liberate 
thè  judge  from  every  impediment  in  thè  way  of  passing  a 
sentence  of  condemnation  ;  thè  sketches  we  have  given  of 
thè  proclamations  against  thè  bravoes  are  a  feeble  but  true 
index  of  this.  Notwithstanding,  or  rather  in  great  measure 
for  this  reason,  these  proclamations,  republished  and  re- 
enforced  by  one  government  after  another,  served  only  to 
attesi  most  magniloquently  thè  impotence  of  their  authors; 
or  if  they  produced  any  immediate  effect,  it  was  for  thè 
most  part  to  add  new  vexations  to  those  already  suffered  by 
thè  peaceable  and  helpless  at  thè  hands  of  thè  turbulent,  and 
to  increase  thè  violence  and  cunning  of  thè  latter.  Impunity 
fcwas  organized  and  implanted  so  deeply  that  its  roots  were 
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untouched,  or  at  least  unmoved,  by  these  proclamations. 
Sudi  were  thè  asylums,  such  were  thè  privileges  of  certain 
classes,  privileges  partly  recognized  by  law,  partly  borne 
with  envious  silence,  or  decried  with  vain  protests,  but  kept 
up  in  fact,  and  guarded  by  these  classes,  and  by  almost 
every  individuai  in  them,  with  interested  activity  and  punc- 
tilious  jealousy.  Now,  impunity  of  this  kind,  threatened  and 
insulted,  but  not  destroyed  by  thè  proclamations,  was  natu- 
rally  obliged,  on  every  new  threat  and  insult,  to  put  in  force 
new  powers  and  new  schemes  to  preserve  its  own  existence. 
So  it  fell  out  in  fact;  and  on  thè  appearance  of  a  proclama- 
tion  for  thè  restraint  of  thè  violent,  these  sought  in  their 
power  new  means  more  apt  in  effecting  that  which  thè 
proclamations  forbade.  The  proclamations,  indeed,  could 
accomplish  at  every  step  thè  molestation  of  good  sort  of 
men,  who  had  neither  power  themselves  nor  protection  from 
others;  because,  in  order  to  have  every  person  under  their 
hands,  to  prevent  or  punish  every  crime,  they  subjected  every 
movement  of  private  life  to  thè  arbitrary  will  of  a  thousand 
magistrates  and  executives.  But  whoever,  before  conimit- 
ting  a  crime,  had  taken  measures  to  secure  his  escape  in 
time  to  a  convent  or  a  palace,  where  thè  birri1  had  never 
dared  to  enter;  whoever  (without  any  other  measures)  bore 
a  livery  which  called  to  his  defence  thè  vanity  and  interest 
of  a  powerful  family  or  order,  such  an  one  was  free  to  do 
as  he  pleased,  and  could  set  at  nought  thè  clamour  of  thè 
proclamations.  Of  those  very  persons  to  whom  thè  enforc- 
ing  of  them  was  committed,  some  belonged  by  birth  to  thè 
privileged  class,  some  were  dependent  on  it,  as  clients  ;  both 
one  and  thè  other  by  education,  interest,  habit,  and  imitation, 
had  embraced  its  maxims,  and  would  have  taken  good  care 
not  to  offend  it  for  thè  sake  of  a  piece  of  paper  pasted  on 
thè  corners  of  thè  streets.  The  men  entrusted  with  thè  im¬ 
mediate  execution  of  thè  decrees,  had  they  been  enterprising 
as  heroes,  obedient  as  monks,  and  devoted  as  martyrs,  could 
not  have  had  thè  upper  hand,  inferior  as  they  were  in  num- 
ber  to  those  with  whom  they  would  have  been  engaged  in 
battle,  with  thè  probability  of  being  frequently  abandoned, 
or  even  sacrificed,  by  those  who  abstractedly,  or  (so  to  say) 

1  i.  e.f  thè  armed  ©dice. 
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in  theory,  set  them  to  work.  But  besides  this,  these  men 
were,  generally,  chosen  from  thè  lowest  and  most  rascally 
classes  of  those  times  :  their  office  was  held  base  even  by 
those  who  stood  most  in  fear  of  it,  and  their  title  a  reproach. 
It  was  therefore  but  naturai  that  they,  instead  of  risking, 
or  rather  throwing  away,  their  lives  in  an  impracticable  un- 
dertaking,  should  take  pay  for  inaction,  or  even  connivance 
at  thè  powerful,  and  reserve  thè  exercise  of  their  execrated 
authority  and  diminished  power  for  those  occasions,  where 
they  could  oppress,  without  danger,  i.  e.  by  annoying  pacific 
and  defenceless  persons. 

The  man  who  is  ready  to  give  and  expecting  to  receive 
ofìfence  every  moment,  naturally  seeks  allies  and  companions. 
Hence  thè  tendency  of  individuals  to  unite  into  classes  was 
in  these  times  carried  to  thè  greatest  excess;  new  societies 
were  formed,  and  each  man  strove  to  increase  thè  power  of 
his  own  party  to  thè  greatest  degree.  The  clergy  were 
on  thè  watch  to  defend  and  extend  their  immunities;  thè 
nobility  their  privileges,  thè  military  their  exemptions. 
Tradespeople  and  artisans  were  enrolled  in  subordinate  con- 
fraternities,  lawyers  constituted  a  league,  and  even  doctors  a 
corporation.  Each  of  these  little  oligarchies  had  its  own  pecu- 
liar  power;  in  each  thè  individuai  found  it  an  advantage  to 
avail  himself,  in  proportion  to  their  authority  and  vigour, 
of  thè  united  force  of  thè  many.  Honest  men  availed  them- 
selves  of  this  advantage  for  defence;  thè  evil-disposed  and 
sharp-witted  made  use  of  it  to  accomplish  deeds  of  violence, 
for  which  their  personal  means  were  insufficient,  and  to 
ensure  themselves  impunity.  The  power,  however,  of  these 
various  combinations  was  very  unequal;  and  especially  in 
thè  country,  a  rich  and  violent  nobility,  having  a  band  of 
bravoes,  and  surrounded  by  a  peasantry  accustomed  by  im- 
memorial  tradition,  and  compelled  by  interest  or  force,  to 
look  upon  themselves  as  soldiers  of  their  lords,  exercised  a 
power  against  which  no  other  league  could  have  maintained 
effectual  resistance. 

Our  Abbondio,  not  noble,  not  rich,  not  courageous,  was 
therefore  accustomed  from  his  very  infancy  to  look  upon 
himself  as  a  vessel  of  fragile  earthenware,  obliged  to  jour- 
ney  in  company  with  many  vessels  of  iron.  Hence  he  had 
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very  easily  acquiesced  in  bis  parents’  wish  to  make  him  a 
pript.  ^  To  say  thè  truth,  he  had  not  reflected  much  on  thè 
obligations  and  noble  ends  of  thè  ministry  to  which  he  was 
dedicating  himself:  to  ensure  something  to  live  upon  with 
comfort,  and  to  place  himself  in  a  class  revered  and  power- 
ful,  seemed  to  him  two  sufficient  reasons  for  his  choice.  But 
no  class  whatever  provides  for  an  individuai,  or  secures  him, 
beyond  a  certain  point  :  and  none  dispenses  him  from  form- 
ing  his  own  particular  System. 

Don  Abbondio,  continually  absorbed  in  thoughts  about  his 
ovrn  security,  cared  not  at  all  for  those  advantages  which 
risked  a  little  to  secure  a  great  deal.  His  System  was  to 
escape  all  opposition,  and  to  yield  where  he  could  not 
escape.  In  all  thè  frequent  contests  carried  on  around 
him  between  thè  clergy  and  laity,  in  thè  perpetuai  collision 
between  officiate  and  thè  nobility,  between  thè  nobìlity  and 
magistrates,  between  bravoes  and  soldiers,  down  to  thè 
pitched  battle  between  two  rustics,  arising  from  a  word,  and 
decided  with  fists  or  poniards,  an  unarmed  neutrality  was 
his  chosen  position.  If  he  were  absolutely  obliged  to  take 
a  part,  he  favoured  thè  stronger,  always,  however,  with  a 
reserve,  and  an  endeavour  to  show  thè  other  that  he  was 
not  willingly  Jiis  enemy.  It  seemed  as  if  he  would  say,  ‘  Why 
did  you  not  manage  to  be  thè  stronger  ?  I  would  have  taken 
your  side  then/  Keeping  a  respectful  distance  from  thè 
power  fui  ;  silently  hearing  their  scorn,  when  capriciously 
shown  in  passing  instances  ;  answering  with  submission  when 
it  assumed  a  more  serious  and  decided  form  ;  obliging,  by 
his  profound  bows  and  respectful  salutations,  thè  móst  surly 
and  haughty  to  return  him  a  smile,  when  he  met  them  by 
thè  way  ;  thè  poor  man  had  performed  thè  voyage  of  sixty 
years  without  experiencing  any  very  violent  tempests. 

It  was  not  that  he  had  not  too  his  own  little  portion  of 
gali  in  his  disposition  :  and  this  continuai  exercise  of  endur¬ 
ance,  this  ceaseless  giving  reasons  to  others,  these  many 
bitter  mouthfuls  gulped  down  in  silence,  had  so  far  exas- 
perated  it,  that  had  he  not  had  an  opportunity  sometimes 
of  giving  it  a  little  of  its  own  way,  his  health  would  certainly 
have  suffered.  But  since  there  were  in  thè  world,  dose 
around  him,  some  few  persons  whom  he  knew  well  to  be 
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incapable  of  hurting,  upon  them  he  was  able  now  and  then 
to  let  out  thè  bad  humour  so  long  pent  up,  and  take  upon 
himself  (even  he)  thè  right  to  be  a  little  fantastic,  and  to 
scold  unreasonably.  Besides,  he  was  a  rigid  censor  of  those 
who  did  not  guide  themselves  by  his  rules  ;  that  is,  when  thè 
censure  could  be  passed  without  any,  thè  most  distant,  dan- 
ger.  Was  any  one  beaten?  he  was  at  least  imprudent; — any 
one  murdered?  he  had  always  been  a  turbulent  meddler.  If 
any  one,  having  tried  to  maintain  his  right  against  some 
power  fui  noble,  carne  off  with  a  broken  head,  Don  Abbondio 
always  knew  how  to  discover  some  fault;  a  thing  not  diffi- 
cult,  silice  right  and  wrong  never  are  divided  with  so  clean 
a  cut,  that  one  party  has  thè  whole  of  either.  Above  all,  he 
declaimed  against  any  of  his  brethren,  who,  at  their  own 
risk,  took  thè  part  of  thè  weak  and  oppressed  against  thè 
powerful  oppressor.  This  he  called  paying  for  quarrels,  and 
giving  one’s  legs  to  thè  dogs:  he  even  pronounced  with 
severity  upon  it,  as  a  mixing  in  profane  things,  to  thè  loss 
of  dignity  to  thè  sacred  ministry.  Against  such  men  he  dis- 
coursed  (always,  however,  with  his  eyes  about  him,  or  in  a 
retired  corner)  with  greater  vehemence  in  proportion  as  he 
knew  them  to  be  strangers  to  anxiety  about  their  personal 
safety.  He  had,  finally,  a  favourite  sentence,  with  which 
“he  always  wound  up  discourses  on  these  matters,  that  a 
respectable  man  who  looked  to  himself,  and  minded  his  own 
business,  could  always  keep  clear  of  mischievous  quarrels. 

My  five-and-twenty  feaders  may  imagine  what  impression 
such  an  encounter  as  has  been  related  above  would  make  on 
thè  mind  of  this  pitiable  being.  The  fearful  aspect  of  those 
faces;  thè  great  words;  thè  threats  of  a  Signor  known  for 
never  threatening  in  vain;  a  System  of  living  in  quiet,  thè 
patient  study  of  so  many  years,  upset  in  a  moment;  and,  in 
prospect,  a  path  narrow  and  rugged,  from  which  no  exit 
could  be  seen, — all  these  thoughts  buzzed  about  tumultuously 
in  thè  downcast  head  of  Don  Abbondio.  *  If  Renzo  could 
be  dismìssed  in  peace  with  a  mere  no ,  it  is  all  plain;  but  he 
would  want  reasons;  and  what  am  I  to  say  to  him?  and — 
and — and  he  is  a  lamb,  quiet  as  a  lamb  if  no  one  touches  him, 
but  if  he  were  contradicted  .  .  .  whew  !  and  then — out  of  his 
senses  about  this  Lucia,  in  love  over  head  and  .  .  .  These 
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young  men,  who  fall  in  love  for  want  of  something  lo  do,  will 
be  married,  and  think  nothing  about  other  people,  they  do  not 
care  anything  for  thè  trouble  they  bring  upon  a  poor  curate. 
Unfortunate  me  !  What  possible  business  had  these  two  fright- 
ful  figures  to  put  themselves  in  my  path,  and  interfere  with 
me?  Is  it  I  who  want  to  be  married?  Why  did  they  not 
rather  go  and  talk  with  ....  Let  me  see:  what  a  great 
misfortune  it  is  that  thè  right  pian  never  Comes  into  my 
head  till  it  is  too  late!  If  I  had  but  thought  of  suggesting 
to  them  to  carry  their  messa ge  to  .  .  /  But  at  this  point 
it  occurred  to  him  that  to  repent  of  not  having  been  aider 
and  abettor  in  iniquity,  was  itself  iniquitous;  and  he  turned 
his  angry  thoughts  upon  thè  man  who  had  come,  in  this 
manner,  to  rob  him  of  his  peace.  He  knew  Don  Rodrigo 
only  by  sight  and  by  report  ;  nor  had  he  had  to  do  with  him 
further  than  to  make  a  lowly  reverence  when  he  had  chanced 
to  meet  him.  It  had  fallen  to  him  several  times  to  defend 
this  Signor  against  those  who,  with  subdued  voice  and  looks 
of  fear,  wished  ili  to  some  of  his  enterprises.  He  had  said 
a  hundred  times  that  he  was  a  respectable  cavalier;  but  at 
this  moment  he  bestowed  upon  him  all  those  epithets  which 
he  had  never  heard  applied  by  others  without  an  exclamation 
of  disapprobation.  Amid  thè  tumult  of  these  thoughts  he 
reached  his  own  door — hastily  applied  thè  key  which  he  held 
in  his  hand,  opened,  entered,  carefully  closed  it  behind  him, 
and  anxious  to  find  himself  in  trust-worthy  company,  called 
quickly,  *  Perpetua,  Perpetua  ! J  as  he  went  towards  thè 
dining-room,  where  he  was  sure  to  find  Perpetua  laying  thè 
cloth  for  supper. 

Perpetua,  as  every  one  already  knows,  was  Don  Abbondio’s 
servant,  a  servant  affezionate  *  and  faithful,  who  knew 
how  to  obey  and  command  in  turn  as  occasion  required 
— to  bear,  in  season,  thè  grumblings  and  fancies  of  her 
master,  and  to  make  him  bear  thè  like  when  her  turn  carne  ; 
which  day  by  day  recurred  more  frequently,  since  she  had 
passed  thè  smodai  age  of  forty,  remaining  single,  because,  as 
she  said  herself,  she  had  refused  all  offers,  or  because  she 
had  never  found  any  one  goose  enough  to  have  her,  as  her 
friends  said. 

*  I  am  coming/  replied  Perpetua,  putting  down  in  its  usuai 
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place  a  little  flask  of  Don  Abbondio’s  favourite  y/ine,  aiid 
moving  leisureìy.  But  before  she  reached  thè  door  of  thè 
dining-room,  he  entered,  with  a  step  so  unsteady,  with  an 
expression  so  overcast,  with  features  so  disturbed,  that  there 
had  been  no  need  of  Perpetuai  experienced  eye  to  discover 
at  a  glapce  that  something  very  extraordinary  had  hap¬ 
pened. 

‘  Mercy  !  what  has  happened  to  you,  master  ?  * 

‘  Nothing,  nothing/  replied  Don  Abbondio,  sinking  down 
breathless  on  his  arm-chair. 

f  How  nothing  !  Would  you  make  me  believe  this,  so  dis- 
ordered  as  you  are?  Some  great  misfortune  has  happened/ 

*  Oh,  for  Heaven’s  sake  !  When  I  say  nothing,  either  it 
is  nothing,  or  it  is  something  I  cannot  teli/ 

‘  Not  teli,  even  to  me?  Who  will  take  care  of  your  safety, 
sir?  who  will  advise  you?  * 

■  ‘  Oh,  dear  !  hold  your  tongue,  and  say  no  more  ;  give  me 
a  glass  of  my  wine/ 

f  And  you  will  persist,  sir,  that  it  is  nothing  !  ’  said  Per¬ 
petua,  filling  thè  glass;  and  then  holding  it  in  her  hand,  as 
if  she  wopld  give  it  in  payment  fqr  fhe  confidence  he  kept 
her  waiting  for  so  long. 

‘  Give  it  bere,  give  it  hqre/  said  Don  Abbondio,  taking  thè 
glass  ffom  her  with  no  very  steady  hapd,  and  emptying  it 
fiastily,  às  if  it  were  a  draught  of  meciicipe. 

*  Do  you  wish  me,  then,  sir,  to  be  obliged  to  ask  here  and 
there,  what  has  happened  to  my  master  ?’  said  Perpetua, 
right  opposite  him,  with  her  arms  akimbo,  looking  steadily 
àt  him,  as  if  she  would  gather  thè  truth  from  his  eyes. 

‘  For  Heaven’s  sake  !  let  us  have  no  brawiing — let  us  have 
no  noise  :  it  is  .  .  .  it  is  my  life  !  * 
f  Your  life  !  ’ 
f  My  life/ 

f  You  know,  sir,  that  whenever  you  have  told  me  any  thing 
sinperely  in  confidence,  I  have  never  .  .  / 

*Wpll  done  !  for  instance,  when.  .  / 

Perpetua  saw  she  had  touched  a  wrong  chord;  wherefore, 
suddenly  changing  her  tone,  (  Signor,  master/  she  said,  with 
a  softened  and  affectmg  voice,  f  I  have  always  been  an  affec- 
tiqnafe  servant  to  ypp,  sir;  and  if  I  wish  to  know  this,  it  is 
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because  of  my  care  for  you,  because  I  wish  tp  be  ablc  t o 
help  you,  to  give  you  good  advice,  and  to  comfort  you/ 

The  fact  was,  Don  Abbondio  was,  perhaps,  just  as  anxious 
to  o-et  rid  of  his  burdensome  secret,  as  Perpetua  was  to  know 
it.bIn  consequence,  after  having  rebutted,  always  more 
feebly,  her  reiterated  and  more  vigorous  assaults,  after 
having  made  her  vow  more  than  once  not  to  breathe  thè 
sub j  ect,  with  many  sighs  and  many  doleful  exclamations,  he 
related  at  last  thè  miserable  event.  When  he  carne  to  thè 
terrible  name,  it  was  necessary  for  Perpetua  to  make  new 
and  more  solemn  vows  of  silence;  and  Don  Abbondio,  hav¬ 
ing  pronounced  thls  name,  sank  back  on  thè  chair,  lifting. up 
his  hands  in  act  at  once  of  command  and  entreaty— exclaim- 
ing,  ‘  For  heaven’s  sake  !  ’ 

<  Mercy  !  ’  exclaimed  Perpetua,  ‘  Oh,  what  a  wretch  !  Oh, 
what  a  tyrant  !  Oh,  what  a  godless  man  !  ’ 

■<Will  you  hold  your  tongue?  or  do  you  wish  to  rum  me 

altogether  ?  *  ,  «  . 

(  Why,  we’re  all  alone:  no  one  can  hear  us.  But  what 

will  you  do,  sir  ?  Oh,  my  poor  master  !  ’  f  # 

You  see  now,  you  see/  said  Don  Abbondio,  m  an  angry 
teme,  (  what  good  advice  this  woman  can  give  me!  She 
comes  and  asks  me  what  shall  I  do,  what  shall  I  do,  as  if 
she  were  in  a  quandary,  and  it  were  my  place  to  help  her  out. 

‘  But  I  could  even  give  my  poor  opinion  ;  but  then  .  .  . 

‘Bnt  then,  let  us  hear/ 

f  My  advice  would  be,  silice,  as  everybody  says,  our  Arch- 
bishop  is  a  saint,  a  bold-hearted  man,  and  one  who  is  not 
afraid  of  an  ugly  face,  and  one  who  glories  in  upholding  a 
poor  curate  against  these  tyrants,  when  he  has  an  oppor- 
tunity,— I  should  say,  and  I  do  say,  that  you  should  write  a 
nice  letter  to  inforni  him  how  that.  .  / 

'Will  you  hold  your  tongue?  will  you  be  silent?  Is  this 
lit  advice  to  give  a  poor  man?  When  a  bullet  was  lodged 
in  my  back,  (Heaven  defend  me!)  would  thè  Archbishop 
dislodge  it?’ 

‘Why!  bulìets  don?t  fly  in  showers  like  comfits.  Woe  to 
us  if  these  dogs  could  bite  whenever  they  bark.  And  I  have 

i  it  is  a  custom  hi  Italy,  during  thè  carnivai,  for  friends  to  balute  each 
other  with  showers  of  comfits,  as  they  pass  m  tlic  streets. 
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always  taken  notice  that  whoever  knows  how  to  show  his 
teeth,  and  makes  use  of  them,  is  treated  with  respect  ;  and 
just  because  master  will  never  give  his  reasons,  we  are  come 
to  that  pass,  that  every  one  Comes  to  us,  if  I  mav  sav 
ìt  to  .  .  j  j 

*  Will  you  hold  your  tongue?  ’ 

‘  I  will  directly  ;  but  it  is,  however,  certain,  that  when  all 
thè  world  sees  a  man  always,  in  every  encounter,  ready  to 
yield  thè  .  .  / 

‘  Will  you  hold  your  tongue  ?  Is  this  a  time  for  such  non- 
sensical  words  ?  * 

Very  well:  you  can  think  about  it  to-night;  but  now  don’t 
be  domg  any  mischief  to  yourself;  don’t  be  making  yourself 
ili — take  a  mouthful  to  eat’ 

Think  about  it,  shall  I  ? 9  grumbled  Don  Abbondio,  *  to 
be  sure  I  shall  think  about  it.  I’ve  got  it  to  think  about;’ 
and  he  got  up,  going  on;  'I  will  take  nothing,  nothing:  I 
have  something  else  to  do.  I  know,  too,  what  I  ought  to 
thmk  about  it.  But,  that  this  should  have  come  on  mv 
head  !  J 

‘  Swallow  at  least  this  other  little  drop,’  said  Perpetua, 

pourmg  it  out  ;  you  know,  sir,  this  always  strenathens  vour 
stomachi  J 

Ah,  we  want  another  strengthener — another — another— ’ 

So  saymg,  he  took  thè  candle,  and  constantly  grumbling 
A  mce  little  business  to  a  man  like  me  !  and  to-morrow,  what 
is  to  be  done  ?  ’  with  other  like  lamentations,  went  to  his 
chamber,  to  lie  down.  When  he  had  reached  thè  door  he 
paused  a  moment,  turned  round  and  laid  his  finger  on’  his 
lips,  pronouncmg  slowly  and  solemnly,  ‘  For  Heaven’s  sake  ' 5 
and  disappeared. 


CHAPTER  II 


IT  is  related  that  thè  Prince  Condé  slept  soundly  thè 
night  before  thè  battle  of  Rocroi.  But,  in  thè  first 
place,  he  was  very  tired,  and,  secondly,  he  had  given 
all  needful  previous  orders,  and  arranged  what  was  to  be 
done  on  thè  morrow.  Don  Abbondio,  on  thè  other  hand, 
as  yet  knew  nothing,  except  that  thè  morrow  would  be  a 
day  of  battle  :  hence  great  part  of  thè  night  was  spent  by 
him  in  anxious  and  harassing  deliberations.  To  take  no  notice 
of  thè  lawless  intimation,  and  proceed  with  thè  marriage, 
was  a  pian  on  which  he  would  not  even  expend  a  thought. 
To  con  fide  thè  occurrence  to  Renzo,  and  seek  with  him  some 
means  ...  he  dreaded  thè  thought  !  *  he  must  not  let  a 
word  escape  .  .  .  otherwise  .  .  .  ehm l’\  thus  one  of  thè 
bravoes  had  spoken,  and  at  thè  re-echoing  of  this  ehm! 
Don  Abbondio,  far  from  thinking  of  transgressing  such  a 
law,  began  to  repent  of  having  revealed  it  to  Perpetua.  Must 
he  fly  !  Whither  ?  And  then,  how  many  annoyances,  how 
many  reasons  to  give  !  As  he  rejected  pian  after  pian,  thè 
unfortunate  man  tossed  from  side  to  side  in  bed.  The  course 
which  seemed  best  to  him  was  to  gain  time,  by  imposing  on 
Renzo.  He  opportunely  remembered  that  it  wanted  only 
a  few  days  of  thè  time  when  weddings  were  prohibited.1 — 
"And  if  I  can  only  put  him  off  for  these  few  days,  I  have 
then  two  months  before  me,  and  in  two  months  great  things 
may  be  done/ — He  ruminated  over  various  pretexts  to 
bring  into  play  :  and  though  they  appeared  to  him  rather 
slight,  yet  he  reassured  himself  with  thè  thought  that  his 
authority  added  to  them  would  make  them  appear  of  suf- 
ficient  weight,  and  then  his  practised  experience  would 
give  him  great  advantage  over  an  ignorant  youth.  *  Let 
us  see/  he  said  to  himself,  ‘he  thinks'  of  his  love,  but  I 
of  my  life;  I  am  more  interested  than  he:  beside  that  I 
am  cleverer.  My  dear  c.hild,  if  you  feel  your  back  smart- 
ing,  I  know  not  what  to  say  ;  but  I  will  not  put  my  foot  in 

1  i.  e.  Lent 
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it.’ — His  mind  being  thus  a  little  settled  to  deliberation, 
he  was  able  at  last  to  dose  his  eyes  ;  but  what  sleep  !  What 
dreams  !  Bravoes,  Don  Rodrigo,  Renzo,  pathways,  rocks, 
flight,  chase,  cries,  muskets  ! 

The  moment  of  first  awaking  after  a  misfortune,  while 
stili  in  perplexity,  is  a  bitter  one.  The  mind  scareely  re- 
stored  to  consciottsness,  returns  to  thè  habitual  idea  of 
former  tranquillity  :  but  thè  thought  of  thè  new  state  of 
things  soon  presents  itself  with  rude  abruptness;  and 
our  misfortune  is  most  trying  in  this  moment  of  contrast. 
Dolefully  Don  Abbondio  tasted  thè  bitterness  of  this  mo¬ 
ment,  and  then  began  hastily  to  recapitulate  thè  designs 
of  thè  night,  confirmed  himself  in  them,  arranged  them 
anew,  aròse,  and  waited  for  Renzo  at  once  with  fear  and 
impatience. 

Lorenzo,  or,  as  every  one  called  him,  Renzo,  did  not 
keep  him  long  waiting.  Scareely  had  thè  hour  arrived 
at  which  he  thought  he  could  with  propriety  present  him¬ 
self  to  thè  Curate,  when  he  set  off  with  thè  light  step 
of  a  man  of  twenty,  who  was  on  that  day  to  espouse  her 
whom  he  loved.  He  had  in  early  youth  been  deprived 
of  his  parents,  and  carried  on  thè  trade  of  silk-weaver, 
hereditary,  so  to  say,  in  his  family;  a  trade  lucrative  enough 
in  former  years,  but  even  then  beginning  to  decline,  yet 
not  to  such  a  degree,  that  a  clever  workman  was  not  able 
to  make  an  honest  livelihood  by  it.  Work  became  more 
scarce  from  day  to  day,  but  thè  continuai  emigration  of 
thè  workmen,  attracted  to  thè  neighbouring  States  by  prom- 
ises,  privileges,  and  large  wages,  left  suftìcient  occupation 
for  those  who  remained  in  thè  country.  Renzo  possessed, 
besides,  a  plot  of  land,  which  he  cultivated,  working  in  it 
himself  when  he  was  disengaged  from  his  silk-weaving,  so 
that  in  his  station  he  might  be  called  a  rich  man.  Although 
this  year  was  one  of  greater  scarcity  than  those  which  had 
prèceded  it,  and  reai  want  began  to  be  felt  already,  yet  he, 
having  become  a  saver  of  money  ever  since  he  had  cast 
his  eyes  upon  Lucia,  found  himself  sufficiently  furnished  with 
provisions,  and  had  no  need  to  beg  his  bread.  He  appeared 
before  Don  Abbondio  in  gay  bridal  costume,  with  feathers 
of  various  colours  in  his  cap,  with  an  ornamental-hilted 
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3agger  iti  His  pocket;  and  with  an  aìr  of  festivity,  and  al 
thè  sanie  time  of  defiance,  common  at  tHat  time  even  to 
men  thè  most  quiet.  The  hesitating  and  mysterious  reception 
ò£  Don  Abbondio  formed  a  strange  contrast  with  thè  joy- 
ous  and  resolute  hearing  of  thè  yòung  man. 

He  must  ha  ve  got  some  notimi  in  his  head,  thought 
Renzo  to  hinisetf,  and  then  said:  ‘I  bave  come,  Signor 
Curate,  to  know  at  what  hour  it  will  suit  you  for  us  to  bè 
at  church.’ 

‘  What  day  are  you  speakìng  of?’ 

‘How!  of  what  day?  Don’t  you  remember,  sir,  that  this 
is  thè  day  fixed  tipon  ? ’ 

‘To-day?’  replied  Don  Abbondio,  as  If  he  now  heard 
it  spoken  of  for  thè  first  time.  ‘  To-day,  to-day  .  .  . 
don’t  be  impatient,  but  to-day  I  canriot/ 

‘  To-day  you  cannot  !  What  has  happened,  sir  ?  ’ 

‘  First  of  all,  1  db  not  feel  well,  you  see.’ 

‘  I  am  very  sorry,  but  what  you  have  to  do,  sir,  is  so 
soon  done,  and  so  little  fatiguing  .  .  C 
‘And  then,  and  ihen,  and  then  .  . 

‘  And  then  what,  Signor  Curate  ?  ’ 

‘  And  then,  there  are  difficulties.’ 

.  *  Difficulties  !  What  difficulties  can  there  be?’ 

‘You  need  to  stand  in  our  shoes,  to  understand  what 
perplexities  we  have  in  these  matters,  what  reasons  to 
give.  I  am  too  soft-hearted,  I  think  of  hothing  but  how 
to  remove  obstacles,  and  make  all  easy,  and  arrange  things 
to  please  others;  I  neglect  my  duty,  and  then  I  am  sub- 
ject  to  reproofs,  and  worse.’ 

‘But  in  Heaven’s  name,  don’t  keep  me  so  on  thè  stretch 
— teli  me  at  once  what  is  thè  matter  ?  ’ 

‘  Do  you  know  how  many,  many  formalities  are  neces- 
sary  to  perform  a  marriage  regulàrly  ?  ’ 

‘I  ought  to  know  a  little  about  it/  said  Renzo,  beginning 
to  be  warm,  ‘  for  you,  sir,  have  puzzHd  my  head  enough 
about  it,  thè  last  few  days  back.  But  now  is  not  everything 
made  clear?  Is  not  everything  done  that  had  to  be  dòné?’ 

‘All,  all,  on  your  part:  therefore,  have  patience:  an 
ass  I  am,  to  neglect  my  duty  that  I  may  not  give  pain  to 
people.  We  poor  curates  are  bétweeri  thè  anvil  arid  thè 
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hammer;  you  are  impatient;  I  am  sorry  for  you,  poor 
young  man;  and  thè  great  people  .  .  .  enough,  one  must 
not  say  everything.  And  we  have  to  go  between/ 

'  But  explain  to  me  at  once,  sir,  what  this  new  for- 
mality  is,  which  has  to  be  gone  through,  as  you  say;  and 
it  shall  be  done  soon/ 

'  Do  you  know  what  thè  number  of  absolute  impedi- 
ments  is  ?  ’ 

'  What  would  you  have  me  know  about  impediments,  sir  ?  ’ 

'  Error,  conditio,  votum,  cognatio ,  crimen,  cultus  dispari- 
tas,  vis ,  or  do  ...  Si  sii  afhnis  .  .  .  * 

'Are  you  making  game  of  me,  sir?  What  do  you  expect 
me  to  know  about  your  latinorum  ?  ’ 

'  Then,  if  you  don’t  understand  things,  have  patience, 
and  leave  them  to  those  who  do/ 

'  Or  su  !  .  . 

'  Quiet,  my  dear  Renzo,  don’t  get  in  a  passion,  for  I 
am  ready  to  do  .  .  .  all  that  depends  on  me.  I,  I  wish 
to  see  you  satisfied;  I  wish  you  well.  Alasi  .  .  .  when 
I  think  how  well  off  you  were;  what  were  you  wanting? 
The  whim  of  getting  married  carne  upon  you  .  .  .’ 

'What  talk  is  this,  Signor  mio/  interrupted  Renzo,  with 
a  voice  between  astonishment  and  anger. 

'  Have  patience,  I  teli  you.  I  wish  to  see  you  satisfied/ 
'  In  short  .  .  .  ’ 

'  In  short,  my  son,  it  is  no  fault  of  mine.  I  did  not 
make  thè  law;  and  before  concluding  a  marriage,  it  is  our 
special  duty  to  certify  ourselves  that  there  is  no  impedi- 
ment/ 

'But  come,  teli  me  once  for  all  what  impediment  has  come 
in  thè  wav  ?  ’  , 

'  Have  patience,  they  are  not  things  to  be  deciphered  thus 
at  a  standing.  It  will  be  nothing  to  us,  I  hope;  but,  be  thè 
consequence  great  or  little,  we  must  make  these  researches. 
The  text  is  clear  and  evident;  antequam  matrimonium  de¬ 
nuncici  .  . 

'  I  have  told  you,  sir,  I  will  have  no  Latin/ 

'But  it  is  necessary  that  I  should  explain  to  you  .  . 

*  But  have  you  not  made  all  these  researches  ?  ’ 

6 1  teli  you,  I  have  not  made  them  all,  as  I  must/ 
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A*1  y°v  not  do  Jt  in  time,  Sir?  Why  did  you 

teli  me  that  all  was  fìnished  ?  Why  wait  .  .  * 

‘Look  now!  you  are  finding  fault  with  my  over-kind- 
ness.  I  have  facihtated  everything  to  serve  you  without 
oss  of  time:  but  .  .  .  but  now  I  have  received 
enough,  I  know/ 

‘  what  do  you  wish  me  to  do,  sir  ?  ’ 

‘To  have  patience  for  a  few  days.  My  dear  son  a 
±ew  days  are  not  eternity:  have  patience.' 

'For  how  long?’ 

— We  are  in  good  train  now,  thought  Don  Abbondio  to 
himself:  and  added  with  a  more  polite  manner  than  ever- 
Come  now,  m  fifteen  days  I  will  endeavour  to  do  .  .  .  ’ 
Fifteen  days  !  .  This  indeed  is  something  new  !  You 
have  had  everything  your  own  way,  sir;  you  fixed  thè 
day;  thè  day  arrives;  and  now  you  go  teli  me  I  must  wait 
fifteen  days.  Fifteen  .  .  he  began  again,  with  a  louder 
and  more  angry  voice,  extending  his  arm  and  striking  thè 
air  with  his  fist;  and  nobody  knows  what  shocking  words 
he  would  have  added  to  this  number  fifteen,  if  Don  Ab¬ 
bondio  had  not  mterrupted  him,  taking  his  other  hand  with  a 
timid  and  anxious  friendliness :  ‘Come,  come,  don’t  be 

angry,  for  Heaven’s  sake.  I  will  see,  I  will  try  whether 
in  one  week  .  . 

‘  And  Lucia,  what  must  I  say  to  her  ?  ’ 

‘That  it  has  been  an  oversight  of  mine.’ 

‘And  what  will  thè  world  say?’ 

Teli  them  too,  that  I  have  made  a  blunder  through  over- 
haste,  through  too  much  good  nature:  lay  all  thè  fault 
on  me.  Can  I  say  more  ?  Come  now,  for  one  week.’ 

And  then  will  there  be  no  more  impediments  ?  ’ 

‘  When  I  teli  you  .  .  .’ 

Very  well:  I  will  be  quiet  for  a  week;  but  I  know  well 
enough  that  when  it  is  passed,  I  shall  get  nothing  but 
talk.  But  before  that  I  shall  see  you  again.’  Having  so 
said  he  retired,  making  a  bow  much  less  lowly  than  usuai 
to  Don  Abbondio,  and  bestowing  on  him  a  glance  more  ex- 
pressive  than  reverent. 

Having  reached  thè  road,  and  walking  with  a  heavv 
heart  towards  thè  home  of  his  betrothed,  in  thè  midst  of  his 
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wrath,  he  turned  his  thoughts  oh  thè  late  conversatici!,  ànd 
more  and  more  strange  it  seemed  to  him.  The  cold  an<? 
constrained  greeting  of  Don  Abbondio;  his  guarded  and  yet 
impatient  words,  his  grey  eyes,  which,  as  he  spoke,  glanced 
inquisitively  here  and  there,  as  if  afraid  of  comirtg  in  con¬ 
tact  with  thè  words  which  issued  from  his  mouth,  thè  making 
a  new  thing,  as  it  wère,  of  thè  nuptials  so  expressly  deter- 
mined,  and  above  all,  thè  Constant  hinting  at  some  great  oc- 
currence,  without  ever  saying  anythmg  decided,— all  these 
things  put  together  made  Renzo  think  that  there  was sax e 
overhanging  mystery,  different  from  that  which  Don  Ab¬ 
bondio  would  have  had  him  suppose.  The  youth  was  just 
on  thè  point  of  turning  back,  to  oblige  him  to  speak  more 
plainly  ;  but  raising  his  eyes,  he  saw  Perpetua  a  little  way 
before  him,  entering  a  garden2  a  few  paces  d1Stant  fr0™  he 
house.  He  gave  her  a  cali  to  open  thè  garden  dobr  for  him 
quickened  his  pace,  carne  up  with  her,  detained  her  m  thè 
door-way,  and  stood  stili  to  have  a  conversation  with  her, 
intending  to  discover  something  more  positive. 

‘  Good  morning,  Perpetua:  I  hoped  we  should  have  been 

merry  to-dav  altogether.’  , 

‘  But 1  as  Heaven  wills,  my  poor  Renzo  .  .  • 

‘  I  want  yeti  to  do  me  à  kindness.  The  Signor  Curate  has 
been  making  a  long  story  of  certain  reasons,  which  I  can- 
not  understand;  will  you  explain  to  me  better  why  he  cann 

or  will  not  marry  ùs  to-day  ?  ,  *  , 

‘Oh!  is  it  lilcely  I  know  my  master  s  secrets? 

_I  said  there  was  some  hidden  mystery,  thought  Renzo 
and  to  dràw  it  forth  to  thè  light,  he  continued:  (  Come, 
Perpetua  we  are  friends;  teli  me  what  you  know,  help  an 

^Histen,  Renzo,  I  can  teli  you  nothmg;  becausfe  V '•  * 

I  know  nothing;  but  what  you  may  assure  yourself  of,  ^ 

TwaU  seven  or  S«bt 

féèt  high. 
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that  fny  master  does  not  wish  to  ill-treat  you,  br  anybody; 
ànd  it  is  not  his  fault.’ 

‘  Whose  fault  is  it  then  ?  ’  demanded  Renzo,  with  an  aif 
of  indifference,  but  with  an  anxious  heart,  and  ears  oh  thè 

alert.  T  ,  r  -  _ 

<  When  I  téli  you  I  know  nothing  ...  In  defence  of  my 
master  I  can  speak;  because  I  can’t  bear  to  hear  that  he 
is'  ready  to  do  ili  to  ahy  one.  Poor  man!  if  he  does  wrong, 
it  is  from  too  good  nature.  There  certainly  are  some 
wfetches  in  thè  world,  overbéaring  tyrants,  men  without 

thè  fear  of  God  .  .  .’  , 

_ Tyrants  !  wretches  !  thought  Renzo:  à’re  not  these  thè 

great  men?  ‘Come/  said  he,  with  difficulty  hiding  his  in¬ 
erba  sin  g  agitatimi,  ‘  come,  teli  me  who  it  is. 

‘Oh,  oh!  you  want  tò  make  me  speak;  and  I  càhnot 
speak/ because  ...  I  know  nothing:  when  I  know  noth¬ 
ing,  it  is  thè  sanie  às  if  I  had  taken  an  oath  not  to  te  . 
You  might  put  me  to  thè  rack,  ànd  you  would  get  nothing 
from  my  mouth.  Good-bye;  it  is  lost  time  for  you  and 

riie  both/  ,  ,  ,« 

So  saying,  she  quickly  entered  thè  garden,  and  shut  thè 
door.  Renzo,  having  returned  her  farèwell,  turned  back, 
With  a  quìet  step,  that  she  might  not  hear  which  way  he 
took;  but  when  he  got  beyond  reach  of  thè  good  woman  s 
ears  he  quickened  his  pace;  ih  a  moment  he  was  at  Don 
Abbondio’ s  door,  entered,  went  straight  to  thè  room 
in  which  he  had  left  him,  found  him  there,  and  went 
towards  him  with  a  reckless  hearing,  and  eyes  glahòmg 

^ Eh  !  eh  !  what  new  thing  is  this  ?  ’  said  Don  Abbondio. 

‘  Who  is  that  tyrant,’  said  Renzo,  with  thè  voice  of  a  man 
who  is  determined  to  obtain  a  precise  reply,  ‘who  is  thè 
tyrant  who  is  unwilling  that  I  should  marry  Lucia. 

‘What?  what?  what?’  stammered  thè  astòmshed  poor 
màn,  his  face  in  a  moment  becoming  pale,  and  colourless  as 
a  ra*  just  emerged  from  thè  washing-tub:  then,  stili  stam- 
mèring,  he  made  a  start  from  his  arm-chair,  to  dart  towards 
thè  door.  But  Renzo,  who  might  have  expected  this  move- 
iiiènt,  was  on  thè  aleft,  sprang  there  before  him,  locked 
it,  and  put  thè  key  in  his  pocket. 
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‘Ah!  ah!  Will  you  speak  now,  Signor  Curato?  Every- 
body  knows  my  affairs,  except  myself.  But,  by  Bacchus,  I 
too  will  know.  What  is  his  name  ?  ’  * 

/  Renzo!  Renzo!  for  charity,  take  care  what  you  are 
about;  thmk  of  your  soul/ 

I  cw  thinking  that  I  will  know  it  quickly,  in  a  moment.’ 
And  as  he  spoke,  perhaps  without  being  aware  of  it,  he  laid 
his  hand  on  thè  lnlt  of  thè  dagger  which  projected  from  his 
pocket. 

‘Misericordia!’  exclaimed  Don  Abbondio,  in  a  feeble 
voice. 

f  I  will  know  it/  ' 

‘  Who  has  told  you  ?  „  .  .  ' 

‘  No,  no  ;  no  more  triclcery.  Speak  positively  and  quickly  ’ 
Do  you  wish  me  to  be  killed?’ 

‘  I  wish  to  know  what  I  have  a  right  to  know.’ 

But  if  I  speak,  Ima  dead  man  !  Surely  I’m  not  to 
tr ampie  on  my  own  life  ?  ? 

‘  Then  speak/ 

This  then  was  pronounced  with  such  energy,  and  Renzo’s 
face  became  so  threatening,  that  Don  Abbondio  could  no 
longer  entertain  a  hope  of  thè  possibility  of  disobedience 
.  Promise  me—swear  to  me/  said  he,  ‘  not  to  speak’  of 
it  to  any  one,  never  to  teli  ,  . 

’l  promise  you,  sir,  that  ì  will  do  an  ili  deed,  if  you 
don  t  teli  me  quick — quick,  his  name  ! ’ 

At  this  new  adjuration,  Don  Abbondio,  with  thè  face 
and  look  of  a  man  who  has  thè  pincers  of  thè  dentist  in  his 
mouth,  articulated.  *  Don  .  .  .  ’ 

Don?  repeated  Renzo,  as  if  to  help  thè  patient  to  utter 
thè  rest;  while  he  stood  bending  forward,  his  ear  turned 
towards  thè  open  mouth  of  Don  Abbondio,  his  arms  stretched 
out,  and  his  clinched  fìsts  behind  him. 

f  Don  Rodrigo  !  ’  hastily  uttered  thè  compelled  curate 
ma  ing  a  rush  at  these  few  syllables,  and  gliding  over  thè 
consonants,  partly  through  excitement,  partly  because  ex- 
ercising  thè  little  judgment  that  was  left  him,  to  steer  his 
way  betwixt  thè  two  fears,  it  appeared  that  he  wished 
to  withdraw  thè  word_  and  make  it  invisible  at  thè  very 
moment  he  was  constrained  to  give  utterance  to  it. 
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6  Ah,  dog  !  ’  shouted  Renzo  ;  ‘  and  how  has  he  done  it  ? 
And  what  has  he  said  to  .  .  .  ? 9 

£How,  eh?  how?’  replied  Don  Abbondio,  in  an  indignant 
voice,  as  it  were;  feeling  after  so  great  a  sacrifice,  that  he 
had,  in  a  manner,  become  a  creditor.  ‘‘How,  eh?  I  wish 
it  had  happened  to  you,  as  it  has  to  me,  who  have  not  put 
my  foot  in  it  for  nothing  ;  for  then,  certainly,  you  would  not 
have  so  many  crotchets  in  your  head/  And  here  he  began 
to  depict  in  dreadful  colours  thè  terrible  encounter.  As  he 
proceeded  in  thè  description,  he  began  to  realize  thè  wrath 
which  hitherto  had  been  concealed,  or  changed  into  fear; 
and  perceiving  at  thè  same  time  that  Renzo,  between  anger 
and  confusion,  stood  motionless,  with  his  head  downwards, 
he  continued  triumphantly  :  £You  have  done  a  pretty  deed! 
Nice  treatment  you  have  given  me!  To  serve  such  a  trick 
to  an  honest  man,  to  your  curate— in  his  own  house — in  a 
sacred  place  !  You  have  done  a  fine  action,  to  force  from  my 
lips  my  own  ruin  and  yours,  that  which  I  concealed  from 
you  in  prudence  for  your  own  good!  And  now,  when  you 
do  know  it,  how  much  wiser  are  you?  I  should  like  to  know 
what  you  would  have  done  to  me  !  No  joking  here,  no  queS- 
tion  of  right  and  wrong,  but  mere  force.  And  this  morn- 
ing,  when  I  gave  you  good  advice  ...  eh  !  in  a  rage 
directly.  I  had  judgment  enough  for  myself,  and  you  too; 
but  how  does  it  go  now?  Open  thè  door,  however;  give 
me  my  key/ 

'  I  may  have  been  wrong/  replied  Renzo,  with  a  voice 
softened  towards  Don  Abbondio,  but  in  which  suppressed 
rage  against  his  newly  discovered  enemy  might  be  perceived  ; 
T  may  have  been  wrong;  but  put  your  hand  to  your  heart, 
and  think  whether  in  my  case  .  .  .’ 

So  saying,  he  took  thè  key  from  his  pocket,  and  went  to 
open  thè  door.  Don  Abbondio  stood  behind  ;  and  while  Renzo 
turned  thè  key  in  thè  lock,  he  carne  beside  him,  and  with  a 
serious  and  anxious  face,  holding  up  three  fìngers  of  his 
right  hand,  as  if  to  help  him  in  his  turn,  £  Swear  at  least 
.  .  said  he. 

£  I  may  have  been  wrong,  and  I  beg  your  pardon, 
sir/  answered  Renzo,  opening  thè  door,  and  preparing  to 
go  out. 

HC 
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*  Swear  .  .  .*  replied  Don  Abbondio,  sei^ing  him  by  thè 
arm  with  a  trembling  hand. 

‘I  may  have  been  wrong/  repeated  Renzo,  as  he  ex- 
tricated  himself  from  him,  and  departed  with  vehement 
haste,  thus  cutting  short  a  discussion  which,  like  many  a 
question  of  philosophy,  or  literature,  or  something  else, 
might  have  been  prolonged  six  centuries,  since  each  party 
did  nothing  but  repeat  his  own  arguments. 

*  Perpetua  ! — Perpetua  !  *  cried  Don  Abbondio,  after  hav- 
ing  in  vain  called  back  thè  fugitive.  Perpetua  answered  not  : 
Pon  Abbondio  then  lost  all  consciousness  of  where  he  wa$, 

It  has  happened  more  than  once  to  personages  of  much 
greater  importance  than  Don  Abbondio,  to  find  themselvps 
in  extremities  so  trying  to  thè  flesh,  in  such  perplexity  of 
plans,  that  it  has  appeared  to  them  their  best  resource  to  go 
to  bed  with  a  fever.  This  resource  Don  Abbondio  had  not 
to  seek  for,  because  it  offered  itself  to  him  of  its  own  accorda 
The  fright  of  thè  day  before,  thè  harassing  sleeplessness  of 
thè  night,  thè  additional  fright  in  thè  morning,  anxiety  about 
thè  future,  had  produced  this  effect  Perplexed  and  be- 
wildered,  he  rested  himself  on  his  arm-chair:  he  began  te 
feel  a  certain  quaking  of  thè  bones;  he  looked  at  his  naiìs 
and  sighed,  and  called  from  time  to  time,  with  a  tremulous 
nnd  anxious  voice—*  Perpetua  ! 9  Perpetua  arrived  at  length, 
with  a  great  cabbage  under  her  arm,  and  a  business-like 
face,  as  if  nothing  had  been  thè  matter.  I  spare  thè  reader 
thè  lamentations,  condolences,  accusations,  defences,  thè — 

*  You  only  can  have  spoken/  and  the*-^  I  have  not  spoken  ’ — 
all  thè  recriminations,  in  short,  of  this  colloquy.  Let  }| 
suffice  to  say,  that  Don  Abbondio  ordered  Perpetua  to  fasten 
thè  doors  well:  not  to  put  foot  outside;  and  if  any  one 
knocked,  to  answer  from  thè  window,  that  thè  curate  \yas 
confined  to  his  bed  with  a  fever.  He  then  slowly  ascended 
thè  stairs,  repeating  at  every  third  step,  *  I  have  caught  it  ! ? 
and  really  went  to  bed,  where  we  will  leave  him. 

Renzo,  meanwhile,  walked  with  an  e3?cited  step  towards 
home,  without  having  determined  what  he  ought  to  do,  but 
with  a  mad  longing  to  do  something  strange  and  terrjble. 
The  unjust  and  oppressive,  all  those,  in  fact,  who  wrQng 
others,  are  guilty,  not  only  of  thè  evil  they  do,  but  glso  pf 
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thè  perversion  of  mind  they  cause  in  those  whom  they 
ofìfend,  Renzo  was  a  young  man  of  peaceful  disposition, 
and  averse  to  violence;  sincere,  and  one  who  abhorred  deceit; 
but  at  this  moment,  his  heart  panted  for  murder:  his  mind 
was  occupied  only  in  devising  a  plot.  He  would  have  wished 
to  hasten  to  Don  Rodrigo" s  house,  to  seize  him  by  thè  throat, 
and  .  .  .  but  he  remembered  that  bis  house  was  Iike  a  fort- 
ress,  garrisoned  with  bravoes  within,  and  guarded  without; 
that  onìy  friends  and  servants,  well  known,  could  enter 
freely,  without  bejng  searched  from  head  to  foot;  that  an 
artisan,  if  unknown,  could  not  put  foot  within  it  without 
an  examination  ;  and  that  he,  above  all  .  .  .  he  probably 
would  be  too  well  known.  He  then  fanpied  himself  taking 
his  fowling-piece,  planting  himself  behind  a  hedge,  looking 
out  whether  his  enemy  would  ever,  ever  pass  by,  unaccom- 
panied;  and  dwelling  with  ferocious  complacenpy  on  this 
thought,  he  imagined  thè  sound  of  a  step;  at  this  sound  he 
raises  his  head  without  noise;  recognizes  thè  wretch,  raises 
thè  fowling-piece,  takes  aim — fìres;  sees  him  fall  and  strug- 
gle,  bestows  a  malediction  on  him,  and  escapes  in  safety 
beyond  thè  borders. — And  Lucia? — Scarcely  had  this  word 
come  across  these  dreadful  phantasies,  when  thè  better 
thoughts,  with  which  Renzo  was  familiarized,  crowded  into 
his  mind.  He  recalled  thè  dying  charge  of  his  parents.  The 
thought  of  God,  of  thè  Blessed  Virgin,  and  of  thè  saints, 
returned  upon  him;  he  remembered  thè  consolatimi  he  had 
so  often  experienced  from  thè  recollection  that  he  was  free 
from  crimes;  he  remembered  thè  horror  with  which  he  had 
so  often  received  thè  news  of  a  murder;  and  he  awoke  from 
this  dream  of  blood  with  fear,  with  remorse,  and  yet  with  a 
sort  of  joy  that  he  had  but  imagined  it,  But  thè  thought  of 
Lucia — how  many  thoughts  it  brought  along  with  it  !  So 
many  hopes,  so  many  promises,  a  future  so  bright,  so  secure, 
and  this  day  so  longed  for  !  And  how,  with  what  words  an¬ 
no  un  ce  to  her  such  news?  And  afterwards,  what  was  to 
be  done?  How  were  their  plans  to  be  accomplished,  in  spitc 
of  this  powerful  and  wicked  enemy?  Along  with  all  this, 
not  a  defined  suspicion,  but  a  tormenting  shadow  flitted  every 
moment  through  his  mind.  This  overbearing  act  of  Don 
Rodrigo  could  have  no  motive  but  a  lawless  passion  for 
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Lucia.  And  Lucia!  could  she  have  given  him  thè  smallest 
encouragement,  thè  most  distant  hope?  It  was  a  thought 
which  could  not  dwell  for  an  instant  in  his  mind.  But  was 
she  aware  of  it?  Could  he  have  conceived  this  infamous 
passion  without  her  perceiving  it?  Could  he  have  carried 
matters  so  far,  without  having  made  an  attempt  in  some 
other  manner?  And  Lucia  had  never  mentioned  a  word  of 
it  to  him,  her  betrothed  ! 

Overcome  by  these  thoughts,  he  passed  by  his  own  house, 
which  was  situated  in  thè  middle  of  thè  village,  and  pro- 
ceeding  through  it,  carne  to  that  of  Lucia,  which  stood  at  thè 
opposite  end.  This  cottage  had  a  little  garden  in  front,  which 
separated  it  from  thè  road;  and  thè  garden  was  surrounded 
by  a  low  wall.  As  Renzo  entered  thè  garden,  he  heard  a 
confused  and  continuai  murmur  of  voices  from  an  upper 
room.  He  supposed  it  was  friends  and  companions  come 
to  greet  Lucia  ;  and  he  did  not  wish  to  show  himself  to  this 
company  with  thè  sad  news  he  had  to  communicate  visible  in 
his  face.  A  little  girl,  who  happened  to  be  in  thè  garden, 
ran  to  meet  him,  crying,  ‘  The  bridegroom  !  thè  bride- 
groom  ! 9 

‘  Gently,  Bettina,  gently  !  ’  said  Renzo.  *  Come  here  ;  go 
up  to  Lucia,  take  her  on  one  side  and  whisper  in  her  ear 
.  .  .  but  mind  no  one  hears,  or  suspects  .  .  .  teli  her  I  want 
to  speak  to  her,  and  that  Lm  waiting  in  thè  down-stairs  room, 
and  that  she  must  come  immediately/  The  child  ran  quickly 
up-stairs,  delighted  and  proud  to  be  entrusted  with  a  secret. 

Lucia  had  just  come  forth  adorned  from  head  to  foot  by 
thè  hands  of  her  mother.  Her  friends  were  stealing  glances 
at  thè  bride,  and  forcing  her  to  show  herself  ;  while  she,  with 
thè  somewhat  warlike  modesty  of  a  rustie,  was  endeavouring 
to  escape,  using  her  arms  as  a  shield  for  her  face,  and  hold¬ 
ing  her  head  downwards,  her  black  pencilled  eyebrows 
seeming  to  frown,  while  her  lips  were  smiling.  Her  dark 
and  luxuriant  hair,  divided  on  her  forehead  with  a  white 
and  narrow  parting,  was  united  behind  in  many-circled 
plaitings,  pierced  with  long  silver  pins,  disposed  around,  so 
as  to  look  like  an  aureola,  or  saintly  glory,  a  fashion  stili  in 
use  among  thè  Milanese  peasant-girls.  Round  her  neck  she 
had  a  necklace  of  garnets,  alternated  with  beads  of  fìligree 
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gold.  She  wore  a  pretty  bodice  of  flowered  brocade,  laced 
with  coloured  ribbons,  a  short  gown  of  embroidered  siile, 
plaited  in  dose  and  minute  folds,  scarlet  stockings,  and  a 
pair  of  shoes  also  of  embroidered  siile.  Besides  these,  which 
were  thè  spedai  ornaments  of  her  wedding-day,  Luda  had 
thè  every-day  ornament  of  a  modest  beauty,  displayed  at 
this  time,  and  increased  by  thè  varied  feelings  which  were 
depicted  in  her  face:  joy  tempered  by  a  slight  confusion,  that 
placid  sadness  which  occasionally  shows  itself  on  thè  face 
of  a  bride,  and  without  injuring  her  beauty,  gives  it  an  air 
peculiar  to  itself.  The  little  Bettina  made  her  way  among 
thè  talkers,  carne  dose  up  to  Lucia,  cleverly  made  her  un- 
derstand  that  she  had  something  to  communicate,  and  whis- 
pered  her  little  message  in  her  ear.  ‘  I  am  going  for  a 
moment,  and  wiH  be  back  directly/  said  Lucia  to  her  friends, 
and  hastily  descended  thè  stairs. 

On  seeing  thè  changed  look  and  thè  unquiet  manner  of 
Renzo,  ‘  What  is  thè  matter  ?  ’  she  exclaimed,  not  without  a 
presentiment  of  terror. 

‘  Lucia  !  ’  replied  Renzo,  f  it  is  all  up  for  to-day  ;  and  God 
knows  when  we  can  be  man  and  wife/ 

‘What?’  said  Lucia,  altogether  amazed.  Renzo  briefly 
related  to  her  thè  events  of  thè  morning;  she  listened  in 
great  distress;  and  when  she  heard  thè  name  of  Don 
Rodrigo,  'Ah  !  ’  she  exclaimed,  blushing  and  trembling,  *  has 
it  come  to  this  point  !  ’ 

*  Then  you  knew  it  ?  .  .  /  said  Renzo. 

‘  Indeed  too  well/  answered  Lucia,  *  but  to  this  point  ! 9 

'  What  did  you  know  about  it  ?  ’ 

*  Don’t  make  me  speak  now,  don’t  make  me  cry.  I  will 
run  and  cali  my  mother,  and  send  away  thè  girls.  We  must 
be  alone/ 

While  she  was  going,  Renzo  murmured,  ‘  You  never  told 
me  anything  about  it/ 

'Ah,  Renzo  !’  replied  Lucia,  turning  round  for  a  moment 
without  stopping.  Renzo  understood  very  well  that  his  name 
so  pronounced  by  Lucia,  at  that  moment,  in  such  a  tone,  meant 
to  say,  Can  you  doubt  that  I  could  be  silent,  except  on  just 
and  pure  motives? 

By  this  time  thè  good  Agnese — (so  Lucia’s  mother  was 
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named),  incited  to  suspicioni  and  curiosity  by  thè  whisper 
in  her  ear, — had  come  down  to  see  what  was  thè  matter. 
Her  daughter,  leaving  her  with  Renzo,  returned  to  thè  as- 
sembled  maidens,  and,  composing  her  voice  and  manner  as 
well  as  she  could,  said,  ‘  The  Signor  Curate  is  ili,  and  nothing 
will  be  done  to-day/  This  said,  she  hastily  bid  them  good¬ 
bye,  and  went  down  again.  The  company  departed,  and  dis- 
persed  themselves  through  thè  village,  to  recount  what  had 
happened,  and  to  discover  whether  Don  Abbondio  was  really 
ili.  The  truth  of  thè  fact  cut  short  all  thè  conjectures  which 
had  aìready  begun  to  work  in  their  minds,  and  to  be  dis- 
covered  undefined  and  mysteriously  in  their  words. 


CHAPTER  III 


WHILE  Renzo  was  relating  with  pain  what  Agnese 
with  pain  listened  to,  Lucia  entered  thè  room. 
They  both  turned  towards  her:  she  indeed  knew 
more  about  it  than  they,  and  of  her  they  awaited  an  explana- 
tion  which  could  not  but  be  distressing.  In  thè  midst  of 
their  sorrow  they  both,  according  to  thè  different  nature 
of  thè  love  they  bore  Lucia,  discovered  in  their  own  manner 
a  degree  of  anger  that  she  had  concealed  anything  front 
them,  especially  of  such  a  nature.  Agnese,  although  anxious 
to  hear  her  daughter  speak,  could  not  refrain  from  a  slight 
reproof,  ‘To  say  nothing  to  your  mother  in  such  a  case!’ 

‘  Now  I  will  teli  you  all,’  answered  Lucia,  as  she  dried  her 
eyes  with  her  apron. 

‘  Speak,  speak  !— Speak,  speak  !  ’  at  once  cried  both  mother 
and  lover. 

‘Most  Holy  Virgin!’  exclaimed  Lucia,  ‘who  could  have 
believed  it  would  have  conte  to  this  !  ’  Then  with  a  voice 
tremulous  with  weeping,  she  related  how,  as  she  was  re- 
turning  from  her  spinning,  and  had  loitered  behind  her  com- 
panions,  Don  Rodrigo,  in  company  with  another  gentleman, 
had  passed  by  her  ;  that  he  had  tried  to  engagé  her  in  foolish 
talk,  as  she  called  it;  but  she,  without  giving  him  an  answer, 
had  quickened  her  pace,  and  joined  Iter  companions;  then 
she  had  heard  thè  other  gentleman  laugh  loudly,  and  Don 
Rodrigo  say,  ‘  I’il  lay  you  a  wager.’  The  next  day  they  were 
again  on  thè  road,  but  Lucia  was  in  thè  midst  of  her  com¬ 
panions  with  her  eyes  on  thè  ground  ;  when  thè  other  gentle¬ 
man  laughed,  and  Don  Rodrigo  said,  ‘  We  shall  see,  we  shall 
see.’  ‘This  day,’  continued  Lucia,  ‘thank  God,  was  thè 
last  of  thè  spinning.  I  related  immediately 
*  Who  was  it  you  told  it  to  ?  ’  demanded  Agnese,  waiting, 
not  without  a  little  displeasure,  for  thè  name  of  thè  con¬ 
fidante  who  had  been  preferred. 

To  father  Cristoforo,  in  confession,  mamma,’  replied 
Lucia,  with  a  sweet  tone  of  apology.  ‘  I  related  thè  whole 
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to  him,  thè  last  time  we  went  to  church  together,  at  thè 
convent:  and  if  you  noticed,  that  morning  I  kept  putting 
my  hand  to  one  thing  and  another,  to  pass  thè  time  till  other 
people  were  on  thè  road,  that  we  might  go  in  company  with 
them  ;  because,  after  that  meeting,  thè  roads  make  me  so 

frightened/  .  r  * 

At  thè  reverend  name  of  father  Cristoforo,  thè  wrath  of 
Agnese  subsided.  ‘You  did  well/  said  she;  ‘but  why  not 

teli  all  to  your  mother  also  ?  ’  . 

Lucia  had  had  two  good  reasons  :  one  not  to  distress  and 
frighten  thè  good  woman,  about  an  event  against  which  she 
could  have  found  no  remedy  ;  thè  other  not  to  run  thè  risk 
of  a  story  travelling  from  mouth  to  mouth,  which  she  wished 
to  be  kept  with  jealous  silence;  thè  more  so  because  Lucia 
hoped  that  her  marriage  would  have  cut  short  at  thè  begm- 
ning  this  abominated  persecution.  Of  these  two  reasons 
she  alleged  only  thè  first.  ‘And  to  you/  said  she,  turning  to 
Renzo,  with  that  tone  which  reminds  a  friend  that  he  ìs  un- 
reasonable :  ‘And  to  you  could  I  speak  about  this?  Surely 
you  know  too  much  of  it  now  ! J 

‘And  what  did  thè  father  say  to  you?  ’  asked  Agnese. 

‘  He  told  me  that  I  must  try  to  hasten  thè  wedding  as 
much  as  I  could,  and  in  thè  mean  time  to  keep  myself  within- 
doors  ;  that  I  should  pray  to  thè  Lord  ;  and  he  hoped  that  this 
man,  if  he  did  not  see  me,  would  not  care  any  more  about 
me.  *  And  it  was  then  that  I  forced  myself/  continued  she, 
turning  again  towards  Renzo,  without  however  raising  her 
eyes,  and  blushing  to  thè  temples,  ‘  it  was  then  that  I  put 
on  a  too-bold  face,  and  begged  you  to  pt  it  done  soon, 
and  have  it  concluded  before  thè  fixed  time^  Who  knows 
what  you  must  have  thought  of  me  !  But  I  did  it  for  good, 
and  it  was  advised  me,  and  I  thought  for  certain  .  .  .  an 
this  morning  I  was  so  far  from  thinking  .  .  / 

Here  Lucia’s  words  were  cut  short  by  a  violent  burst  of 

‘Ah,  rascal  !  wretch  !  murderer  !  '  exclaimed  Renzo,  strid- 
ing  backwards  and  forwards  across  thè  room,  and  grasping 
from  time  to  time  thè  hilt  of  his  dagger. . 

‘  Oh,  heavens,  what  a  fury  !  *  exclaimed  Agnese.  The 
young  man  suddenly  drew  himself  up  before  Lucia,  who 
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was  weeping,  looked  at  her  with  an  anxious  and  embittered 
lendcrnes8,  and  said,  ‘  This  is  thè  last  deed  this  assassin 
shall  do. 

Ah,  no,  Renzo,  for  Heaven’s  sake  !  ’  cried  Lucia  ;  fno 
no,  for  Heaven’s  sake  !  God  is  on  thè  side  of  thè  poor,  and* 
how  can  we  expect  him  to  help  us  if  we  do  wrong?  ' 

‘  No,  no,  for  Heaven’s  sake  ! ’  echoed  Agnese. 

Renzo,  said  Lucia,  with  an  air  of  hope  and  more  tran- 
quil  resolution,  you  have  a  trade,  and  I  know  how  to  work* 
let  us  go  so  far  o fi  that  this  man  will  hear  no  more  about  us/ 

Ah,  Lucia!  and  what  then?  We  are  not  yet  man  and 
wife  !  Will  thè  curate  give  us  a  certificate  of  no  impedi- 

ment,  such  a  man  as  he  is?  If  we  were  married,  oh 
then!  .  .  / 

.  3/ucia  .beSan  t0  weeP  again,  and  all  three  remained  silent 
givmg  signs  of  depression  which  contrasted  strangely  with 
thè  festive  gaiety  of  their  dress. 

f  Listen,  my  children;  attend  to  me/  said  Agnese,  after 
some  moments;  ‘I  carne  into  thè  world  long  before  you; 
and  I  know  something  about  thè  world.  You  need  not 
frighten  yourselves  too  much:  things  are  not  so  bad  as 
people  make  out.  To  us  poor  people  thè  skein  seems  more 
entangled  because  we  cannot  get  hold  of  thè  right  end  ;  but 
sometimes  a  piece  of  good  advice,  a  little  talk  with  a  ’rnan 
who  has  got  learning  ...  I  know  well  enough  what  I  would 
say.  Do  as  I  teli  you,  Renzo;  go  to  Lecco,  seek  for  Dr 
Azzecca-Garbugli,1  teli  him  all  about  it, — but  mind  you 
don  t  cali  him  so,  for  Heaven’s  sake  :  it’s  a  nick-name.  You 
must  teli  thè  Signor  Doctor — What  in  thè  world  do  they  cali 
him?  Oh  dear!  I  don’t  know  his  right  name:  everybody 
calls  him  so.^  Never  mind,  seek  for  this  doctor;  he  is  tali, 
thm,  bald,  with  a  red  nose  and  a  raspberry-coloured  mole  on 
his  cheek/ 

‘  I  know  him  by  sight/  said  Renzo. 

‘Well,’  continued  Agnese,  ‘he  is  a  man!  I  have  seen 
more  than  one  person,  bothered  like  a  chicken  in  a  bundle 
of  hemp,  and  who  did  not  know  where  to  put  his  head,  and 
after  being  an  hour  nose  to  nose  with  thè  Dr  Azzecca- 
Garbugli,  (take  good  care  you  don’t  cali  him  so)— I  have 

1L  e a  pickér  of  quarrels. 
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seen  him,  I  say,  make  a  joke  of  it.  Take  these  four  capons, 
poor  creatures  !  whose  necks  I  ought  to  have  wrung  for 
to-night’s  supper,  and  carry  them  to  him;  because  we  must 
never  go  empty-handed  to  these  gentlemen.  Relate  to  him 
all  that  has  happened,  and  you’ll  see  he  will  teli  you,  in  a 
twinkling,  things  which  would  not  come  into  our  heads  if 
we  were  to  think  about  them  for  a  year/ 

Renzo  willingly  embraced  this  counsel;  Lucia  approved 
it;  and  Agnese,  proud  of  having  given  it,  took  thè  poor 
creatures  one  by  one  from  thè  hen-coop,  united  their  eight 
legs,  as  one  makes  up  a  bunch  of  flowers,  tied  them  up  with 
a  piece  of  string,  and  consigned  them  to  thè  hands  of  Renzo, 
who,  after  giving  and  receiving  words  of  encouragement 
and  hope,  went  out  by  a  little  gate  from  thè  garden,  that  he 
might  escape  thè  observation  of  thè  boys,  who  would  have 
run  after  him,  crying,  ‘  The  bridegroom  !  thè  bridegroom  !  ’ 
Thus,  having  crossed  thè  fields,  or,  as  they  cali  them  there, 
thè  pìaces ,  he  continued  his  route  along  narrow  lanes,  giving 
utterance  to  his  bitter  thoughts,  as  he  reflected  on  his  mis- 
fortune,  and  considering  what  he  must  say  to  thè  Dr  Azzec- 
ca-Garbugli.  I  leave  it  to  thè  reader  to  think  how  thè 
journey  was  enjoyed  by  those  poor  creatures,  so  bound  to- 
gether,  and  held  by  thè  feet  with  their  heads  downwards,  in 
thè  hand  of  a  man  who,  agitated  by  so  many  passions,  ac- 
companied  with  appropriate  gestures  thè  thoughts  which 
rushed  tumultuously  through  his  mind  ;  and  in  moments  of 
anger  or  determination,  suddenly  extending  his  arm,  infiicted 
terrible  shocks  upon  them,  and  caused  those  four  pendent 
heads  to  bob  violently,  if  we  may  be  allowed  thè  expression; 
they,  meanwhile,  vigorously  applying  themselves  to  peck  each 
other,  as  too  often  happens  among  friends  in  adversity. 

Arriving  at  thè  village,  he  inquired  for  thè  Doctor’s  house, 
and  when  it  was  pointed  out  to  him,  quickly  made  his  way 
thither.  On  approaching  it,  however,  he  began  to  feel  that 
bashfulness  so  usuai  with  thè  poor  and  ignorant  in  thè 
presence  of  a  gentleman  or  man  of  learning,  and  forgot  all 
thè  fine  speeches  he  had  prepared  ;  but  a  glance  at  thè  chick- 
ens  he  carried  in  his  hand  restored  his  courage.  He  went 
into  thè  kitchen,  and  asked  thè  maid-servant  if  he  could  see 
thè  Signor  Doctor.  The  woman  looked  at  thè  birds,  and, 
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’r1' •*-  " 

Doctor  to  see  he  had  brouo-ht  Qb  c^.becattse  he  wanted  thè 

the  wT!Ldlfpe““«nlÌ,f.hi”'  ■>“»  « 

as  servant  was  sayin^  ‘  p;v<*  fi  ^  ma<^e  *1IS  appea  rance, 
to  thè  study.’  RenJo  «fde  ?  u  P  here’  and  forward 
graciously  bid  him  ‘  Come  in  mv  b°W> t0  Ì2  Doctor>  who 
his  study.  It  was  a  lare?  m’n  y,Son’  and  to°k  him  into 
with  portraits  of  thè  twel've  °"  three  sides 

hidden  by  a  large  bookcase  fìlìprl  ’-t-u  rfmaimnS  Wall  was 
in  thè  middle  of  thè  room  stoS  ,  .T, h  °W  and  dusty  b°oks: 
Petitions,  libel*  ani 

were  scattered  aroundP  and  nn  '  -H  ee  or  four  chairs 
chair,  with  a  high  sanare  baek  T  ^  WaS  a  lar^e  a™- 
i«  two  horn-shaped  2maL„ts termmatmg  at  thè  corners 
leather,  fastened  down  with  laro-*  nW.0od>  and  covered  with 

fallen  out,  so  that  thè  leather  curlÌd  n  1°™  °f,these  had 
pleasure,  leavingf  thè  compre  ?  bere  an<^  there  at 

was  in  his  dressing-iwn  Sat  isTnCUm  Tdù  The  Doctor 

robe,  which  had  server]  him  for  mi  ^  had  °n  a  faded 
on  days  of  state,  when  he  wem  HfiC?  t0  haTan*tte  in 
cause.  Having  shut  thè  Honr  u  MlIan.on  any  miportant 

mans  ^fidJce  wmhLtor;0hrlre;¥;rd  ,he  ^ 

my  son.’  woras.  1  eli  me  your  case, 

‘  f'mti  sPeak  a  word  to  you  in  confidence.’ 
his  arm-chafr.  ^  ’  rephed  the  Doctor’  seating  himself  on 

M.*?h°,sr^r,h:h:l£,e'0“d  ^ 

from  you,  who  havé  studied  .’  C,°nhnued:  1  ™  to  know 
‘  Excuse6^6^8  *  interruPted  the  Doctor 

%•»  ftzizrz  s*  k™ 

niade  up  your  minds/  33  qUeStions>  because  you’ve  already 

tfc.rV^LrrunhW.foTt'h™':''"'  1  '»  W  » 

ta"d>’  m“‘tmd  ,he  d°ctor,  who  i„  trttth  hed  „ot  ' 
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'  .  j,  ( t  iinderstand ’  He  then  put  on  a  serious  face; 

andlTPOsounr^etLninSgmaS  sentiment,  afterwards  more 
cleady  expres^ed  in  his  first  ^°^ds'Y^  hav^dmi^wèll^o 

son.  Ther.  »« ‘™sa  “  ^  ^ ‘'re^S  in  “  h„»d«d 
come  to  me.  It  x*  a  clear case^r  ^  ^  ^  year> 

proclamations,  and  .  .  •  y  •  T’11  let  vou  see  it  and 

by  thè  present  Signor  Governor.  IH  let  you 

handle  it  directly.  bnnted  through  thè 

sssssg&s 

and  with  a  stili  more  serious  face  cont  , 

t°^rùtLfe?^v;rcsc» ,«  u 

my  son  ?  ’  , 

\%^JT5£Z**  yr  “d,  T,  t™“ò 

A„dV J.din6-«he  edict  'j  '^X'tS. 

“  <*  “ 

^"ithongh  in  thè 

Sigmr  ^‘%^'TdJricm  ani  Mail  BtcelUnt  Signor, 

Urine  d  by  thè  Most  Cordova  &c.,  thè  re  was 

thè  Signor  G°nsa^  Craordinary  and  rigourous  measures, 
provision  made,  by  extra  y  tvrannical  acts  that 

against  oppressione,  commotons a  -  ,  t  -„)s  „f 

■  siine  persona  dare  ,o  ^«"ZZeZ  oflZes  Li  vio- 

«•SSS  pcJk  L  L  -  ~ 

solved  *o  pubhshthejres^du;.  kncé  showing. 
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that  many,  as  wett  in  cities,  as  in  the_  country,  Do  you  hear? 
excite  commotions  in  this  state  by  violence,  and  oppress thè 
weak  in  varìous  ways,  as,  for  example,  by  compelling  them 
io  make  hard  bargains  in  purchases ,  rents ,  &c.,  where  am 
I?  ah!  here!  look — io  perform  or  noi  io  per  forni  mar- 
riages;  eh  !  * 

‘  That  is  my  case/  said  Renzo. 

‘  Listen,  listen  ;  there  is  plenty  more  ;  and  then  we  shall 
see  thè  penalty.  To  give  eviéence,  or  noi  io  give  evidence ; 
compeìling  one  to  leave  his  home,  &c.,  another  to  pay  a  debt: 
all  this  has  nothing  to  do  with  us.  Ah!  we  have  it  here J 
this  priest  not  to  perform  that  to  which  he  is  obhgedby  his 
o!hce,  or  to  do  things  which  do  not  belong  to  Inni.  Eh  !  , 

‘  It  seems  as  if  they  had  made  thè  edict  exactly  for  me. 

‘  Eh  t  is  it  not  so  ?  listen,  listen  :  and  similar  oppressione, 
whethèr  perpetrated  by  feudatories,  thè  nobility,  middle 
ranks,  lower  orders,  or  plebeians.  No  one  escapes  :  they  are 
all  here  :  it  is  like  thè  valley  of  Jehoshaphat.  Listen  now 
to  thè  penalty.  All  these,  and  other  such  like  criminal  acts, 
although  they  are  prohibited,  nevertheless,  it  being  necessary 
to  use  greater  rigour,  his  Excellency,  not  relentmg  m  this 
proclamation,  &c.,  enjoins  and  commands  that  agamst  all 
offenders  under  any  of  thè  above-mentioned  heads,  or  thè 
like,  all  thè  ordinary  magistrates  of  thè  state  shall  proceed 
by  pecuniary  and  corporal  punishment,  by  banishment  or  thè 
qalleys.  and  even  by  death  ...  a  mere  bagatelle!  at  thè 
will  of  his  Excellency  or  of  thè  Senate,  accordmg  to  thè  char- 
acter  of  thè  cases,  persons,  and  circumstances.  And  this  ir- 
re-mis-si-bly,  and  with  all  rigour,  &c.  There  s  plenty  of  it 
here,  eh?  And  see,  here’s  thè  signature:  Gonzalo  Fernandez 
de  Cordova:  and  lower  down;  Platonus;  and  here  again; 
Vidit  Ferrer:  there’s  nothing  wanting.’ 

While  thè  Doctor  was  reading,  Renzo  slowly  followea 
him  with  his  eye,  trying  to  draw  out  thè  simple  meamng, 
and  to  behold  for  himself  those  blessed  words,  which  he 
believed  were  to  render  him  assistance.  The  Doctor,  see- 
ing  his  client  more  attentive  thàn  alarmed,  was.  greatly 
surprised.  He  must  be  matriculated,  said  he  to  himself— 
‘Ah!  ah!’  added  he  aloud;  ‘you  have  been  obliged  to 
shave  off  thè  lock.  You  have  been  prudent;  however  you 
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need  not  have  done  so,  when  putting  yourself  under  my 
tìands.  The  case  ìs  serious;  but  you  don’t  know  what  I 
nave  courage  to  do  in  a  time  of  needd 

To  understand  this  mistake  of  thè’  Doctor’s,  it  must  be 
known,  that  at  that  time,  bravoes  by  profession,  and  villains 
of  every  kmd,  used  to  wear  a  long  lock  of  hair,  which 
they  drew  over  thè  face  like  a  vìsor  on  meeting  any  one 
when  thè  occasion  was  one  which  rendered  disguise  neces- 
sary,  and  thè  undertaking  such  as  required  both  force  and 
*  circumspection. 

The  proclamation  had  not  been  silent  with  regard  to 
this  matter.  ‘His  Excellency  (thè  Marquis  of  La  Hyno- 
josa )commands  that  whosoever  shall  wear  his  hair  of  such 
a  length  as  to  cover  his  forehead  as  far  as  thè  eyebrows  only, 
or  shall  wear  tresses  either  before  or  behind  thè  ears,  shall 
incur  thè  penalty  of  three  hundred  crowns;  or  in  case  of 
mabikty,  three  years  in  thè  galleys  for  thè  first  offence, 
and  for  thè  second,  besides  thè  above,  a  severer  penalty  stili 
at  thè  will  of  his  Excellency. 

However,  in  case  of  baldness  or  other  reasonable  cause , 
as  a  Mark  or  wound ,  he  gives  permission  to  such ,  for  their 
greater  decorum  or  healih ,  to  wear  their  hair  so  long  as  May 
be  necessary  to  cover  such  failings,  and  no  more;  warning 
them  well  to  beware  of  exceeding  thè  limits  of  duty  and 
pure  necessity ,  that  they  may  not  incur  thè  penalty  imposed 
upon  other  dissemblers. 

And  he  also  commands  all  barbers,  under  penalty  of  a 
hundred  crowns ,  or  three  stripes,  io  be  given  them  in  public , 
and  even  greater  corporal  punishment ,  at  thè  will  of  his 
Excellency ,  as  above ,  that  they  leave  not  on  those  whom 
they  shave,  any  kind  of  thè  satd  tresses ,  locks}  curls,  or  hair , 
longer  than  usuai,  either  on  thè  forehead,  temples,  or  be~ 
hind  thè  ears;  but  that  they  shall  be  all  of  equal  length ,  as 
above,  except  in  case  of  baldness,  or  other  defects,  as  already 
describedd  The  lock,  then,  might  almost  be  considered  a 
part  of  thè  armour,  and  a  distinctive  mark  of  bravoes  and 
vagabonds  ;  so  that  these  characters  very  commonly  bore 
thè  name  of  Ciuffi }  This  terni  is  stili  used,  with  a  miti- 
gated  signification,  in  thè  dialect  of  thè  country;  and,  per- 

1  ù  e,*  Locks. 
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faaps,  there  is  not  mie  of  our  Milanese  readers  v.lio  does  not 
remember  hearing  it  said  of  him,  m  bis  chddhood^  either 
by  his  relatives,  his  tutor,  or  some  fatmly  friend,  He 
a  Ciuffo  *  he  is  3,  Ciuff etto 

‘  On  thè  word  of  a  poor  youth,’  replied  Renzo,  I  never 

wore  a  look  in  my  life.  ,  , 

‘  i  can  do  nothing,’  replied  thè  Doctor,  shaking  his  head 

with  a  smile  between  malice  and  impatience.  1  y°u  on 
trust  me,  I  can  do  nothing.  He  who  tells  lies  to  thè  lawyer 
do  you  see,  my  son,  is  a  fool  who  will  teli  thè  truth  to  thè 
iudge.  People  must  relate  matters  clearly  to  thè  advocate: 
it  is  our  business  to  make  them  intricate.  If  you  wish  me  to 
help  you,  you  must  teli  me  all  from  a  to  *,  with  your  heart  m 
SW  as  if  to  your  confessor.  You  must  name  thè 
person  who  has  employed  you.  He  will  mostlikelybe 
person  of  consequencè;  and,  m  that  case  I  wl11  J°  hl 
to  perform  an  act  of  duty.  I  shan  t,  however,  teli  hm  , 
do  you  see,  that  you  told  me  he  had  sent  you,  trust  me. 

I  will  teli  him  I  come  to  implore  his  protection  for  a 
poor  slandered  youth,  and  will  take  all  necessary  meas- 
ures  With  him  to  finish  thè  affair  commendably.  You 
understand,  that,  in  securing  himself ,  he  will  also  secure 
you.  Even  if  thè  scrape  be  all  your  own,  I  wont  go 
back-  I  bave  extricated  others  from  worse  predicaments. 
And  '  if  you  have  not  offended  a  person  of  quality  you 
understand,  I  will  engagé  to  get  you  out  of  thè  di 
culty— -with  a  little  expense,  you  understand.  You  must 
teli  me  who  is  thè  offended  party,  as  they  say;  and  ac- 
cording  to  thè  COndition,  rank,  and  temper  qf  thè  person, 
,ve  shall  see  whether  it  will  be  better  to  brmg  him  to 
reasott  by  ofìers  of  protection,  or,  in  some  way,  to  crim- 
inate  him,  and  put  a  flea  in  his  ear  ;  because,  you  see,  I 
know  very  well  how  to  manage  these  ediets;  no  one  must 
be  guilty,  and  no  one  must  be  mnocent.  As  to  thè  curate, 
if  he  haS  afly  discretion,  he  will  keep  m  thè  back-groui  , 
if  he  is  a  simpleton,  we  will  dispose  of  him  too  One  can 
escane  from  any  intrìgue  ;  but  it  requires  one  to  ac  . 
a  man;  and  your  case  is  serious— serious,  I  say  serious 
thè  edict  speaks  clearly  ;  and  if  thè  matter  were  to  be  decided 
between  justice  and  you,  to  say  thè  truth,  it  wou  go  a 
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with  you.  I  speak  to  you  as  a  friend.  One  must  nav  fa* 
pranks;  if  you  wish  to  get  off  clear,  money  and  frankness 
trust  yourself  to  one  who  wishes  you  well;  obey,  and  do  all 
that  ìs  suggested  to  you.’  y 

_Y,hÌ!e  ,the  Doc‘or  P°ured  forth  this  rhapsody.  Renzo 
stood  looking  at  fami,  with  thè  spell-bound  attentìon  of  a 
bouring  man  watchmg  a  juggler  in  thè  Street,  who  after 

Saws  fgrtt,n^  HlS  m°Uth  handfuI  after  handful  of  tow 
draws  forth  thence  nbbon-ribbon— ribbon— seemingly  with- 

en  When,  at  last,  he  understood  what  thè  Doctor 
was  saymg,  and  thè  strange  mistake  he  had  made  he  Z 

“  rt‘bb0u  m  u1S  m°Uth  With  these  words:  ‘Oh, 

•  g  P°C.tt°r’  h°w  have  understood  me?  The  case 

never3H  y  't  ??6r  Way’  1  have  threatened  no  one-  I 

you  wmhear  I  hagS’  Vjk  a"  my  «eighbours,  and 
li,  heaf  /  ,have  never  had  anything  to  do  with  thè 
law.  The  tnck  has  been  played  upon  me;  and  I  carne  to 

?ha+yT°h  What  1  TSt  d°  t0  get  justice>  and  1  am  very  glad 
that  I  have  seen  this  edict.’  y  g 

‘  hÌm„!  excla*med  thè  Doctor,  opening  his  eves 

What  a  medley  you  have  made!  So  it  is:  you  areali 

plainly  U  P°SSlble  y°U  d0n,t  know  how  to  teli  things 
I  beg  your  pardon.  Signor  Doctor,  you  didn’t  eive  me 

h”„e:tto  i  ™,relr ,he  ca“ as  h  is-  v°“ 

en,  that  I  was  to  have  married  to-day,’  and  here  Renzo’* 
vome  became  tremulous-'  I  was  to  bave  married  to  dav 
a  young  woman  to  whom  I  have  paid  my  addresses  since 
thè  beginmng  of  summer;  and  this  was  thè  day  as  I  said 

t sMa^y"  Weirth-^  SÌ^°r  Curate’  -d  everytS^g 

was  ready.  Well ,  this  morning,  thè  Signor  Curate  he aan 
to  throw  out  some  excuses  .  .  howevfr,  not  to  tìre  vou 
I  w ili  only  say,  I  made  him  speak,  as  was  but  Just-  and 

h'.tad  <*«  forbidden  under  p  i„  0f 
Eodrio  'bme  th"  “"‘W  Tl*  «f  i  Don 

in^ht  y0U  g0ne!’  rick!y  mterrupted  thè  Doctor  rais-  ‘ 
hif  mouth^  ‘geT'yoTgonef  ^h^d  n°Se’  ^  dis‘orting 
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companions,  whc  don't  know  thè  meaning  of  words  and 
don’t  come  and  utter  them  to  a  gentleman  who  knows 
well  what  they  are  worth.  Go  away  go  away;  you  dont 
know  what  you  are  talking  about;  I  dont  meddle  with 
boys  ;  I  don’t  want  to  hear  talk  of  this  sort  :  talk  m  thè  air. 

‘  I  will  take  an  oath  .  .  .’ 

‘  Get  you  gone,  I  teli  you;  what  do  I  care  for  your 
oaths 1  I  won’t  enter  into  thè  business;  I  wash  my  hands 
of  it’  And  he  began  rubbing  and  twirling  them  one  over 
thè  other,  as  if  he  were  really  washing  them.  Learn 
how  to  speak;  and  don’t  come  and  take  a  gentleman  thus 

^‘But  listen— but  listen,’  vainly  repeated  Renzo.  The 
Doctor,  fuming  all  thè  time,  pushed  him  towards  thè  door, 
and,  on  reaching  it,  set  it  wide  open,  called  thè  servant 
and  said,  ‘  Be  quick  and  give  this  man  what  he  brought. 

I  want  nothing,  I  want  nothing.’  The  woman  had  never 
before  executed  a  similar  order  all  thè  time  she  had  been 
in  thè  Doctor’s  Service;  but  it  was  pronounced  in  so  res- 
olute  a  manner,  that  she  did  not  hesitate  to  obey.  So, 
taking  thè  four  poor  birds,  she  gave  them  to  Renzo,  with 
a  look  of  contemptuous  compassion,  which  seemed  to  say, 

‘  you  must  indeed  have  made  a  grand  blunder.’  Renzo 
tried  to  be  ceremonious,  but  thè  Doctor  was  inexorab  e;  and 
thè  unhappy  wight,  astonished  and  bewildered,  and  more 
wrathful  than  ever,  was  compelled  to  take  back  thè  restored 
victims,  and  return  to  thè  country  to  relate  thè  pleasmg 
result  of  his  expedition  to  Agnese  and  Lucia.  .  . 

During  his  absence,  after  sorrowfully  changing  their 
nuptial  robes  for  thè  humble  daily  dress,  they  had  set  them- 
selves  to  consult  anew,  Lucia  sobbing,  Agnese  sighing  mourn- 
fully  from  time  to  time.  When  Agnese  had  sufficiently  en- 
larged  upon  thè  great  effects  they  might  hope  for  from  thè 
Doctor’s  advice,  Lucia  remarked,  that  they  ought  to  try 
every  method  likely  to  assist  them;  that  Father  Cristoforo 
was  a  man  not  only  to  advise,  but  also  to  render  more 
effectual  assistance,  where  it  concerned  thè  poor  and  un- 
fortunate;  and  that  it  would  be  a  good  thing  if  they  could 
let  him  know  what  had  happened. 

‘  It  would,  indeed,’  replied  Agnese  ;  and  they  began  ìm- 


so  ALESSANDRO  MANZONI 

”ed^‘e'V0  contrive  together  some  pian  to  accomplish 
t,  smce,  to  go  themselves  to  thè  convent,  distant,  perhaps 
”lleS’  Was  an  unfertaking  they  would  rather  not  rfsk 
that  dayj  and  certamly,  no  one  with  any  judgment  would 
haye  advised  them  to  do  so.  While,  however  they  were 
thus  engaged  in  weighmg  thè  different  sides  of  thè  question 
hey  heard  a  knock  at  thè  door;  and  at  thè  same  moment 
a  !ow  but  distmct  Dea  Gratta*.  Lucia,  wondering  who  it 
md  be,  ran  to  open  it,  and  immediately,  making  a  low 
bow,  there  entered  a  lay  Capuchin  collector,  his  bag  hang 

lìluTl*  uft  Sh°U!der’  and  the  of  it  twisfed  and 

held  tight  in  his  two  hands,  over  his  breast.  ‘  Oh  brother 

Caldino  exclaimed  the  two  women.  ‘The  Lord  be  with 
you  said  thè  fnar;  *1  have  come  to  beg  for  the  nuts.’ 

jo  and  fetch  the  nuts  for  the  Fathers,’  said  Agnese. 
Lucia  arose,  and  moved  towards  the  other  room-  but  be- 
fore  entermg  it,  she  paused  behind  the  friar’s  back, ’who 
remamed  standing  m  exactly  the  same  position;  and  put- 
ting  her  fore-finger  on  her  lips,  gave  her  mother  a  look 
demanding  secrecy,  in  which  were  mingled  tenderness,  sup- 
phcation,  and  even  a  certain  air  of  authority 
.1,  ,C°'ie^0r>  inqujsitively  eying  Agnese  at  a  distance, 
said,  And  this  wedding?  I  thought  it  was  to  have  been 
to-day  ;  but  I  noticed  a  stir  in  the  neighbourhood,  as  if  in- 
dicatmg  something  new.  What  has  happened?  ’ 

The  Signor  Curate  is  ili,  and  we  are  obliged  to  post- 
porte  it,  hastily  replied  Agnese.  Probably  the  answer 
might  have  been  yery  different,  if  Lucia  had  not  given  her 
thè  hmt..  And  how  does  the  collection  go  on?'  added 
she,  wishing  to  change  the  conversation. 

‘  Badly,  good  woman,  badly.  They  are  all  herc.’  And  so 
saying,  he  took  thè  wallet  off  his  shoulders  and  tossed  it  un 
between  his  hands  into  the  air.  ‘They  are  all  here-  and  to 
collect  this  mighty  abundance,  I  have  had  to  knock  at  ten 
doors/ 

‘But  the  year  is  scarce,  brother  Galdino;  and  when  one 
nas  to  struggle  for  bread,  one  measures  everythino'  ac- 
cordmg  to  the  scarcity/  & 

‘  And  what  must  we  do,  good  woman,  to  make  better  times 
return.  Give  alms.  Don’t  you  know  the  miracle  of  the 
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nuts  that  happened  many  years  ago  in  our  Convent  of 
Romagna  ?  ’  , 

‘No,  indeed!  teli  me.  convent,  there 

‘  Well,  you  must  know,  then,  that  Macarj0.  One 

was  a  holy  Father  whose  na^e  field  be- 

day,  m  wmter,  walking  .  *  {actors_a  good  man  also— 

longmg  to  one  of  ou  near  a  iarge  walnut-tree, 

Father  Macan0.f  "  r  Jsed,  about  to  fell  it,  having 

and  four  peasant  P  „  are  doing  to 

laid  bare  Macario.  «  Why,  Father, 

this  poor  tree?  askecl  f  now  j  will  make 

it  has  berne  no^frmt  jor  ™  ^  the  Father;  “be 

firing  of  it.  .f  ;1i  ’  ,„,Wa  more  fruit  than  leaves. 

assured  this  year  it  w  P  tbat  had  uttered 

The  benefactor,  knowmg  who  t0  thr0w  the 

these  words,  immediately  or  ere  ^  Father,  who 

sdì  «PO»  tt»  roo,s  agam;  ^‘acCfo, Zìi of  <hl  e»p 

s;r  £  r  »r w 

lowed  nuts— nuts  w.thout  jumbe' ,  Tt tej M  ^  ^ 

1,hdr'«.'thtoTcrive< thè  ™ard  of  hìs  charity.  But  the 
’mhLhr;i:  i»  consepueuce,  so  njuchBje  r-».  »>  you 
«ili  hear.  This  worthy  ma»  of  gM„_ 

very  different  character.  #  >  moietv  belonging  to  the 

ins,  .he  collectot  we„t  to  thè  mah 

convent  ;  but  the  so»  pre  e»  P  .  j,e  never  heard  that 

ter,  and  had  thè  temerity  t  PJ>  What  do  you  think 

Capuchins  knew  “  f  ^e"»  ,»  «5  *•  k“”  *“ 

happened  then.  7  rr*en(js  0f  thè  same  genus  as 

entertaining  a  party  >  «  te(j  thè  story  of  thè 

himself,  and  while  making  m  y,  jovial  friends  wished 

walnuts,  and  ndiculed  te  "®'  a^d  fa  conducted  them 
to  go  see  this  -onderfu  l  eap  of  nut  a„o  ^  ^ 

to  the  store  house.  But  j^ten  n  ’eat  heap  had  been  laid, 

*e?ttr,ardateC"Lorok”^ himself,  and  sawT 
and  while  sayi  g,  •firf,nt  hean  of  withered  wal- 
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nut-leaves!  This  wa<!  „  , 

instead  of  betoni  Kr  bv  ,hTd,  dh"?  '  “d  the 
fcr,  after  so  great  a  Lva 3f“,ed  8»»ed  therebv; 
creased  to  such  a  degree  tha t  a  ht  C°ntnhntlon  nuts  in- 
for  thè  poor  collector,  nìade  a  presento0 m°Ved  with  Pify 
ass,  to  assist  in  carrying-  the  nL!  £  4  4  thAe  convelJt  of  an 
was  made,  that  all  thè  ooor  in  tu  h°nif',.  And  so  muc!l  oil 
had  as  much  as  they  required  •  *f ”eighbourho°d  carne  and 
which  receives  water  from  ali  We  are  hke  thè  sea, 

>0Atmf"  "'S'"'"ll!cd  «troogh  “d  ret“™  “ 

Z  her,r°"  “  —  -*h 

thè  two  corners  stretched  out  3t  C°Ud  ”lana^e  holding 
friar  Galdino  lifted  the  sack  off  bi*^  "  ,.fngth’  whiIe  the 

it  on  thè  ground,  opened  thenifuthWtl1'5’  ^  pUtting 
abundant  gift.  A<.n««  .1  ,  n  tor  thè  reception  of  the 

and  reproachful  look  ior^hef  nr  d^r  Luda  a  surPrised 
turned  a  glance  which  seeL/t  P  <ll?fIlty;  but  Lucia  re- 

The  friar  broke  forth  info  prahes^nr  1  WllI.JUS?ify  myself.’ 
ses,  and  expressions  of  gratitude  a’  ?  ogtJos^cati°ns,  promi- 
about  to  depart.  But  Lucia  retali  d  [cplacwg  his  ba g,  was 
to  do  me  a  kindness-  I  want  '!lg  b™’  sa’d>  'I  vwant  you 
th.t  ave  -rneed/^h1™!”  h-,d'  Ff’'r  CrÌMrf«™ 

»  good  as  come  to  „s  , h'”\"d  “k  '»»■  to  be 

I  cannot  go  to  the  church  *  p  op  e  Tnckly—directly  ;  for 
Is  this  all?  it  shaii  \w  k 

Cristoforo  knows  your  wish  *  ^  an  b°Ur  be^ore  Father 

*  I  helieve  you/ 

You  need  not  f ear  J  a„j 

more  burdened  and  a  little  KSOffsayingl  he  deParted,  rather 
entered  the  house  *  better  satlsfied  when  he 

•*%££,  «ZzZziZzr;  «  » 

thè  collector  accepted  thè  •  •  Cristoforo,  and  that 
without  difficulty—let  no  one  I “ISS10n  WIth°ut  wonder  and 
foro  was  a  me  an  friar_a  neri  r’  SUJ?P°Se  that  this  Cristo- 
on  the  contrary,  a  fflan  who  V^”0  lmportance-  He  was, 
his  friends,  and  in  thè  Countr  ^  ^  )ri ty  among 
condition  of  the  Capuchins  that^ntb^’  but’  SUch  was  the 
either  too  high  or  too  low.’  To  minisìef  tothe^asest/td 
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,  .  ttlP  most  nowerful;  to  enter  palaces 
to  be  mimstered  to  by  thè .n  P  ility  d  seCurity; 

or  hovels  with  thè  sanie  deportment  oi  h«n  y  and 

to  be  sometimes  in  thè  to  solicit 

a  person  without  whom  no* mg  ^ose  who 

alL  everywhere,  and i  “tc  them  ^  to 

begged  at  thè  convc.  d  he  was  equally  liable  to  meet 
all  these.  Traversing  ^  end  of  thè  rope 

a  noble  who  would  £  wicked  boys,  who,  pretend- 

round  bis  waist,  or  tUemselves  would  fling  at  bis 

ing  to  be  ql'frri:  ingTh"1  wfrd  frate  was’pronounccd  in  those 
bearddirtand  mire.  The  w  7  with  the  bitterest 

days  with  thè  [“P1S  ’  erhaps!  more  than  any  other 

contempi;  and  thè  C  P  h  ^  P  opposite  sentiments, 

order,  were  the  objects  c >  ,  .  ds  of  treatment;  because, 

and  shared  two  directly  PP  more  than  ordinarily  dis- 

possessing  no  P™Pe^.^  m0re  open  professimi  of  humili- 

aSon'Vey  exposed  thenu Xee'd^SuSnS  would 

0P“°”on  “he  Mar  had  l.ft.-All  Uose  »«*'' 
claimed  Agnese:  ‘  and  in  such  ^.^a^ucja .  <  but  if  we  had 

‘I  b!g  P^e’othSs  brother  Caldino  would  have  had 
only  g'^n11^  ot  ^  how  j  before  his  wallet 
to  go  about  no  «  K  cannot  teli  when  he  would 

would  have  been  filled,  an  besides  what  with  chatting 

bri»“  '  /°good°  rf«, V  «dd  ^““;/ÌUSP£ve°  giv» 
little  defects  was  a  go  ,  d  ht  wh0m  she 

everything  she  owned  for  th »  only 

loved  with  the  t^ereM  affectmn.  entering  with  an 

At  this  moment  Renzo  threw  the  chickens  on 

*te  la>l  ‘*d  ™ÌS5ÌlU<le  ’he  P”r 
creatures  underwent  that  day.  Agnese.  ‘You 

‘Fine  advice  you  S-e  »  reallyW  the  un- 
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ception  at  tht' Dortor’s^oI^'A*^617  t0  rdate  hfs  re' 
ili  success,  endeavoured  ‘to  Drov/ff’fu’  astonislled  at  his 
good,  and  that  Renzo  had?  nò?  adviCe  had  been 

Beverly;  but  Lucia  int^ptedTh?  business 

nouncing  that  she  hoped  thè?  ha  ri  f  questton,  by  an- 
Renzo  welcomed  thè  hope  as7  mo«t  f°Un<,  a,  better  heIPer- 
misfortune  and  perplexit?  ‘  R??  t-/ft°P  e^d°  wh°  are  in 
‘does  not  find  us  a  i  f  -n  ^  Father-’  ®aid  he, 
other.’  The  woxnen  recomnSndeJ?  fi"d  0”e  Somehow  °r 
dence.  ‘  To-morrow  ’  r  •  peace>  Patlence,  and  pru- 

certainly  come,  and  ’you’ll  seThè  wdfw  Cr’St°f0™  wiu 

we  poor  people  can’t  e^en  imagine/  "  ^  hdp  tbat 

dress,  T find  some  one*  to  g^it^fo? me^Th  ^  **  ^ 
justice  m  thè  end,  even  in  this  doridi”  6  “USt  be 

n  such  melancholv  discourse  anrl  in  t, 

&£? bee"  describ'd'  •<*  v—  ttfssrs 

could  not  niaké  tip ^i^mind  t0<  Renzo’  who 

"PW  k«,  «il,  G°°d 

some  samt  will  help  us,’  added  she  ‘  . 

try  to  be  resigned.’  .Agnese  addeÒ  B  pr.udent>  and 
same  kind,  and  thè  bnVWrnÒ?  ?  ?  °ther  advlce  of  thè 
heart,  repeating  all  the  while  tW*  W'th  fury  in  his 
must  be  justice  at  last  Stra”-e  WOrds-  ‘  There 

that  a  man  overwhelmed  with  thlS  7°rd!’  S°  true  is  {t 
what  he  is  saying.  great  sorrows  knows  not 


CHAPTER  IV 


THE  Stili  had  scarcely  riseli  abòve  thè  horizon,  when 
Father  Cristoforo  left  thè  convent  of  Pescarenico, 
and  proceeded  towards  thè  cottage  where  he  was  ex- 
pected.  Pescarenico  is  a  little  town  on  thè  left  bank  of  thè 
Adda,  or  rather,  we  should  say,  of  thè  lake,  a  few  paces 
below  thè  bridge  ;  a  group  of  houses,  inhabited  for  thè  most 
part  by  fishermen,  and  adorned  here  and  there  with  nets 
hung  out  to  dry.  The  convent  was  sitnated  (and  thè  building 
stili  remains)  outside  thè  town,  facing  thè  entrance,  on  thè 
road  that  leads  from  Lecco  to  Bergamo.  The  sky  was  serene, 
and  as  thè  sun  gradually  emerged  from  behind  thè  mountain, 
thè  light  descended  from  thè  summit  of  thè  opposite  range, 
spreading  itself  '  rapidly  over  thè  steeps  and.  through  thè 
valleys  ;  while  a  soft  autumnal  breeze,  shaking  from  thè 
boughs  thè  withered  leaves  of  thè  mulberry,  carried  tliem 
away  to  fall  at  some  distance  from  thè  tree.  In  thè  vine- 
yards  on  either  hand,  thè  red  leaves  of  various  shades 
glittered  on  thè  stili  f estooned  branches  ;  and  thè  newly  made 
nets  appeared  dark  and  distinct  among  thè  fields  of  white 
stubble  sparkling  in  thè  dew.  The  scene  was  bright;  but  thè 
occasionai  sight  of  a  human  figure  moving  therein  dispelled 
thè  cheerful  thoughts  which  thè  scene  was  calculated  to 
inspire.  At  every  step  one  met  with  pale  and  emaciated 
beggars,  either  grown  old  in  thè  business,  or  reduced  by  thè 
necessity  of  thè  times  to  ask  alms.  They  looked  piteously 
at  Father  Cristoforo  as  they  silently  passed  him;  and  al- 
though,  as  a  Capuchin  never  had  any  money,  they  had 
nothing  to  hope  from  him,  yet  they  gave  him  a  bow  of  grati- 
tude  for  thè  alms  which  they  had  received,  or  were  going 
to  solicit,  at  thè  convent.  The  sight  of  thè  labourers  scattered 
over  thè  fields  had  in  it  something  stili  more  mournful. 
Some  were  sowing  seed,  but  niggardly  and  unwillingly,  like 
a  man  who  risks  something  he  highly  prizes:  others  could 
with  difficulty  use  thè  spade,  and  wearily  overturned  thè 
sods  The  half-starved  child,  holding  by  a  cord  thè  thm 

àè 
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meagre  co  w,  and  lookmg  narrowly  around,  hastily  stooped  to 
steal  from  ìt  some  herb  as  food  for  thè  family,  which  hun^er 
had  taught  them  could  be  used  to  sustain  life.  Such  sights 
as  these  at  every  step  increased  thè  sadness  of  thè  friar 
who  even  now  had  a  presentiment  in  his  heart  that  he  was 
gomg  to  hear  of  some  misfortune. 

But  why  did  he  take  so  much  thought  for  Lucia?  And 
w  y,  at  thè  first  intimation  of  her  wish,  did  he  attend  to 
Ìt  so  diligently,  as  if  it  were  a  cali  from  thè  Father  Pro¬ 
vinomi?  And  who  was  this  Father  Cristoforo  ?— It  will  be 
necessary  to  answer  all  these  inquiries. 

Father  Cristoforo  of  *  *  *  was  a  man  nearer  sixty  than 
fifty  years  of  age.  His  shaven  head,  circled  with  a  narrow 
hne  of  hair,  like  a  crown,  according  to  thè  fashion  of  thè 
Capuchin  tonsure,  was  raised  from  time  to  time  with  a 
movement  that  betrayed  somewhat  of  disdain  and  dis- 
quietude,  and  then  quickly  sank  again  in  thoughts  of  low- 
lmess  and  humility.  His  long,  gray  beard,  covering  his 
cheeks  and  ehm,  contrasted  markedly  with  thè  prominent 
features  of  thè  upper  part  of  his  face,  to  which  a  long  and 
habituai  abstinence  had  rather  given  an  air  of  gravity,  than 
effaced  thè  naturai  expression.  His  sunken  eyes,  usually 
bent  on  thè  ground,  sometimes  brightened  up  with  a  momen- 
tary  5re,  like  two  spirited  horses,  under  thè  hand  of  a  driver 
whom  they  know  by  experience  they  cannot  overcome-  yet 
occasionally  they  indulge  in  a  few  gambols  and  prancings 
for  which  they  are  quickly  repaid  by  a  smart  jerk  of 
thè  bit. 


Father  Cristoforo  had  not  always  been  thus  :  nor  had  he 
always  been  Cristoforo:  his  baptismal  name  was  Ludovico. 
He  was  thè  son  of  a  merchant  of  *  *  *  ("these  asterisks 
are  all  inserted  by  thè  circumspection  of  our  anoTymous 
aUj  ?r,). wh°,  >n  his  latter  years,  being  considerably  wealthy 
and  having  only  one  son,  had  given  up  trade,  and  retired 
as  an  maependent  gentleman. 

In  his  new  state  of  idleness  he  began  to  entertain  a  great 
contempi  for  thè  time  he  had  spent  in  making  money,  and 
bemg  useful  in  thè  world.  Full  of  this  fancy,  he  used  every 
endeavour  to  make  others  forget  that  he  had  been  a  mer¬ 
chant;  m  fact,  he  wished  to  forget  it  himself.  But  thè  ware- 


I  PROMESSI  SPOSI 


57 


house,  thè  baie,  thè ££ 
intruding  upon  his  mind,  li  d  hg  smiles 

beth,  even  amidst  thè  honours  of care  of  these 
of  flatterers.  It  is  impossible  like  an 

poor  mortala  to  avoid  every  that  «“J  0ne  day, 

allusion  to  the  former  condlt1^  end  of  dinner,  in 

to  mention  a  single  instance,  .  d  festivity,  when 

thè  moment  of  Hveliest  and  “f,  U“f™^iest,  thè  com- 
it  would  be  difficult  to  say  which  was  thè  mer^  ^  he 

pany  who  emptied  thè  tab  ,  ?  his  gUe sts,  thè 

was  rallying  with  friendly  superi  y  meaning  to  return 

most  prodigio»  «.ter  .n  tire  thè  letti 

thè  iohe,  with  thè  “^«“g  &e  a  merchant.” 

shade  of  malice,  rephed,  A  ,  ous  of  thè  unfortunate 

The  poor  offender  was  a  °  .  h  cast  a  diffident  glance 

word  that  ha«l  eseapcd  lus^ips^he^d  ^  would  gladly 
towards  his  patron  s  clou  ’  .  impossible. 

have  resumed  his  f ormer  exp  e  on ,  but*.^  ^ 

The  other  guests  oooopied  Aem  ,  and  making 

in  devismg  some  ^toccasioned  only  made  thè 

a  diversion ,  but  thè  sileno  ,ndividual  endeavoured  to  avoid 
error  more  apparente  E  .  «  ad  were  occupied 

meeting  his  compamon  s  ey e ,  j  Qieerfulness  and 

in  thè  thought  they  wished  to  “ncea^  man>  not  s0 

sociability  had  fled  for  never  again  received  an 

much  imprudent  as  un  Lud0vico’s  father  passed  his 

invitation.  In  this  m  >  annoyances,  and  perpetu- 

latter  years,  contmually  subject  to  a  >  that  it  was 

ally  in  dread  of  being  desPls  ’  than  tQ  buy>  Ld  that  thè 
„o  ,0  modi  ashamed,  had  been 

SS5V»  ,«ar.  ^<»-^,?0f'c»rd”g  ?S 

H«  8aV'r  o?  %  a'„T»  ?ar  a, wTpermitted  hy 

judgment  of  thè  tim  ,  t  he  procured  him  mas- 

the  laws  and  customs  of  1  liferature  and  in  exercises 

tori  in  .he  di#«rent  branche,  »«  “  hek 

h”Se“S»rd  Ludovico  ^ad^acquired  gUnt.niy 

BTS-eSr»»» 

into  English. 
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su^rou^  hy  whom  he  had  been 

greatest  respect  But  when  b  'A  °  ^  treated  with  thè 
first  men  nf  tbÀ  v  u  h  e.ndeav°ured  to  mix  with  thè 

a!r/  rr,  *? *  ss  zz  rPr 

of  L«dovIcr»Òrtith\rr<i'd  ”eith"  Wi,h  !he  '"«a*™ 

it,  highly  piqued  Stili  w^hdrew  from 

appeared  to  him' that  these  oS  realTvf 
companions,  only  he  wanted  them  to^»  Vtfi*™  been  hÌS 
table.  With  this  mix-tur*  nf  /r  m  t0.,b.e  lttIe  more  trac- 

SS  “r  S,d 

thetn-exactly  thè  persona  hetl”  d  h  VoT  da‘ly  CommittìnS 

S:-Stt2r3»S==HS 

speak  Of  sneh  as  never  «?,  ctlricV™^  “  f'”85’  (o0,‘ “ 
obliged  to  make  use  of  subterfu""  and  Va.f  *“ 
v.olence  which  his  couscience  coSld ,1"' '“.T'  “ 

«7:“'d,“hks  ^rr-™  rtrf b— “ 

assistance,  he  had  to  choosp  th»  7  to.ensure  vigorous 

words,  thè  most  unprincipled,  andtos  toTve  wkh  vilS 
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either  discouraged  by  ili  success^rT6  °"e  occasion> 
danger,  wearied  by  a  state  nf  ’  °"  dlSCJUIeted  imminenti 
with  his  companions,  and  in  apDrehe^^  defence>  disgusted 
property,  which  was  d  i,  ,  PI  ehenSK)n  °f  dissipating  his 
good  cause  or  in  support  h  ^old"130?  ^  «^er  fa  a 
once  he  had  taken  J ^terP^~more  than 
5IS  was  tfae  commonest  Ly  of  PÌ-  ’’  theSe  times> 
idea  would  probably  have  been  onlv  dlfficuIties-  This 

it  not  been  changed  to  a  resolution  h  a11  hls  life’  had 
ternble  accident  than  he  had yet Z  \l  ^  Serious  and 
He  was  walking  one  dal  fi!!  “e*with- 
with  a  former  shòpkeeper  whn^p^6./^6618’  in  company 
thè  office  of  steward!  and  was  folffiw  1  had  ra5sed  to 

steward,  whose  name  was  Cri  sto  by  tW°  bravoes-  The 
Old,  devoted  from  childhood  tn  h'  °’  WaS  about  ^t_ty  years 
known  from  his  b,rth  ,  and b^wW™^  whom  > had 
e  was  himself  supported  with  his  wages  and  liberality 
Ludovico  perceived  a  gentleman  I,  l'  r  f°d  ei^ht  children 
and  .overbearing  man,  whom  he  had  dlStance>  an  am>gant 
llfe-  but  his  cordial  enemv  tn  u  t  Ver  sPoken  to  in  his 

turned  thè  hatred;  for  °  whom  Ludovico  heartily  re- 

world,  that  men  may  hate  and  be  hnTU"  ,advanta8'e  of  this 

S'i,,  Th=  Signor,  Mlo”edb'bv  l„r  t”'  ln°™« 

haughtily  With  a  proud  step  his  iLd >ur  . bravoes,  advanced 
espressive  of  insolence  and  f  d  raised>  a«d  his  mouth 

ri?,?  “T  »S (£‘ ila»-  w.lked 

g  t  hand;  and  this,  according  to  custom  ^  °u-  Ludovico,s 
(how  far  people  wiJl  p-o  tn  ni  °  ^t0n\  £ave  foni  thè  rig-ht 
not  moving  frpm  thè  faid  wallT  the  TÌ9ht  of  a  case*f)  of 

*Wch  =„s.o„  u  a»'  s,*t  là,  fr  ?'ace  10  ««.  •  ' 

The  Signor,  on  thè  contrari  in  .  ,portance  was  attached 
held  that  this  righi  ought  to  be  a  °f  an°ther  custom, 
eration  of  his  rank,  and  that  it  ^  to  him  in  consid- 

way.  .  So  that  in  this  as  it  hanno  -  Ludovico’s  part  to  give 
opposing  customs  clashed,  thè  que^tion  mÌlny  other  cases,  two 
thè  preferirne  remaining  undedded  th  W3S  to  have 

proached  '“h — - 
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figures  in  bsis-rdief,  and  on  fining  air  and  im- 

£2 f  co„eSPondi»g  tone  o«  vece,  «» 

‘  with  men  of  your  rank  t  P  t  *  ^  &  law  for 

‘  Yes,  if  thè  arrogance  of  men  oi  yuu 

men  of’  mine.’  _  attMldants  stood  stili,  each  behind  ita 

The  two  trans  of  attend  t  ^  their  hands  on 

leader,  fiercely  regardmg  while  thè  passers-by 

their  daggers  ,PreParf J^dìew  into  thè  road,  placmg 
stopped  on  their  way  observe  thè  issue;  thè  presence 

tte  p”ct,1,° oi 

thè  disputants.  hanici  or  I’H  quickly  teach  you 

«  To  thè  outside,  vile  mediarne  .  o 

thè  civility  you  owe  a  gentleman. 

‘You  lie:  I  am  not  vile  was  pragmatical. 

‘  You  lie,  if  you  say  I  he.  ^  J  d  the  Signor, 

<And  if  you  were  a  gen» »,  “  *  ^  the  liar.’ 

1  X‘ Thm  is'^caphal  pretext  for  r  deSs/ 

°f‘ TahrnowX!  racalt^:  mi,’  thè  Signor,  turning 

w«  Si  Ludovico  immediate!,  ce.iring  a  step, 

and  laying  his  hand  on  his  swor  .  his  owrl)  ‘  I  wiU 

‘Rash  man!’  cried  thè  ^  vtle  blood.’ 

break  this  when  ìt  ìs  stamed  w  y  th  attendants 

À,  these  »»rds  <he, '  mas, era.  The 

Of  the  two  parties  figbtmg  «  ^  and  because  Ludovico 
combat  was  unequal,  both  wg  of>  and  disarming  his 

aimed  rather  at  parry  S  Signor  was  resolved  upon 

enemy  than  killmg  him,  w  »  d  already  received 

his  foe’s  death  at  any  cost  Ludovico  ^  *  his  Rft 

a  blow  from  thè  dagger  of  his  princlpal 

arm,  and  a  slight  him,  when  Cristo- 

enemy  was  pressing  on  to  mak« *  e  perii,  went  behind  thè 
foro/seeing  his  master  fury  up0n  his 
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new  enemy,  ran  him  through  with  his  sword.  At  this  sight 
Ludovico,  as  if  beside  himself,  buried  his  own  in  thè  body 
of  his  provoker,  and  laid  him  at  his  feet,  almost  at  thè  same 
moment  as  thè  unfortunate  Cristoforo.  The  followers  of 
thè  Signor,  seeing  him  on  thè  ground,  immediately  betook 
themselves  to  flight:  those  of  Ludovico,  wounded  and  beaten, 
having  no  longer  any  one  to  fight  with,  and  not  wishing  to 
be  mingled  in  thè  rapidly  increasing  multitude,  fled  thè  other 
way,  and  Ludovico  was  left  alone  in  thè  midst  of  thè  crowd, 
with  these  two  ill-fated  companions  lying  at  his  feet. 

‘  What’s  thè  matter  ? — There’s  one, — There  are  two. — 
They  bave  pierced  his  body. — Who  has  been  murdered? — 
That  tyrant. — Oh,  Holy  Mary,  what  a  confusion  ! — Seek, 
and  you  shall  fìnd. — One  moment  pays  all. — So  he  is  gone! — 
What  a  blow  ! — It  must  be  a  serious  affair. — And  this  other 
poor  f ellow  ! — Mercy  !  what  a  sight  !— Save  him,  save  him  ! — 
It  will  go  hard  with  him  too. — See  how  he  is  mangled  !  he  is 
covered  with  blood. — Escape,  poor  fellow,  escape  ! — Take 
care  you  are  not  caught/ 

These  words  predominating  over  thè  confused  tumult  of 
thè  crowd,  expressed  their  prevailing  opinion,  while  assist¬ 
ale  accompanied  thè  advice,  The  scene  had  taken  place 
near  a  Capuchin  convent,  an  asylum  in  those  days,  as  every 
one  knows,  impenetrable  to  bailiffs  and  all  that  complication 
of  persons  and  things  which  went  by  thè  name  of  justice. 
The  wounded  and  almost  senseless  murderer  was  conducted, 
or  rather  carried  by  thè  crowd,  and  delivered  to  thè  monks 
with  thè  recommendation,  ‘He  is  a  worthy  man  who  has 
made  a  proud  tyrant  cold;  he  was  provoked  to  it,  and  did 
it  in  his  own  defence/ 

Ludovico  had  never  before  shed  blood,  and  although  homi- 
cide  was  in  those  times  so  common  that  every  one  was 
accustomed  to  bear  of  and  witness  it,  yet  thè  impression 
made  on  his  mind  by  thè  sight  of  one  man  murdered  for 
him,  and  another  by  him,  was  new  and  indescribable  ; — a  dis- 
closure  of  sentiments  before  unknown.  The  fall  of  his 
enemy,  thè  sudden  alteration  of  thè  features,  passing  in  a 
moment  from  a  threatening  and  furious  expression  to  thè 
cairn  and  solemn  stillness  of  death,  was  a  sight  that  in- 
stantly  changed,  thè  feelings  of  thè  murderer.  He  was 
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dragged  to  thè  convent  almost  without  knowing  where  he 
was,  or  what  they  were  doing  to  him  ;  and  when  his  memory 
returned,  he  found  himself  on  a  bed  in  thè  infirmary,  at- 
tended  by  a  surgeon-friar,  (for  thè  Capuchins  generally  had 
one  in  each  convent,)  who  was  applying  lint  and  bandages 
to  thè  two  wounds  he  had  received  in  thè  contest.  A  father, 
whose  special  office  it  was  to  attend  upon  thè  dying,  and  who 
had  frequently  been  called  upon  to  exercise  his  duties  in 
thè  Street,  was  quickly  summoned  to  thè  place  of  combat. 
He  returned  a  few  mìnutes  afterwards,  and  entering  thè 
infirmary,  approached  thè  bed  where  Ludovico  lay.  ‘  Com¬ 
fort  yourself/  said  he,  £  he  has  at  least  died  cairn ly,  and  has 
charged  me  to  ask  your  pardon,  and  to  convey  his  to  you/ 
These  words  aroused  poor  Ludovico,  and  awakened  more 
vividly  and  distinctly  thè  feelings  which  confusedly  crowded 
upon  his  mind;  sorrow  for  his  friend,  consternation  and  re¬ 
morse  for  thè  blow  that  had  escaped  his  hand,  and  at  thè 
same  time  a  bitterly  painful  compassion  for  thè  man  he  had 
slain.  ‘And  thè  ctìier?*  anxiously  demanded  he  of  thè 
frjar. 

‘  The  other  had  expired  when  I  arrived/ 

In  thè  mean  while,  thè  gates  and  precincts  of  thè  convent 
swarmed  with  idle  and  inquisitive  people;  but  on  thè  arrivai 
of  a  body  of  constables,  they  dispersed  thè  crowd,  and  placed 
themselves  in  ambush  at  a  short  distance  from  thè  doors, 
so  that  none  might  go  out  unobserved.  A  brother  of  thè 
deceased,  however,  accompanied  by  two  of  his  cousins  and 
an  aged  uncle,  carne,  armed  cap-à-pié ,  with  a  powerful  retinue 
of  bravoes,  and  began  to  make  thè  circuit  of  thè  convent, 
watching  with  looks  and  gestures  of  threatening  contempt 
thè  idle  by-standers,  who  did  not  dare  say,  He  is  out  of 
your  reacfi,  though  they  had  it  written  on  their  faces. 

As  soon  as  Ludovico  could  collect  his  scattered  thoughts, 
he  asked  for  a  Father  Confessor,  and  begged  that  he  would 
seek  thè  widow  of  Cristoforo,  ask  forgiveness  in  his  name 
for  his  having  been  thè  involuntary  cause  of  her  desolation, 
and  at  thè  same  time  assure  her  that  he  would  undertake 
to  provide  for  her  destitute  family.  In  reflecting  on  his 
own  condition,  thè  wish  to  become  a  friar,  which  he  had 
often  before  revolved  in  his  mind,  revived  with  doublé  force 
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and  earnestness  ;  it  seemed  as  if  Z 

Un,  ,o  a  convent  just  a.  .bis  juncture,  had  Ig 

*ay  and  giv»  a„d  told  hin, 

ss  t  ss 

Is  if  it  were  an  entailed  dowry,  and  thè  remamder  to  thè 
CbTtenresolution  of  Ludovico  carne  very  apropo. s  for  his 

for  suffering  their  common  rights  tP  be  infrmged  ugn.^d 

sàsssssìgss 

and  strong 

geance,  and  denounced  as  ™e*r.g“g  *  does  not  teli  us 
put  an  obstacle  m  M  ™Jhe  deceased,  nor 

^nZt  agile  tear  was  shed  over  £ 

lations  :  it  merely  says  that  they  vere  all  on 

ìts?  ssrsp  f| ;  i}±xcsz 

a„T"a“’t. obliS  a man  lo  reli»,»ish  bis  proper.y 
diave  his  head,' and  walk  ba.efoot,  to  sleep  on  Straw,  and 
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SO  it  would  be.  The  brother  fell  iato  a  rale  which thè  cf 

fng  thatPheehld  taI1°Wed  t0  eVaporate’  occasiona^  remarit-" 

mg  that  he  had  too  just  cause  of  sorrow  The  Shmnr 

in  so  laudable  a  manne/  £.  7  f  affair  terminated 

which,  Pthoughfthey7ou?d  Vnd  d?,VOte  himself  t0  Services, 
some  atonement  for  h  .nT  rem.edy;  miSht  at  Ieast  make 
tolerable pangs ’0? ^  ret0rse  T.  "ì?  alkviate  the  in‘ 
might  be  attributed  to  fear‘  pained  h/  H'S  resoIution 
he  quickly  consoIed  ^  SSÌLcTST  ^ 

this  unjust  imputation  would  be  a  puSSmf  for  ?  ^ 

LTTe  mo?aPTi?habhhal/bthe  ^  °f  tWrty’  L'^° 

,o  'h“«'  hì=  k  “irrere,h'»,a“"M?„“ 
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cometa,  dista».,  a»d  .ha.  he  m«s« 

bis  novitiate  at  ’  T,  novice  bowed  respectful  y, 

leave  thè  next  day.  <  ^jiow  me,  Fatber,  sai  > 

requested  a  favour  of  bim.  1  t  d  the  blood  of  a 

Mote  1  tioit  the  city  where  I  tove  ofte«led  wlth 

feìlow-creature,  and  leav  least  confessmg 

me  to  make  what  satisfaction  I  y  h  of  the  de- 

Strot»,  hegdiof  f?rfvraS*eirthe  emnity  he  tal. 

ceased,  and  so  retnoving,  P  ^ing  tbat  sucb  an  act 

towards  me.’  The  .guard f ’  *£  J0  serve  stili  more  to 
besides  being  good  in  hse  ^  instantly  repaired  to  thè 

reconcile  the  f am.ly  to  .he  «?veommUnicated  to  him  Fnar 
offended  Signor  s  bouse e  £ì<mor,  greatly  surprised  at  so 
Cristoforo’ s  request.  The  b  &rising  0f  anger,  mmgled  per- 

~  *°  acq“,ni 

novice  with  the  desired  ^™”bered  that  the  more  solemn 
The  gentleman  soon  r  more  bis  influente 

and  notorious  thè  ^f^crelsed  among  his  friends  and 
and  impor  lance  would  be  fasbionable  modetn 

Se  pobhe;  and  it  -o»M  alto  . (»o  ose „ f  he  „„,ly 
expression,)  make  a  fine m  m  all  his  relatives,  that 

He  therefore  hastily  sent  themselves  engaged  to 

the  next  day  at  noon  they  must  common  satis- 

Sn? to  hii,  1 ^Sface ^amecfwith  the  noinity 

f action.  At  midday  fé  occasioning  a  confuseti 

of  both  sexes  and  of  eve  y  g  plumes,  and  pendent 

ìntermingling  of  large  cloak  ,  £ffened  and  curled  rib- 

eweS;  a  vibrating  movement  of  st.ffaied  The  ^ 

bons,  an  impeded  traihng  of  oyerflowed  with  servants 

rooms,  court-yards  and  thè  rs  0n  seemg  all  tlus 

nao-es,  bravoes,  and  mquis  g  motive,  and  felt 

Separation,  Friar  Cristoforo  guessea^  recovered  himself, 

a  momentary  perturbation  ,b  murder  publicly,  in 

and  said : — ‘  Be  it  so;  I  committe  j-vw.  ***  . 
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thè  presence  of  marn,  t* 

this  is  reparation.’- — So  with  thTt?  that  Was  an  ;njury^ 
side,  and  his  eyes  h™  the1Father>  his  companion at 

traversed  thè  court-yardhanfr°Und’  h®  passed  the 
foni  with  ver y  unceremnmVvt  ^  •  amonéT  a  crowd  who  eved 

«1  «he  mrWs”  o «h . 

at  his  approach  «rri  t  of  nobles,  who  p*av^ 

upon  him,  into  thè  presente  “otTh^’  WÌth  a  thousand  eyes 
Wh°’  surrounded  byhhsneae^  T-*  °f  the  ™nsion 

centre  of  thè  room  with  a  *  re,atlves«  stood  in  thè 
left  hand  the  hilt  of  his  sword  T'i^  Iook>  grasping  in  his 
thè  collar  of  his  cloak  over  his’breàS  ^  ^  right  he  foIded 

r—  -  ■  - 

Fnar  Cristoforo;  his  face  and  t»  ,°f  bmi-  So  was  it  with 
°  thè  by-standers  that  he  had  no t  h  VI°Ur  pIamIy  expressed 
“ltted  *o  that  humiliation  from  tìÌT“e  friar-  nor  «ub- 
discovery  immediately  conciliai  °f  man’'  and  thè 

tng  the  offended  Signor  he  '  "LL”  0n  per^iv- 

hnees  at  his  feet,  crossed  his  hanl  ^  feU  on  his 
bendm g  his  shaved  head  said  ‘  T  *  d+u  °n  hls  breast*  and 
hrother.  God  knows  how  gladlv  I  T  u  murderer  of  your 
at  thè  price  of  my  own  blfod  bm  77^  reSt°re  him  to  you 
make  inefficacious  and  tardv  et  Cann0t  be:  1  can  only 
accept  them  for  God’s  sake  ’  Alf8’  ^  lmplore  you  to 
Sxed  upon  thè  novice  and  ye.s  were  mmovably 

was  addressing;  all  ears  were  attenhvelvTT  .persona£e  he 
Friar  Cristoforo  ceased,  there  wa,  a  7  nm§;  and  when 
sion  and  respect  throughout The  7oL  ,°f  compa- 

stood  m  an  attitude  of  forced  condece  T^e  gent  eman>  who 
anger,  was  mudi  moved  at  th«  ‘j”  and  restrained 
towards  the  snpplicant  'Rise  ’  ^d'T  3’-  and  bending 
tone.  ‘  The  offence — thè  act  certa  *  i  u’  m  an  ahered 
bear— not  only  so  w \i  *  certamly— but  the  habit  VOu 
brother — I  c  F«h— M, 

—precipitate  man— rather  hastv  R  c,avaher— was  rather  a 
appomtment.  Speak  of  it  no  !„  /  ■  happ®ns  by  God’s 

yo“  -  «  p-™-e  ^  «5“i  g?5 
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thè  arm,  he  compelled  him  to  rise.  The  friar,  standing 
with  his  head  bowed,  and  his  eyes  fixed  on  thè  ground, 
replied,  ‘I  may  hope  then  that  I  have  your  forgiveness? 
And  if  I  obtain  it  from  you,  from  whom  may  I  not  hope 
it?  Oh!  if  I  might  hear  from  your  lips  that  one  word— 

pardon  !  ’  ,  - 

i  Pardon  !  ’  said  thè  gentleman.  ‘You  no  longer  need  it, 

But  since  you  desire  it,  certainly  .  .  .  certainly,  I  pardon 
you  with  my  whole  heart,  and  all  ...  >  . 

‘All!  all  !  ’  exclaimed  thè  by-standers,  with  one  voice.  The 
countenance  of  thè  friar  expanded  with  grateful  joy,  under 
which,  however,  might  be  traced  an  binubie  and  deep  com- 
punction  for  thè  evil  which  thè  forgiveness  .of  men  could 
not  repair.  The  gentleman,  overcome  by  this  deportment, 
and  urged  forward  by  thè  generai  feeling,  threw  his  arms 
round  Cristoforo’s  neck,  and  gave  and  received  thè  kiss 
of  peace. 

‘Bravo!  well  doneP  burst  forth  from  all  parts  of  thè 
room:  there  was  a  generai  movement,  and  all  gathered  round 
thè  friar.  Servants  immediately  entered,  bringing  abund- 
ance  of  refreshment.  The  Signor,  again  addressing  Cristo- 
foro,  who  was  preparing  to  retire,  said,  ‘  Father,  let  me  give 
you  some  of  these  trifles;  afford  me  this  proof  of  your 
friendship  ; 9  and  was  on  thè  point  of  helping  him  before  any 
of  thè  others;  but  he,  drawing  back  with  a  kind  of,  friendly 
resistance,  ‘These  things/  said  he,  ‘are  no  longer  for  me; 
but  God  forbid  that  I  should  refuse  your  gifts.  I  am  about 
to  start  on  my  journey  !  allow  me  to  take  a  loaf  of  bread, 
that  I  may  be  able  to  say  I  have  shared  your  charity, 
eaten  of  your  bread,  and  received  a  token  of  your  forgive- 
ness/  The  nobleman,  much  affected,  ordered  it  to  he 
brought,  and  shortly  a  waiter  entered  in  full  dress,  hearing 
thè  loaf  on  a  silvér  dish,  and  presented  it  to  thè  Father, 
who  took  it  with  many  thanks,  and  put  it  in  his  basket. 
Then,  obtaining  permission  to  depart,  he  bade  farewelì.  to 
thè  master  of  thè  house  and  those  who  stood  nearest  to  him, 
and  with  difficulty  made  his  escape  as  they  endeavoured  for 
a  moment  to  impede  his  progress;  while,  in  thè  ante- 
rooms,  he  had  to  struggle  to  free  himself  from  thè  servants, 
and  even  from  thè  bravoes,  who  kissed  thè  hem  of  his  gar- 
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rnent,  his  rope,  and  his  hood.  At  last  he  reached  thè  Street 

of^eon?0”8  *S  ln  tnumPh>  and  aceompatiied  by  a  crowd 
of  people  as  far  as  thè  gate  of  thè  city,  from  whence  he 

novidal^  IS  pedeStnan  journe>'  towards  thè  place  of  his 

had'1hLbr°ther  a?d-  0t,her  reIatives  of  thè  deceased,  who 
d  been  prepared  in  thè  morning  to  enjoy  thè  sad  triumph 
of  pride,  were  left  instead  full  of  thè  serene  joy  of  a  for- 
*  fhlmg  iand  benevo!ent  disposition.  The  company  entertained 

e  fand63  S°me*me  lo"8er’  with  feelings  of  unusual  kind- 
ness  and  cordiahty,  in  discussions  of  a  very  different  char- 
acter  to  what  they  had  anticipated  on  assembling.  Instead 
of  satisfachon  enforced,  insults  avenged,  and  obligations 
discharged,  praises  of  thè  novice,  reconciliation,  and  meek- 
”eSS’  7!."  5he  t0plCS,  °f  conversation.  And  he  who,  for 

hi!  11!1  !mf’  W0U  f  ,lave  recounted  how  Count  Muzio, 
his  father,  had  served  thè  Marquis  Stanislao,  (a  violent 

boastful  man  as  every  one  is  aware,)  in  a  well-known  en- 
counter  of  thè  same  kind,  related,  instead,  thè  penitence 
and  wonderful  patience  of  one  Friar  Simone,  who  had 
dieci  many  years  before.  When  thè  party  had  dispersed 
thè  Signor,  stili  considerably  agitated,  reconsidered  with 
surpnse  what  he  had  heard  and  had  himself  expressed,  and 
muttered  between  his  teeth,  ‘  The  devii  of  a  friar  !  ’  (  We 
must  record  his  exact  words)  ‘  The  devii  of  a  friar  !—  , 
11  he  had  knelt  there  a  few  moments  longer,  I  should 
almost  have  begged  his  pardon  for  his  having  murdered 
my  brother.— Our  story  expressly  notes  that  from  that  day 
forward  he  became  a  little  less  impetuous,  and  rather  more 
tractable. 


Father  Cristoforo  pursued  his  way  with  a  peace  of  mind 
such  as  he  had  never  experienced  since  that  terrible  event 
to  make  atonement  for  which  his  whole  life  was  henceforth 
to  be  consecrated.  He  maintained  thè  silence  usually  im- 
posed  upon  novices  without  difficulty,  being  entirely 
absorbed  in  thè  thought  of  thè  labours,  privations,  and 
humiliations  he  would  have  to  undergo  for  thè  expiation 
of  his  fault.  At  thè  usuai  hour  of  refreshment,  he 
stopped  at  thè  house  of  a  patron,  and  partook  almost 
voraciously  of  thè  bread  of  forgiveness,  reserving,  how- 
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evcr,  a  snKilì  picce,  which  he  kept  in  his  basket  as  a  perpetuai 

remembrancer.  _  .... 

It  is  not  our  intention  to  write  thè  history  of  his  cloistral 
life:  it  will  suffice  to  say,  that  while  he  willingly  and 
carefully  fulfilled  thè  duties  customarily  assigned  to 
him,  to  preach  and  to  attend  upon  thè  dying,  he  never  suf- 
fered  an  opportunity  to  pass  of  executing  two  other  offices 
which  he  had  imposed  upon  himself— thè  composing  of 
differences,  and  thè  protection  of  thè  oppressed.  _  Without 
being  aware  of  it,  he  entered  upon  these  undertakings  with 
some  portion  of  his  former  zeal,  and  a  slight  remnant  of  that 
courageous  spirit  which  humiliation  and  mortifications  had 
not  been  able  entirely  to  subdue.  His  manner  of  speaking 
was  habitually  meek  and  humble;  but  when  truth  and  justice 
were  at  stake,  he  was  immediately  animated  with  his  former 
warmth,  which,  mingled  with  and  modified  by  a  solenin  em- 
phasis  acquired  in  preaching,  imparted  to  his  language  a 
very  marked  character.  His  whole  countenance  and  deport- 
ment  indicated  a  long-continued  struggle  between  a  naturally 
hasty,  passionate  temper,  and  an  opposing  and  habitually 
victorious  will,  ever  on  thè  watch,  and  directed  by  thè  highest 
principles  and  motives.  One  of  thè  brotherhood,  his  friend, 
who  knew  him  well,  likened  him,  on  one  occasion,  to  those 
too-expressive  words— too  expressive,  that  is,  in  their  nat¬ 
urai  state,  which  some  persons,  well-behaved  enough  on 
ordinary  occasions,  pronounce,  when  overcome  by  anger,  in 
a  half-and-half  sort  of  way,  with  a  slight  change  of  letters— 
words  which  even  thus  transformed  bear  about  them  much 
of  their  primitive  energy. 

If  one  unknown  to  him,  in  Lucia’s  sad  condition,  had 
implored  thè  aid  of  Father  Cristoforo,  he  would  immedi- 
atelv  have  attended  to  thè  request;  when  it  concerned  Lucia, 
however,  he  hastened  to  her  with  doublé  solicitude,  smee 
he  knew*  and  admired  her  innocence.  He  had  already  trem^ 
bled  for  her  danger,  and  felt  a  lively  indignation  at  thè  base 
persecution  of  which  she  was  thè  object.  Besides  this, 
he  feared  that  by  advising  her  to  say  nothing  about  it,  and 
keep  quiet,  he  might  have  been  thè  cause  of  some  sacj 
consequences  ;  so  that  in  this  case  there  was  addec 
to  thè  kind  solicitude,  which  was,  as  it  were,  naturai 
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to  hitji,  that  scrupulous  perplexity  which  often  torments  thè 
mnocent. 

But  while  we  have  been  relating  thè  early  historv  of 
Father  Cristoforo,  he  has  arrìved  at  thè  village,  and  reached 
thè  door  ;  and  thè  women,  leaving  thè  harsh-toned  spinning- 
wheel  at  which  they  were  engaged,  have  risen  and  exclaimed 
with  one  voice,  Oh,  Father  Cristoforo  !  God  reward  you  ! ? 


CHAPTER  V 


FATHER  CRISTOFORO  stopped  on  thè  threshold, 
and  quickly  perceived,  by  a  glance  at  thè  women, 
that  his  presentiments  had  not  been  unfounded. 
While  raìsing  his  beard,  by  a  slight  movement  of  thè  head 
backwards,  he  said,  in  thàt  interrogative  tone  which  antic- 
ipates  a  mournful  reply,  ‘  Well  ?  ’  Lucia  answered  by  a 
flood  of  tears.  Her  mother  began  to  apologize  for  having 
dared  .  .  .  but  he  advanced  and  seated  himself  on  a  three- 
legged  stool,  and  cut  short  all  her  excuses,  by  saying  to 
Lucia,  ‘  Cairn  yourself,  my  poor  daughter.  And  you/  con- 
tinued  he,  turning  to  Agnese,  c  teli  me  what  has  happened/ 
The  good  woman  related  thè  melancholy  story  as  well  as 
she  could,  while  thè  friar  changed  colour  a  thousand  times, 
at  one  moment  raising  his  eyes  to  heaven,  thè  next,  kicking 
his  heels  on  thè  ground.  At  thè  conclusion  of  thè  recital, 
he  covered  his  face  with  his  hands,  and  exclaimed,  'Oh, 
blessed  Lord  !  how  long  !  .  .  /  But,  without  finishing  thè 
sentence,  he  turned  again  to  thè  women.  '  Poor  things  !  ’ 
said  he,  ‘  God  has  indeed  visited  you.  Poor  Lucia  !  ’ 

‘You  will  not  forsake  us,  Father?’  sobbed  Lucia.* 

‘  Forsake  you  ! ’  replied  he.  ‘  Great  God  !  with  what  face 
could  I  again  make  request  to  Him,  if  I  should  forsake 
you?  You  in  this  state!  You  whom  He  confides  to  me! 
Don’t  despair:  He  will  help  you.  He  sees  all:  He  can 
make  use  even  of  such  an  unworthy  instrument  as  I  am 
to  confound  a  .  .  .  Let  us  see:  let  me  think  what  I  can  do 
for  you/ 

So  saying,  he  leaned  his  left  elbow  on  his  knee,  laid  his 
forehead  on  his  hand,  and  with  thè  right  grasped  his  beard 
and  chin,  as  if  to  concentrate  and  hold  fast  all  thè  powers 
of  his  mind. 

But  thè  most  attentive  consideration  only  served  to  show 
more  distinctly  thè  urgency  and  intricacy  of  thè  case, 
and  how  few,  how  uncertain,  and  how  dangerous  were  thè 
ways  of  meeting  it  '  Instil  shame  into  Don  Abbondio,  and 
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make  him  sensible  of  how  mudi  he  is  fading  in  his  duty? 
Shame  and  duty  are  nothing  to  him,  when  overwhelmed 
with  fear.  Inspire  him  with  fears?  How  can  I  suggest 
one  that  would  overbalance  thè  dread  he  already  has  of  a 
musket?  Inform  thè  Cardinal- Archbishop  of  all,  and  in- 
voke  his  authority?  This  requires  time,  and  in  thè  mean 
while  what  might  not  happen?  And  afterwards,  supposing 
even  this  unhappy  innocent  were  married,  would  that  be  a 
curb  to  such  a  man?  .  .  .  Who  knows  to  what  length 
he  might  proceed?  And  resist  him?  How?  Ah  !  if  I  could/ 
thought  thè  poor  friar  :  c  if  I  could  but  engagé  in  this  cause 
my  brethren  here  and  at  Milan  !  But  it  is  not  a  common 
affair,  and  I  should  be  abandoned.  Don  Rodrigo  pretends 
to  be  a  friend  to  thè  convent,  and  professes  himself  a 
favourer  of  thè  Capuchins;  and  his  followers  havemorethan 
once  taken  refuge  with  us.  I  should  fìnd  myself  alone  in 
thè  undertaking;  I  should  be  opposed  by  meddling,  quarrel- 
some  persons;  and,  what  is  worse,  I  should,  perhaps,  by 
an  ill-timed  endeavour,  only  render  thè  condition  of  this 
poor  girl  more  hopeless.’  Having  considered  every  view 
of  thè  question,  thè  best  course  seemed  to  be  to  confront 
Don  Rodrigo  himself,  and  try,  by  entreaties,.  thè  terrors 
of  thè  life  to  come,  and  even  of  this  world,  if  that  were 
possible,  to  dissuade  him  from  his  infamous  purpose. 
At  least,  he  could  by  this  means  ascertain .  whether  he 
continued  obstinately  bent  on  his  wicked  design,  discover 
something  more  of  his  intentions,  and  act  accordingly.  While 
thè  friar  was  thus  engaged,  Renzo,  who  for  reasons  that 
every  one  can  divine,  could  not  long  absent  himself,  made 
his  appearance  at  thè  door;  but  seeing  thè  Father  absorbed 
in  thought,  and  thè  women  beckoning  to  him  not  to  inter- 
rupt  him,  he  stood  silent  on  thè  threshold.  Raising  his  head 
to  communicate  his  design  to  thè  women,  thè  friar  per- 
ceived  Renzo,  and  saluted  him  with  his  usuai  affection,  in- 
creased  and  rendered  more  intense  by  compassion. 

'Flave  they  told  you  .  .  .  Father?*  asked  Renzo,  in 
an  agitated  tone. 

‘  Only  too  much  :  and  for  that  reason  I  am  here/ 

'  What  do  you  say  to  thè  rascal  ?  *  ^ 

'What  do  you  wish  me  to  say  of  him?  He  is  far  away, 
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and  my  words  would  be  of  no  use.  But  I  say  to  you, 
m y  Renzo,  trust  in  God,  and  He  will  not  forsake  you/ 

‘  What  blessed  words  !  *  exclaimed  thè  youth.  ‘You  are 
not  one  of  those  who  always  wrong  thè  pool*.  But  thè 
Signor  Curate,  and  that  Signor  Doctor  .  .  / 

Don’t  recali  those  scenes,  Renzo,  which  only  serve  to 
irritate  you  uselessly.  I  am  a  poor  f rial*  ;  but  I  repeat  what 
I  have  said  to  these  poor  women  :  poor  as  I  am,  I  will  not 
forsake  you/ 

‘Ah!  you  are  not  like  thè  world’s  friends!  Good-for- 
nothing  creatures  that  they  are!  You  would  not  believe 
thè  protestations  they  made  me  in  prosperity.  Ha!  ha! 
They  were  ready  to  give  their  lives  for  me;  they  would 
have  defended  me  against  thè  devii.  If  I  had  had  an  enemy 
...  I  had  only  to  let  them  know  it,  and  I  should  have 
been  quickly  rid  of  him  !  And  now,  if  you  were  to  see  how 
they  draw  back  .  .  .  ’  At  this  moment  Renzo  perceived, 
on  raising  his  eyes  to  those  of  his  auditor,  that  thè  good 
friar’s  face  was  clouded,  and  he  felt  that  he  had  uttered 
something  wrong.  He  only  added  to  his  perplexities,  how- 
ever,  and  made  matters  worse,  by  trying  to  remedy  them: 

‘  I  meant  to  say  ...  I  don’t  at  all  mean  .  .  .  that  is,  I 
meant  to  say  .  .  / 

‘  What  did  you  mean  to  say  ?  Have  you,  then,  begun  to 
spoil  my  work  before  I  have  undertaken  it?  It  is  well  for 
you  that  you  have  been  undeceived  in  time.  What!  you 
went  in  search  of  friends.  .  .  and  such  friends! 
who  could  not  have  helped  you,  had  they  been  willing;  and 
you  forgot  to  seek  thè  only  One  who  can  and  will  assist 
you  !  Do  you  not  know  that  God  is  thè  friend  of  thè  af- 
flicted  who  put  their  trust  in  Him?  Do  you  not  know  that 
threatening  and  contentimi  gain  nothing  for  thè  weak? 
And  even  if  .  .  .’  Here  he  forcibly  grasped  Renzo’s  arm;  ' 
his  countenance,  without  losing  any  of  its  authority,  ex- 
pressed  a  solemn  contrition  ;  he  cast  his  eyes  on  thè  ground, 
and  his  voice  became  slow  and  almost  sepulchral  :  ‘  Even  if 
they  did,  it  is  a  terrible  gain  !  Renzo  !  will  you  trust  to  me  ? 
To  me,  did  I  say — a  feeble  mortai,  a  poor  friar?  No- 
but  will  you  trust  in  God  ?  ’  ’ 

‘Oh  yes!’  replied  Renzo;  ‘He  is  in  truth  thè  Lord.’ 
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‘  Very  well  ;  promise  me  that  you  will  not  attack  - 
that  you  will  not  provoke — any  one;  that  you  will  be 
guided  by  me.’ 

*  I  promise  you/ 

Lucia  drew  a  long  breath,  as  if  she  were  relieved  from 
a  great  weight  ;  and  Agnese  exclaimed,  4  Bravo,  my^  son  ! 

<  Listen,  my  children/  continued  Friar  Cristoforo  ;  4 1  will 
go  to-day  and  speak  to  this  man.  If  it  please  God  to^  touch 
his  heart,  and  give  force  to  my  words,  well;  but,  if  not, 
He  will  show  us  some  other  remedy.  You,  in  thè  mean 
while,  be  quiet  and  retired;  avoid  gossip^  and  don’t  show 
yourselves.  To-night,  or  to-morrow  morning,  at  thè  latest, 
you  shall  see  me  again/  So  saying,  he  cut  short  all  their 
thanks  and  benedictions,  and  departed.  He  returned  fìrst 
to  thè  convent,  where  he  arrived  in  time  to  join  thè  chorus 
in  chanting,  dined,  and  then  set  off  on  his  way  towards  thè 
den  of  thè  wild  beast  he  had  undertaken  to  tame.^ 

The  small  but  elegant  palace  of'Don  Rodrigo  stood 
by  itself,  rising  like  a  castle  from  thè  summit  of  one  of  thè 
abrupt  cliffs  by  which  thè  shore  of  thè  lake  was  broken  and 
diversified.  Our  anonymous  author  only  adds  to  this  in- 
dication,  that  thè  site  (it  would  have  been  better.to  have 
given  thè  name  in  full)  was  rather  on  thè  side  adjoining  thè 
country  of  thè  Betrothed,  about  three  miles  distant  from 
them,  and  four  from  thè  convent.  At  thè  base  of  thè  cliff, 
on  thè  side  looking  towards  thè  lake,  lay  a  group  of  cot- 
tages,  inhabited  by  thè  peasantry  in  thè  Service  of  Don  Rod¬ 
rigo,  thè  diminutive  capitai  of  his  little  kingdom.  It  was 
quite  suffici ent  to  pass  through  it  to  be  assured  of  thè  char- 
acter  and  customs  of  thè  country.  Casting  a  glance  mto 
thè  lower  rooms,  should  a  door  happen  to  be  open,  one 
saw  hanging  on  thè  wall,  fowling-pieces,  spades,  rakes,  straw 
hats,  nets,  and  powder-flasks,  in  admired  confusion.  Every- 
where  might  be  seen  powerful,  fierce-looking  men,  wearing 
a  large  lock,  turned  back  upon  their  head,  and  enclosed  in 
a  net;  old  men,  wty),  having  lost  their  teeth,  appeared  ready 
at  thè  slightest  provocation,  to  show  their  gums  ;  women,  of 
masculine  appearance,  with  strong,  sinewy  arms,  prepared 
to  come  in  to  thè  aid  of  their  tongues  on  cvery  occasion. 
Even  thè  very  children,  playing  in  thè  ioad,  displayed  in 
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their  countenances  and  behaviour  a  certain  a?r  of  provo- 
catìon  and  defìance. 

Father  Cristoforo  passed  through  this  hamlet,  and  ascended 
a  winding  foot-path  to  a  small  level  plot  of  ground,  in  front 
of  thè  palace.  The  door  wàs  shut—a  sign  that  thè  master 
of  thè  man.si.on  was  dining,  and  would  not  be  disturbed.  The 
few  small  windows  that  looked  into  thè  road,  thè  frame- 
works  of  which  were  disjointed,  and  decayed  with  age,  were 
defended  by  large  iron  bars;  and  those  of  thè  ground-floor 
were  so  high,  that  a  man  could  searcely  reach  them  by  stand¬ 
ing  on  thè  shoulders  of  another.  Perfect  silence  reigned 
around;  and  a  passer-by  might  have  deemed  it  a  deserted 
mansion,  had  not  four  crea  tur  es,  two  animate,  and  two  in¬ 
animate,  disposed  opjfesite  each  other,  outside,  given  some 
indicatión  of  inhabitants.  Two  great  vultures,  with  extended 
wings  and  pendent  heads — one  stripped  of  its  feathers,  and 
half  consumed  by  time;  thè  other  stili  feathered,  and  in  a 
state  of  preservation,  were  nailed,  one  on  each  post  of  thè 
massive  door-way  ;  and  two  bravoes,  stretched  at  full  length 
on  thè  benches  to  thè  right  and  left,  were  on  guard,  and 
expecting  their  cali  to  partake  of  thè  remains  of  thè  Signori 
table.  The  Father  stood  stili,  in  thè  attitude  of  one  who 
was  prepared  to  wait;  but  one  of  thè  bravoes  rose,  aud 
called  to  him  :  ‘  Father,  Father,  come  forward,  we  don’t  make 
Capuchins  wait  herej  we  are  friends  of  thè  convent;  and 
I  have  sometimes  been  within  it  when  thè  air  outside  was 
not  very  good  for  me,  and  when,  if  thè  door  had  been  closed 
upón  me,  I  should  have  fared  badly/  So  saying,  he  gave 
two  strokes  of  thè  knocker,  which  were  answered  immedi- 
ately  from  within,  by  thè  howling  and  yelling  of  mastiffs, 
and  curs,  and  in  a  few  moments  by  an  old  grumbling  servant  ; 
but  seeing  thè  Father,  he  made  him  a  low  bow,  quieted  thè 
animals  with  hand  and  voice,  introduced  thè  visitor  into  a 
narrow  passage,  and  closed  thè  door  again.  He  then  con- 
ducted  him  into  a  small  apartment,  and,  regarding  him  with 
a  Sttfprìsed  and  respectful  look,  said,  É  Are  you  not  •  #  • 
Father  Cristoforo  of  Pescarenico  ?’ 

‘  I  ani/ 

*  You  here?  ’ 

4  As  you  see,  my  good  man/ 
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‘  It  must  be  to  do  good,  then.  Good/  continued  he,  mut- 
tering  between  his  teeth,  as  he  stili  led  thè  way  ;  ‘  good  may 
be  done  anywhere/ 

Having  passed  through  two  or  three  dark  apartments,  they 
at  last  reached  thè  door  of  thè  dining-room,  where  they  were 
greeted  with  a  loud  and  confused  noise  of  knives,  forks, 
glasses,  pewter  dishes,  and,  above  all,  of  discordant  voices 
alternately  endeavouring  to  take  thè  lead  in  conversation. 
The  friar  wished  to  withdraw,  and  was  debating  at  thè  door 
with  thè  servant,  and  begging  permission  to  wait  in  some 
corner  of  thè  house  till  dinner  was  over,  when  thè  door 
opened.  A  certain  Count  Attilio,  who  was  sitting  opposite, 
(he  was  a  cousin  of  Don  Rodrigo,  and  we  have  already 
mentioned  him  without  giving  his  natile,)  seeing  a  shaved 
head  and  monk’s  habit,  and  perceiving  thè  modest  inten- 
tions  of  thè  good  friar,  exclaimed,  f  Aha  !  aha  !  You  sha’n’t 
make  your  escape,  reverend  Father  ;  forward,  forward  !  ’ 
Don  Rodrigo,  without  precisely  divining  thè  object  of  this 
visit,  had  a  sort  of  presentiment  of  what  awaited  him,  and 
would  have  been  glad  to  avoid  it;  but  since  Attilio  had 
thoughtlessly  given  this  blunt  invitation,  he  was  obliged  to 
second  it,  and  said,  *  Come  in,  Father,  come  in/  The  friar 
advanced,  making  a  low  bow  to  thè  host,  and  respectfully 
responded  to  thè  salutations  of  thè  guests. 

It  is  usuai  (I  do  not  say  invariable)  to  represent  thè  inno- 
cent  in  thè  presence  of  thc  wicked  with  an  open  countenance, 
an  air  of  security,  an  undaunted  heart,  and  a  ready  facility 
of  expression.  In  reality,  however,  many  circumstances  are 
required  to  produce  this  behaviour,  which  are  rarely  met 
with  in  combination.  It  will  not,  therefore,  be  wondered  at, 
that  Friar  Cristoforo,  with  thè  testimony  of  a  good  con- 
science,  and  a  firm  persuasion  of  thè  justice  of  thè  cause 
he  had  come  to  advocate,  together  with  a  mingled  feeling 
of  horror  and  compassion  for  Don  Rodrigo,  stood,  never- 
theless,  with  a  certain  air  of  timidity  and  submissiveness, 
in  thè  presence  of  this  same  Don  Rodrigo,  who  was  seated 
before  him  in  an  arm-chair,  in  his  own  house,  on  his  own 
estate,  surrounded  by  his  friends,  and  many  indications  of 
his  power,  with  every  homage  paid  to  him,  and  with  an 
expression  of  countenance  that  would  at  once  prohibit  thè 


I  PROMESSI  SPOSI 


77 


making  of  a  request,  much  more  thè  giving  advice,  correc- 
tion,  or  reproof.  On  his  right,  sat  Count  Attilio,  his  cousin, 
and,  it  is  needless  to  say,  his  companion  in  libertinism  and 
oppression,  who  had  come  from  Milan  to  spend  a  few  days 
with  him.  To  his  left,  and  on  thè  other  side  of  thè  table, 
was  seated,  with  a  profound  respect,  tempered,  however, 
with  a  certain  air  of  security,  and  even  arrogance,  thè  Signor 
Podestà;1  thè  person  whose  business  it  was,  professedly,  to 
administer  justice  to  Renzo  Tramaglino,  and  inflict  upon 
Don  Rodrigo  one  of  thè  appointed  penalties.  Opposite  thè 
Podestà,  in  an  attitude  of  thè  purest,  most  unbounded  ser- 
vility,  sat  our  Doctor,  Azzecca-Garbugli ,  with  his  black  cap, 
and  more  than  usually  red  nose;  and  facing  thè  cousins 
were  two  obscure  guests,  of  whom  our  story  merely  records 
that  they  did  nothing  but  eat,  bow  their  heads,  and  smile 
approvai  at  everything  uttered  by  a  fellow-guest,  provided 
another  did  not  contradict  it 

4  Give  thè  Father  a  seat/  said  Don  Rodrigo.  A  servant  pre- 
sented  a  chair,  and  Father  Cristoforo  sat  down,  making  some 
excuse  to  thè  Signor  for  coming  at  so  inopportune  an  hour. 

‘I  wish  to  speak  with  you  alone,  on  a  matter  of  im- 
portance/  added  thè  friar,  in  a  lower  voice,  in  Don  Rod- 
rigo’s  ear. 

*  Very  well,  I  will  attend  you/  replied  he;  4 but  in  thè 
mean  while,  bring  thè  Father  something  to  drink/ 

The  Father  tried  to  excuse  himself;  but  Don  Rodrigo, 
raising  his  voice  above  thè  re-commencing  tumult,  cried, 
‘No,  no,  you  shall  not  do  me  this  wrong;  it  shall  never  be 
said  that  a  Capuchin  left  this  house  without  tasting  my  wine, 
nor  an  insolent  creditor  thè  wood  of  my  forests/  These 
words  were  followed  by  a  generai  laugh,  and,  for  a  moment, 
interrupted  thè  question  that  was  being  warmly  agitated 
among  thè  guests.  A  servant  then  brought  in  a  bottle  of 
wine,  on  a  tray,  and  a  tali  glass,  in  thè  shape  of  a  chalice, 
and  presented  them  to  thè  Father,  who,  unwilling  to  refuse 
thè  pressing  invitation  of  one  he  so  much  wished  to  propi¬ 
nate,  did  not  hesitate  to  pour  some  out,  and  began  slowly 
to  sip  thè  wine, 

1  The  governor,  or  magistrate  of  thè  place — a  dignitary  corresponding  to 
thè  raayor  of  an  English  town;  bnt  less  dignified  in  this  instance,  because 
exereising  power  in  a  smaller  territory. 
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4  The  authority  o£  Tasso  will  not  serve  your  purpose, 
respected  Signor  Podestà;  it  even  militates  against  you/ 
resumed  Count  Attilio,  in  a  thundering  voice  ;  4  for  that 
learned,  that  great  man,  who  perfectly  understood  all  thè 
rules  of  chivalry,  has  made  thè  messenger  of  Argante  ask 
leave  of  thè  pìous  Buglione,  before  delivering  thè  challenge 
to  thè  Christian  knights  .  .  / 

*  But  this/  replied  thè  Podestà,  vociferating  no  less  vehe- 
mently,  4  this  is  a  liberty,  a  mere  liberty,  a  poetical  ornament  ; 
since  an  ambassador  is,  in  his  nature,  inviolable  by  thè  law 
of  nations,  pire  geniium .  But,  without  seeking  so  far,  thè 
proverb  says,  Ambasciai  or  non  porta  pena;  and  proverbs, 
you  know,  contain  thè  wisdom  of  thè  human  race.  Besides, 
thè  messenger  having  uttered  nothing  in  his  own  name,  but 
only  presented  thè  challenge  in  writing  .  .  / 

4  But  when  will  you  understand  that  this  messenger  was 
an  inconsiderate  ass,  who  didn’t  know  thè  first?  .  .  / 

4  With  your  leave,  gentlemen/  interrupted  Don  Rodrigo, 
who  was  afraid  of  thè  question  being  carried  too  far, 
Sve  will  refer  it  to  Father  Cristoforo,  and  abide  by  his 
sentence/ 

*  Well — very  well/  said  Count  Attilio,  highly  pleased  at 
thè  idea  of  referring  a  question  of  chivalry  to  a  Capuchin: 
while  thè  more  eager  Podestà  with  difficulty  restrained  his 
excited  feelings,  and  a  shrug  of  contempt,  which  seemed  to 
say — Absurdity  ! 

4  But,  from  what  I  have  heard/  said  thè  Father,  4  these  are 
matters  I  know  nothing  of/ 

4  As  usuai,  thè  modest  excuses  of  thè  Fathers/  said  Don 
Rodrigo  ;  4  but  you  shall  not  get  off  so  easily.  Come,  now, 
we  know  well  enough  you  did  not  come  into  thè  world  with 
a  cowl  on  your  head,  and  that  you  are  no  stranger  to  its 
ways.  See  here;  this  is  thè  question  •  .  / 

4  The  case  is  this/  began  Count  Attilio. 

4  Let  me  teli  it,  who  am  neutral,  cousin/  replied  Don  Rod¬ 
rigo.  4  This  is  thè  story.  A  Spanish  cavalier  sent  a  chal¬ 
lenge  to  a  Milanese  cavalier;  thè  bearer,  not  finding  him 
at  home,  delivered  thè  summons  to  his  brother,  who,  after 
reading  it,  gave  thè  bearer  in  reply  a  good  thrashing.  The 
dispute  is  •  •  / 


€  70 

'“«ssjstór*  •noth'r’’ cried  c°“”‘  *««* 

«sa,  whether  ,hi,Pwas  »  J™  J™,  Fa.her, 

allow  me  tosay  so”  who^ughjto  undeS^d  ‘?nd  y0U  wil1 

",  ?^sxis 

me  ìs,  why  you  think  so  much  of^he  T^,',  What  puzzIes 
scoundrel.’  n  ot  tIle  shoulders  of  a  mean 

You  would  «akTtfl  t°dUttalLSedh0UlderS’  Sign0f  Count? 
entered  my  mind.  I  spoke of  hh  !Ìn°nsense  SUch  as  never 
and  am  now  considering  thè  laws  nV’ 1*°*  7°f  JllS  sll°ulders  ; 
as  to  teli  me  whether  thè Terald  h!  flu^  .  Be  80  Sood 
sent  to  bid  defiance  to  other  nationc  %  j’t  ancient  Roman  s 
their  message;  and  fimi  me  one  wrìtef  t0  announce 
a  Gerald  was  ever  beaten.’  ter  W1°  mentions  that 

us— a  simple  natira^nTin thtsVthT11*  f  °mfns  to  do  with 
But,  according  to  thè  law?  nf  ln^s  ^ar,  far  behind  us? 
thè  only  right  o„es  I  aLm°d-rn  .chiva3^  whi<*  are 
who  dared  to  place  a  chall  •  mamtain  that  a  messenger 
out  having  askPedChias  of  a  ^night  wl£ 

may  be  beaten,  and  who  richly  deserTes1”?^0118  ^  Wh° 

treac^^  person  is  a 

arms.  Ergo  .  .  ’  messenger  de  was  wjthout 

;wv^sisnOTP^-' 

oi  zr:  s11"*  abr?  *  -  »  « 

,m,  or  to  shoot  him  in  thè  back  à.'vi'Tr,  *  ?word  behind 
are  certain  exceptions  b,,t  ?  ’  „  !°  thls  eVen  there 

I  allow  that  this  may  generally  be  calI^M  kèep  t0  t3le  P°mt. 
but  to  bestow  four  blows  on  a  In  6d/!ì  act  of  treachery; 
would  have  been  a  likely  thing  m  llke  him  !  14 

J  a  10  say:  Take  care  I  don’t 
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bea,  y««.  » 

»  «"  “”  "sson  i,’,° lhe 

of  this  Signor?’  confusion.  ‘I  enjoy  this 

‘  I  .  •  •  replied  thè  Do«°r’  acci<icnt  that  has  given 

learned  dispute,  and  am  g  J  *  ^  But  it  does  not 

occasion  to  so  agreea  ®  ^-s  piustrious  lordship  has 

belong  to  me  to  Slv.e  'tlie  j'ather  here  .  . 

^T^tai d“  Don”  Rodrigo  ;  '  ta.  how  is  th.  judge  to  speak 

^Taf  duS“d  Coùnt  Attilio! “‘he  Podestà  «ad.  a  sig.t 

'“Àh!  Tlas” '  Wk*t  do  yof  <**.  F"her!'  ^  D°“ 

Rodrigo  with  half-jesting  jpavity.  *  g  X  don’t  under- 

SBÀ  S^'SKd  SS'SaS  tetotoiog  die 

*  *  «*-  ■*« — toe 

,0“sin'e“oÓewril.  it,  m,  htt.tbl,  optata  .ha.  .Lete  should 

he  neither  challeEges,  boarer®’  (  unfeigned  astomslunent. 

The  guests  'f  Conni  Attilio.  'Pardon 

”°.  H°e!  °UdeDon  Rodrigo.  '  Ha  I  ha  !  he  kno.»  it.  con.,», 

as  well  as  you  do:  isn’t  it  t interrogation,  thè 
Instead  of  replying  «.  .g  aimed  at  y0u  ;  but  remem- 
Father  said  to  himself  '  \  for  yourself  ;  and  that  which 

ber,  friar,  that  you  are  not  he  e  wr  y  account. 

^  '  ‘  ‘  15 

‘  Father  Cristoforo,’  replied  more  than^on^^^^  with  your 

‘But,  Father  Cjfojo,  ™^  upside  down.  Without 

principles  you  would  turi  FareweU  to  thè  pomt  of 
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honour;  impunity  for  all  villains.  •  Fortunately,  however,  thè 

^Up^XctonupTbroke  in  Don  Rodrigo,  who  always  tried 
to  divért  thè  argument  from  thè  originai  disputants  You 
are  thè  man  to  argue  on  any  matter  Let  us  see  what  you 
will  do  in  discussing  this  question  with  Father  Cristoforo. 

<  Reallv replied  thè  Doctor,  brandishmg  his  fork  in  thè 
air,  and  turning  to  thè  Father,  ‘ready  I  cannot  understan 
how  Father  Cristoforo,  who  is  at  once  thè  perfect  devotee 
and  a  man  of  thè  world,  should  not  remember  that  his  sen- 
tence,  good,  excellent,  and  of  just  weight,  as  it  is  m  thè 
ouloit  is  of  no  value  (with  due  respect  he  ìt  spoken)  m  a 
question  of  chivalry.  But  thè  Father  better  than 

I,  that  everything  is  good  in  its  place;  and  I  thmk  that  this 
time  he  has  only  endeavoured  thè  escape  by  a  jest  from  thè 
difficulty  of  giving  sentence/ 

What  can  one  reply  to  reasonings  deduced  from  a  wisdom 
so  ancient,  yet  so  new  ?  Nothing  ;  and  so  thought  our  friar 

But  Don  Rodrigo,  wishing  to  cut  short  this  dispute  prò 
ceeded  to  suggest  another.  ‘  Apropos,’  said  he;  I  hear  there 
are  rumours  of  an  accommodation  at  Milan. 

The  reader  must  know  that,  at  this  time,  there  was  a  con¬ 
test  for  thè  succession  to  thè  Duchy  of  Mantua,  which,  on 
thè  death  of  Vincenzo  Gonzaga,  who  left  no  male  issue, 
had  fallen  into  thè  possession  of  thè  Duke  of  Nevers, 
Gonzaga’s  nearest  relation.  Louis  XIII.,  or  rather  Car¬ 
dinal  Richelieu,  wished  to  support  him  on  account  of  lus 
being  well-disposed  toward  thè  French.  Philip  IV.,  or  rather 
thè  Count  D’Olivares,  commonly  called  thè  Count  Duke, 
opposed  him  for  thè  same  reason,  and  had  declared  war 
against  him.  As  thè  Duchy  was  a  fief  of  thè  empire,  thè 
two  parties  made  interest,  by  intrigue,  threats,  an  so  lei  a 
tions  at  thè  court  of  thè  Emperor  Ferdinand  II.  ;  thè  former 
urging  him  to  grant  thè  investiture  to  thè  new  Duke,  thè 
latter  to  refuse  it,  and  even  assist  in  bamshmg  him  from  thè 

Q-j-o  Fp 

‘  I  am  inclined  to  think,’  said  Count  Attilio,  ‘  that  matters 
mav  be  adjusted.  I  have  certain  reasons  .  .  .’  .  ,  . 

‘  Don’t  believe  it,  Signor  Count,  don’t  believe  it,  inter- 
rupted  thè  Podestà;  ‘  even  in  this  corner  of  thè  world  I  have 
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means  of  ascertaining  thè  state  of  things;  for  thè  Soanish 

IZTI  f  *h\castl\wh0  condescen^s’to  make  meTs 
friend  and  who  being  thè  son  of  one  of  thè  Count  Duke’s 
dependents,  ìs  informed  of  everything.  .  . 

Z°U’  1  have  °PP°rtunity  every  day  at  Milan  of 
,,  pg  wlth  freat  men;  and  I  know,  on  good  authority,  that 
thè  Pope  is  highly  mterested  in  thè  restoration  of  peace  and 
has  made  propositions  .  .  /  ^ 

rr'i0  11  °Ught,to  ke>  the  thing  is  according  to  rule,  and  his 
Holmess  does  his  duty  ;  a  Pope  ought  always  to  mediate  be- 

pollcy  andnStla’  PnnCeS;  but  the  Count  Duke  has  his  own 

Pmnenria^d’.andrd°  kll0W’  S°°d  SÌgnor.  what  thè 
Emperor  thinks  of  ìt  at  this  moment?  Do  you  think  there  is 

no  other  place  m  the  world  besides  Mantua?  There  are 
niany  things  to  be  looked  after,  my  good  Signor.  Do  you 

ronfiò  fOT  TT?,6’  how,  far  the  EmPeror  can,  at  this  moment, 

fT^vìnT  P,rmfe  Valdistano,  or  Vallestai,  or  whatever 
tney  cali  him  ;  and  whether  .  .  / 

< .  !!1S  r.Ight  n.ame  5n  German,’  again  interrupted  the  Podestà 
is  Vagliensteino  as  I  have  often  heard  it  pronounced  by  our 
Spamsh  Signor,  the  governor  of  the  castle.  But  be  of  good 

‘Will  you  teach  me?’  exclaimed  the  Count,  angrily;  but 
Don  Rodrigo  motioned  to  him  with  his  knee,  for  his  sake 
to  cease  contradiction.  He  therefore  remained  silent;  and 
e  Podestà,  hke  a  vessel  disengaged  from  a  sand-bank, 
con tmued,  with  wide-spread  sails,  the  course  of  his  elo¬ 
quente.  Vaghensteino  gives  me  little  concern,  because  the 
wrhaS  hlS  eyeS  0n  everything,  and  in  every  place; 

him  l*  xem°  chooses  t0  P lay  an7  tricks,  he  will  set 

him  nght  with  fair  words  or  foul.  He  has  his  eye  every- 

^  T'u  Sàrt  an<^  °n^  arms’  an<^  ^  he  has  resolved,  as  he 
justly  has,  hke  a  good  politician,  that  the  Signor  Duke  of 
Nevers  shall  not  take  root  in  Mantua,  the  Signor  Duke  of 
Revers  will  not  take  root  there,  and  the  Cardinal  Richelieu 

W1  Jme.ln  the  water‘  11  makes  me  smile  to  see  this 
worthy  Signor  Cardinal  contending  with  a  Count  Duke— 
with  an  Ohvares.  I  should  like  to  rise  again,  after  a  lapse 
of  two  hundred  years,  to  hear  what  posterity  will  say  of  these 
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fine  pretensions.  It  requires  something  more  than  envy: 
there  must  be  a  head  ;  and  of  heads  like  that  of  a  Count  Duke 
there  is  but  one  in  thè  world,  The  Count  Duke,  my  gòod 
Signors/  continued  thè  Podestà,  sailing  before  thè  wind,  and 
a  little  surprised  at  not  encountering  one  shoal,  '  thè  Count 
Duke  is  an  aged  fox,  (speaking  with  all  respect,)  who  can 
make  anybody  lose  his  track;  when  he  aims  at  thè  right,  wc 
may  be  sure  he  will  take  thè  left;  so  that  no  one  can  boast  of 
knowing  his  intentions;  and  even  they  who  execute  them, 
and  they  who  write  his  despatches,  under  stand  nothing  o£ 
them.  I  can  speak  with  some  knowledge  of  thè  circum- 
stances;  for  that  worthy  man,  thè  Governor  of  thè  Castle, 
deigns  to  place  some  confidence  in  me.  The  Count  Duke, 
on  thè  other  hand,  knows  exactly  what  is  going  forward  in 
all  thè  other  Courts,  and  their  great  politicians — many  of 
whom,  it  cannot  be  denied,  are  very  upright  meh — have 
scarcely  imagined  a  design  before  thè  Count  Duke  has  dis~ 
covered  it,  with  that  clever  head  of  his,  his  underhatìd  ways, 
and  his  nets  everywhere  spread.  That  poor  man,  thè  Cardinal 
Richelieu,  makes  an  attempt  here ,  busies  himself  there ;  he 
toils,  he  strives;  and  what  for?  When  he  has  succeeded  in 
digging  a  mine,  he  finds  a  countermine  already  completed  by 
thè  Count  Duke  .  .  / 

No  one  knows  when  thè  Podestà  would  have  come  ashore, 
had  not  Don  Rodrigo,  urged  by  thè  suggestions  of  his  cousin, 
ordered  a  servant  to  bring  him  a  cèrtain  bottle  of  wine, 

'Signor  Podestà/  said  he,  'and  gentlemen;  a  toast  to  thè 
Count  Duke;  and  you  will  then  teli  me  whether  thè  wine  is 
worthy  of  thè  person/  The  Podestà  replied  by  a  bow,  in 
which  might  be  discerned  an  expression  of  particular  ac- 
knowledgment  ;  for  all  that  was  said  or  done  in  honour  of  thè 
Duke,  he  received,  in  part,  as  done  to  himself. 

'  Long  live  Don  Gasparo  Guzman,  Count  of  Olivares,  Duke 
of  San  Lucar,  grand  Private  of  thè  King,  Don  Philip  thè 
Great,  our  Sovereign  !  ’  exclaimed  Don  Rodrigo,  raising  his 
glass. 

Private  (for  thè  Information  of  those  who  know  it  not) 
was  thè  title  used  in  those  days  to  signify  thè  favourite  of  a 
prince. 

'  Long  live  thè  Count  !  *  replied  all. 
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É  Help  thè  Father/  said  Don  Rodrigo. 

‘  Excuse  me/  replied  thè  Father  ;  ‘  but  I  have  already  been 
guilty  of  a  breach  of  discipline,  and  I  cannot  .  .  / 

‘  What  !  ’  said  Don  Rodrigo  ;  ‘  it  is  a  toast  to  thè  Count  Duke. 
*  Will  you  make  us  believe  that  you  hold  with  thè  Navarrines  ?  ’ 

Thus  they  contemptuously  styled  thè  French  Princes  of 
Navarre,  who  had  begun  to  reign  over  them  in  thè  time  of 
Henry  IV. 

On  such  an  adjuration,  he  was  obliged  to  taste  thè  wine. 
All  thè  guests  broke  out  in  exclamations  and  encomiums 
upon  it,  except  thè  Doctor,  who,  by  thè  gesture  of  his  head, 
thè  glance  of  his  eyes,  and  thè  compression  of  his  lips,  ex- 
pressed  much  more  than  he  could  have  done  by  words. 

‘  What  do  you  say  of  it,  eh,  Doctor  ?  5  asked  Don  Rodrigo. 

Withdrawing  from  thè  wine-glass  a  nose  more  ruddy  and 
bright  than  itself,  thè  Doctor  replied,  with  marked  emphasis 
upon  every  syllable  :  ‘  I  say,  pronounce,  and  affirm  that  this 
is  thè  Olivares  of  wines  ;  censui,  et  in  eam  ivi  sententiam ,  that 
its  equal  cannot  be  found  in  thè  twenty-two  kìngdoms  of  thè 
King,  our  Sovereign,  whom  God  defend!  I  declare  and 
determine  that  thè  dinners  of  thè  most  noble  Signor  Don 
Rodrigo  excel  thè  suppers  of  Heliogabalus,  and  that  famine 
is  perpetually  banished  and  excluded  from  this  place,  where 
splendour  reigns  and  has  its  abode/ 

‘  Well  said  !  well  defined  !  ’  cried  thè  guests,  with  one  voice; 
but  thè  word  famine ,  which  he  had  uttered  by  chance,  at 
once  directed  thè  minds  of  all  to  this  mournful  subject,  and 
every  one  spoke  of  thè  famine.  In  this  matter  they  were 
all  agreed,  at  least  on  thè  main  point;  but  thè  uproar  was 
greater,  perhaps,  than  if  there  had  been  a  diversity  of  opin¬ 
ion.  All  spoke  at  once.  ‘  There  is  no  famine/  said  one  ;  ‘  it 
is  thè  monopolists  .  .  / 

‘And  thè  bakers/  said  another,  ‘  who  hide  thè  grain.  Hang 
them,  say  1/ 

‘  Yes,  yes,  hang  them  without  mercy/ 

‘  Upon  fair  trial/  cried  thè  Podestà. 

‘Trial?’  cried  Count  Attilio,  more  loudly.  ‘  Summary 
justice,  I  say.  Take  three  or  four,  or  five  or  six,  of  those 
who  are  acknowledged  by  thè  common  voice  to  be  thè  richest 
and  most  avaricious,  and  hang  them/ 
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‘  Examples  !  examples  !— without  examples,  nothing  can  be 
done/ 

‘  Hang  them  !  hang  them  !  and  grain  will  flow  out  in  abun- 
dance.) 

Whoever,  in  passing  through  a  fair,  has  had  thè  pleasure 
of  hearing  thè  harmony  produced  by  a  party  of  fiddlers,  when 
between  one  air  and  another,  each  one  tunes  his  instrument* 
making  it  sound  as  loud  as  possible,  that  he  may  thè  more 
distinctly  hear  it  in  thè  midst  of,  and  above,  thè  surrounding 
uproar,  may  imagine  what  would  be  thè  harmony  of  these 
(if  one  may  so  say)  discourses.  The  party  continued  pour- 
mg  out  and  drinking  thè  wine,  while  thè  praises  of  it  were 
mingled,  as  was  but  just,  with  sentences  of  economical  juris- 
prudence;  so  that  thè  loudest,  and  most  frequently  heard 
words  were — nectar,  and  hang  them.  ’ 

Don  Rodrigo,  in  thè  mean  while,  glanced  from  time  to  time 
towards  thè  friar,  and  always  saw  him  in  thè  same  station 
gmng  no  signs  of  impatience  or  hurry,  without  a  movement 
tending  to  remind  him  that  he  was  waiting  his  leisure,  but 
with  thè  air  of  one  who  was  determined  not  to  depart  till  he 
had  had  a  hearing.  He  would  gladly  havc  sent  him  away, 
and  escaped  thè  interview  ;  but  to  dismiss  a  Capuchin  with¬ 
out  havmg  given  him  audience,  was  not  according  to  thè 
rules  of  his  policy.  However,  since  thè  annoying  duty  could 
not  be  avoided,  he  resolved  to  discharge  it  at  once,  and  free 
unself  from  thè  obligation.  He  therefore  rose  from  thè 
table,  and  with  him  all  thè  excited  party,  without  ceasing 
them  clamour.  Having  asked  leave  of  his  guests,  he  ad- 
vanced  in  a  haughty  manner  towards  thè  friar,  who  had  im- 
medmtely  risen  with  thè  rest;  and  saying  to  him,  ‘At  your 
eommand,  Fatlier,’  conducted  him  into  another  apartment. 


CHAPTER  VI 


*TT0W  can  1  obey  y0U?  *  Saìd  Rodri&°>  standing  in 

I — I  thè  middle  of  thè  room.  His  words  were  these  ;  but 

J _ L  thè  tone  in  which  they  were  pronounced,  clearly 

meant  to  say,  remember  before  whom  you  are  standing,  take 
heed  to  your  words,  and  be  expeditious. 

There  was  no  surer  or  quicker  way  of  inspiring  Friar 
Cristoforo  with  courage,  than  to  address  him  with  haughti- 
ness.  He  had  stood  waveringly,  and  at  a  loss  for  words, 
passiiig  through  his  fingers  thè  beads  of  thè  rosary  that 
hung  at  his  girdle,  as  if  he  hoped  to  find  in  some  of  them  an 
introduction  to  his  speech;  but  at  this  behaviour  of  Don 
Rodrigo’s,  there  instantly  rose  to  his  mind  more  to  say 
than  he  had  want  of.  Immediately,  however,  recollecting 
how  important  it  was  not  to  spoil  his  work,  or,  what  was  far 
worse,  thè  work  he  had  undertaken  for  others,  he  corrected 
and  tempered  thè  language  that  had  presented  itself  to  his 
mind,  and  said,  with  cautious  humility  ;  4 1  come  to  propose 
to  you  an  act  of  justice,  to  supplicate  a  deed  of  mercy. 
Some  men  of  bad  character  have  made  use  of  thè  name  of 
yòUf  illustrious  lordship,  to  alarm  a  poor  curate,  and  dissuade 
him  from  performing  his  duty,  and  to  oppress  two  innocent 
pèfsóns.  You  can  confound  them  by  a  word,  restore  all 
to  order,  and  relieve  those  who  are  so  shamefully  wronged. 
You  are  able  to  do  it;  and  being  able  .  .  .  conscience,  hon- 
ouf  .  .  / 

<  You  will  be  good  enough  to  talk  of  my  conscience  when 
I  ask  your  advice  about  it.  As  to  my  honour,  I  beg  to  inform 
you,  I  am  thè  guardian  of  it,  and  I  only  ;  and  that  whoever 
dares  intrude  himself  to  share  thè  guardianship  with  me,  I 
regard  as  a  rash  man,  who  offends  against  it.’ 

Friar  Cristoforo,  perceiving  from  these  words  that  thè 
Signor  sought  to  put  a  wrong  construction  on  all  he  said,  and 
to  turn  thè  discourse  into  a  dispute,  so  as  to  prevent  his 
Corning  to  thè  main  point,  bound  himself  stili  more  rigidly  to 
be  patient,  and  to  swallow  every  insult  he  inight  please  to 
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offer.  He  therefore  replied,  in  a  subdued  tone,  ‘If  I  have 
said  anything  to  offend  you,  I  certainìy  did  not  intend  it. 
Cerrect  me,  reprove  me,  if  I  do  not  speak  becomingly,  but 
deign  to  listen  to  me.  For  Heaven's  sake—for  thè  sake  of 
that  God  in  whose  presence  we  must  all  appear  .  .  /  and  in 
saying  this,  he  took  between  his  hands  thè  little  cross  of  wood 
appended  to  his  rosary,  and  held  it  up  before  thè  eyes  of  his 
frowning  auditor  ;  4  be  not  obstinately  resolved  to  refuse  an 
act  of  justice  so  easy  and  so  due  to  thè  poor.  Remember  that 
God’s  eye  is  ever  over  them,  and  that  their  imprecations  are 
heard  above.  Innocence  is  power  fui  in  His  .  .  / 

‘Aha!  father!*  sharply  interrupted  Don  Rodrigo:  f  thè 
respect  I  bear  to  your  habit  is  great;  but  if  anything  could 
make  me  forget  it,  it  would  be  to  see  it  on  one  who  dares  to 
come  as  a  spy  into  my  house/ 

These  words  brought  a  crimson  glow  upon  thè  cheeks  of 
thè  friar  ;  but  with  thè  countenance  of  one  who  swallows  a 
very  bitter  medicine,  he  replied,  *  You  do  not  think  I  deserve 
such  a  title.  You  feel  in  your  heart  that  thè  act  I  am  now 
performing  is  neither  wicked  nor  contemptible.  Listen  to  me, 
Signor  Don  Rodrigo  ;  and  Heaven  grant  a  day  may  not  come 
in  which  you  will  have  to  repent  of  not  having  listened  to 
me  !  I  will  not  lessen  your  honour. — What  honour,  Signor 
Don  Rodrigo  !  what  honour  in  thè  sight  of  men  !  what  honour 
in  thè  sight  of  God  !  You  have  much  in  your  power,  but . .  / 

*  Don't  you  know/  said  Don  Rodrigo,  interrupting  him  in 
an  agitated  tone,  thè  mingled  effect  of  anger  and  remorse, 
‘don't  you  know  that  when  thè  fancy  takes  me  to  hear  a 
sermon,  I  can  go  to  church  like  other  people?  But  in  my 
own  house  !  Oh  !  ’  continued  he,  with  a  forced  smile  of  mock- 
ery:  'You  treat  me  as  though  I  were  of  higher  rank  than 
I  am.  It  is  only  princes  who  have  a  preacher  in  their  own 
houses/ 

*  And  that  God  who  requires  princes  to  render  an  account 
of  thè  word  preached  to  them  in  their  palaces,  that  God 
who  now  bestows  upon  you  a  token  of  His  mercy,  by  sending 
His  mini  ster,  though  indeed  a  poor  and  unworthy  one,  to 
intercede  for  an  innocent  .  •  / 

*  In  short,  father/  said  Don  Rodrigo,  preparing  to  go,  *  I 
don’t  know  what  you  mean  :  I  can  only  suppose  there  must 
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be  some  young  girl  you  are  concerned  about.  Make  con- 
fìdants  of  whom  you  please,  but  don’t  have  thè  assurance 
to  annoy  a  gentleman  any  longer/ 

On  thè  movement  of  Don  Rodrigo,  thè  friar  also  advanced, 
reverently  placed  himself  in  his  way,  raised  his  hands,  both 
in  an  attitude  of  supplication,  and  also  to  detain  him,  and 
again  replied,  *  I  am  concerned  for  her,  it  is  true,  but  not 
more  than  for  yourself  :  there  are  two  persons  who  concern 
me  more  than  my  own  life.  Don  Rodrigo  !  I  can  only  pray 
for  you  ;  but  this  I  will  do  with  my  whole  heart.  Do  not  say 
“no”  to  me;  do  not  keep  a  poor  innocent  in  anguish  and 
terror.  One  word  frolli  you  will  do  all/ 

‘Well/  said  Don  Rodrigo,  4  since  you  seem  to  think  I  can 
do  so  much  for  this  persoti  ;  since  you  afe  so  much  interested 
for  her  .  .  / 

‘Well?’  said  Father  Cristoforo,  anxiously,  while  thè  be- 
haviour  and  countenance  of  Don  Rodrigo  forbade  his  indulg- 
ing  in  thè  hope  which  thè  words  appeared  to  warrant. 

4  Well;  advise  her  to  come  and  put  herself  under  my  pro- 
tection.  She  shall  want  for  nothing,  and  no  one  shall  dare 
molest  her,  as  I  am  a  gentleman.’ 

At  sudi  a  proposai,  thè  indignation  of  thè  friar,  hitherto 
with  difficulty  confined  wìthin  bounds,  burst  forth  without 
restraint.  All  his  good  resolutions  of  prudence  and  patience 
forsook  him,  thè  old  nature  usurped  thè  place  of  thè  new; 
and  in  these  cases  Father  Cristoforo  was  indeed  like  two 
different  men. 

‘Your  protection  ! 9  exclaimed  he,  retiring  a  step  or  two, 
and  fìercely  resting  on  his  right  foot,  his  right  hand  placed 
on  his  hip,  his  left  held  up,  pointing  with  his  fore-finger 
towards  Don  Rodrigo,  and  two  fiery-glancing  eyes  piercingly 
fixed  upon  him:  ‘your  protection!  Woe  be  to  you  that 
have  thus  spoken,  that  you  have  made  me  such  a  proposal. 
You  have  filled  up  thè  measure  of  your  iniquity,  and  I  no 
longer  fear  you/ 

‘  How  are  you  speaking  to  me,  friar  ?  ’ 

*  I  speak  as  to  one  who  is  forsaken  by  God,  and  who  can 
no  longer  excite  fear.  I  knew  that  this  innocent  was  under 
God’s  protection;  but  you,  you  have  now  made  me  feel  it 
with  so  much  certainty,  that  I  have  no  longer  need  to  ask 
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protection  of  you.  Lucia,  I  say — see  how  I  pronounce  this 

name  with  a  bold  face  and  unmoved  expression/ 
f  What  !  in  this  house  !  ’ 

*  *  Pi1;y  house  ;  a  curse  is  suspended  over  it.  You  will 
see  whether  thè  justice  of  God  can  be  resisted  by  four  walls, 
and  four  bravoes  at  your  gates.  Thought  you  that  God  had 
made  a  creature  in  his  image,  to  give  you  thè  delight  of 
tormentmg  her?  Thought  you  that  He  would  not  defend 
her?  You  have  despised  His  counsel,  and  you  will  be  judged 
for  it  !  The  heart  of  Pharaoh  was  hardened,  like  yours,  but 
God  knew  how  to  break  it.  Lucia  is  safe  from  you;  ì  do 
not  hesitate  to  say  so,  though  a  poor  friar:  and  as  to  you 
"Sten  what  I  predici  to  you.  A  day  will  come  .  .  / 

Don  Rodrigo  had  stood  till  now  with  a  mingled  feeling  of 
rage  and  mute  astonishment  ;  but  on  hearing  thè  beginning 
of  this  prediction,  an  undefined  and  mysterious  fear  was 
added  to  his  anger.  Hastily  seizing  thè  Father’s  outstretched 
arm,  and  raising  his  voice  to  drown  that  of  thè  inauspicious 

prophet,  he  exclaimed,  *  Get  out  of  my  sight,  rash  villain _ . 

cowled  rascal  !  ’ 

These  definite  appellatici  calmed  Father  Cristoforo  in  a 
moment.  The  idea,  of  submission  and  silence  had  been  so 
long  associated  in  his  mind  with  that  of  contempt  and  injury, 
that  at  this  compliment  every  feeling  of  warmth  and  em 
thusiasm  instantly  subsided,  and  he  only  resolved  to  listen 
patiently  to  whatever  Don  Rodrigo  might  be  pleased  to 
subjoin. 

Quietly,  then,  withdrawing  his  hand  from  thè  Signori 
grasp,  he  stood  motionless,  with  his  head  bent  down- 
wards,  as  an  aged  tree,  in  thè  sudden  lulling  of  an  over- 
bearing  storm,  respmes  its  naturai  position,  and  receives  on 
ìts^drooping  branches  thè  hail  as  Heaven  sends  it. 

Vile  upstart  !  ’  continued  Don  Rodrigo  ;  *  you  treat  me 
like  an  equal:  but  thank  thè  cassock  that  covers  your  cow- 
ardly  shoulders  for  saving  you  from  thè  caresses  that  such 
scoundrels  as  you  should  receive,  to  teach  them  how  to 
talk  to  a  gentleman.  Depart  with  sound  limbs  for  this  once 
or  we  shall  see/  ' 

So  saying,  he  pointed  with  imperious  scorn  to  a  door  op¬ 
poste  thè  one  they  had  entered;  and  Father  Cristoforo 
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bowed  his  head  and  departed,  leaving  Don  Rodrigo  to 
measure,  with  excited  steps,  thè  fìeld  of  battle, 

When  thè  friar  had  closed  thè  door  behind  him,  he  per- 
ceived  some  one  in  thè  apartment  he  had  entered,  stealing 
softly  along  thè  wall,  that  he  might  not  be  seen  from  thè  room 
of  conference;  and  he  instantly  recognized  thè  aged  servant 
who  had  received  him  at  thè  door  on  his  arrivai.  This  man 
had  lived  in  thè  family  for  forty  years,  that  is,  since  be- 
fore  Don  Rodrigo’s  birth,  having  been  in  thè  Service  óf 
his  father,  who  was  a  very  different  kind  of  man.  On  his 
death,  thè  new  master  dismissed  all  thè  household,  and  hired 
a  fresh  set  of  attendants,  retaining,  however,  this  one  ser¬ 
vant,  both  because  he  was  old,  and  because,  although  of  a 
temper  and  habits  widely  different  from  his  own,  he  made 
amends  for  this  defect  by  two  qualifications— a  lofty  idea  of 
thè  dignity  of  thè  house,  and  long  experience  in  its  cere- 
monials  ;  with  thè  most  ancient  traditions  and  minute  par- 
ticulars  of  which  he  was  better  acquainted  than  any  one 
else.  In  thè  presence  of  his  master,  thè  poor  old  man  never 
ventured  a  sign,  stili  less  an  expression,  of  his  disapprobation 
of  what  he  saw  around  him  every  day  ;  but  at  times  he  could 
scarcely  refrain  from  some  exclamation — some  reproof  mur- 
mured  between  his  lips  to  his  fellow-servants.  They,  highly 
diverted  at  his  remarks,  would  sometimes  urge  him  to  cop- 
versation,  provoking  him  to  find  fault  with  thè  present  state 
of  things,  and  to  sound  thè  praises  of  thè  ancient  way  of 
living  in  thè  family.  His  censures  only  carne  to  his  master^ 
ears  accompanied  by  a  relation  of  thè  ridicule  bestowed  upon 
them,  so  that  they  merely  succeeded  in  making  him  an  object 
of  contempt  without  resentment.  On  days  of  ceremony  and 
entertainment,  however,  thè  old  man  became  a  persoti  of 
serious  importance. 

>  Father  Cristoforo  looked  at  him  as  he  passed,  saluted  him, 
and  was  about  to  go  forward  ;  but  thè  old  man  approached 
with  a  mysterious  air,  put  his  fore-fìnger  on  his  lips,  and 
then  beckoned  to  him,  with  thè  said  fore-fìnger,  to  accom- 
pany  him  into  a  dark  passage,  where  in  an  under  tone, 
he  said,  f  Father,  I  have  heard  all  and  I  want  to  speak 

to  you.’  ? 

‘  Speak  up  then,  at  once,  my  good  man/ 
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—*  “i"'  ;°r ,  “e  r. s"  t,??"7s  ■  ■  • 

my  sòul.  ut  1  wisl1  to  save 

«r^vs  7ytL*LSt'  ,re^rrh”7  r 

no  _q2£  “J .“  X'’ h2"  s'hL“"“!  ’d'o»'?  tSy 
T,he  0°,heTS“,d  t‘h”k,"E  ““«"“'J’  »™»<t  »«  w«t  ÓS 

I^^»-m?kLSS 

exceptions  to  thè  most-generally-received  rules? 

.  ,  .ese  are  cluestions  which  we  leave  thè  reader  to  resolve 

«i'K  rS«d°,a”S.  PrM'nd  *°  gi"  »  is 

ifh  morì  trìZÌ 

he  hastened  down  thè  descent,  his  face  flushed,  and  his  mind 

had  TerenH  e  ìma§,ine’  agitated  and  confused  by  what  he 

thè  mr  y  and  said‘  But  the  «neXpected  proffer  of 
thè  old  man  had  been  a  great  relief  to  him;  it  seemed  as  if 

Heaven  had  given  him  a  visible  token  of  its  protection  Etere 
is  a  due,  thought  he,  that  Providence  has  potato  my  hS 
n  is  very  ouse,  tool  and  without  my  even  dreaming  of 
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d°ayC  wa! 

Itrictly-enforced  rules  of  thè  Capuchm  discipline. 

in  thp  meati  time  there  had  been  plans  proposed  and  de 
bated  in  Lucia’s  cottage,  with  which  itis  jecessary  toac^la’" 

his  position  every  moment,  to  avotd  thè  s  g  ntly 

fui  face  yet  without  heart  to  leave  her;  Agnese,  apparemy 

with  in  ter.)  I  will  ««dettale,  to  set  yoo -  »<  f  * “f"  ™ 
bettet,  perhaps,  and  mot.  q»**  *“ loòtd  ai 

ber"  m'orlici  with  aTace  more  expressive  of  won*!r 

“5S:rt.«a"à"  Sio:  -i.  we  were  married. 

.  .  One  may  live  anywhere  ;  and  at  Eergamo  not  ar  ro 
'  „  -tt  ,.,„aver  Would  be  received  with  open  arms.  ion 

and  if  I  '«wuld  ah  go 

™Zr7oXl  S  blessed  peace,  out  of  this  villa*. 
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reach,  and  far  from  temptation  to  do  a  rash  deed.  Isn’t  it 
true,  Lucia  ? ’ 

‘Yes/  said  Lucia;  ‘but  how?  .  .  .’ 

‘  As  I  have  told  you,’  replied  Agnese.  ‘  Be  bold  and  expert, 
and  thè  thing  is  easy.’ 

‘  Easy  !  ’  at  thè  same  moment  exclaimed  thè  two  lovers,  to 
whom  it  had  become  so  strangely  and  sadly  difficult. 

‘  Easy,  if  you  know  how  to  go  about  it,’  replied  Agnese. 

‘  Listen  attentively  to  me,  and  I  will  try  and  make  you  under- 
stand  it.  I  have  heard  say,  by  people  who  ought  to  know, 
and  I  have  seen  it  myself  in  one  case,  that  to  solemnize  a 
marriage,  a  curate,  of  course,  is  necessary,  but  not  his  good¬ 
will  or  consent  ;  it  is  enough  if  he  is  present.’ 

‘  How  can  this  be  ?  ’  asked  Renzo. 

‘Listen,  and  you  shall  hear.  There  must  be  two  witnesses, 
nimble  and  well  agreed.  They  must  go  to  thè  priestj  thè 
point  is  to  take  him  by  surprise,  that  he  mayn’t  have  time  to 
escape.  The  man  says,  “Signor  Curate,  this  is  my  wife;” 
thè  woman  says,  “  Signor  Curate,  this  is  my  husband.”  It  is 
necessary  that  thè  curate  and  thè  witnesses  hear  it,  and  then 
thè  marriage  is  just  as  valid  and  sacred  as  if  thè  Pope  had 
blessed  it.  When  once  thè  words  are  spoken,  thè  curate  may 
fret,  and  fumé,  and  storm,  but  it  will  do  no  good;  you  are 
man  and  wife/ 

‘  Is  it  possible  ?  ’  exclaimed  Lucia. 

‘  What  !  ’  said  Agnese,  ‘  do  you  think  I  have  learnt  nothing 
in  thè  thirty  years  I  was  in  thè  world  before  you  ?  The  thing 
is  just  as  I  told  you;  and  a  friend  of  mine  is  a  proof  of  it, 
who,  wishing  to  be  married  against  thè  will  of  her  parents,' 
did  as  I  was  saying,  and  gained  her  end.  The  curate  sus- 
pected  it,  and  was  on  thè  watch  ;  but  they  knew  so  well  how 
to  go  about  it,  that  they  arrived  just  at  thè  right  moment, 
said  thè  words,  and  became  man  and  wife;  though  she,  poor 
thing  !  repented  of  it  before  three  days  were  over.’ 

It  was,  in  fact,  as  Agnese  had  represented  it;  marriages 
contracted  in  this  manner  were  then,  and  are  even  to  this 
day,  acknowledged  valid.  As,  however,  this  expedient  was 
never  resorted  to  but  by  those  who  had  met  with  some  obstacle 
or  refusai  in  thè  ordinary  method,  thè  priest  took  great  care 
to  avoid  such  forced  co-operation ;  and  if  one  of  them  hap- 
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pened  to  be  surprised  by  a  couple,  accompanied  with  witnesses, 
he  tried  every  means  of  escape,  like  Proteus  in  thè  hands  of 
those  who  would  have  made  him  prophesy  by  force. 

‘  If  it  were  true,  Lucia  !  ’  said  Renzo,  fixing  his  eyes  upon 
her  with  a  look  of  imploring  expectation. 

‘  What  !  if  it  were  true  ?  *  replied  Agnese.  '  You  think,  then, 

I  teli  lies.  I  do  my  best  for  you,  and  am  not  believed  :  very 
well;  get  out  of  thè  difficulty  as  you  can:  I  wash  my  hands 

of  it/  .  _  , 

‘  Ah,  no  !  don’t  forsake  us/  cried  Renzo.  I  said  so  De¬ 
cause  it  appeared  too  good  a  thing.  I  place  myself  in  your 
hands,  and  will  consider  you  as  if  you  were  really  my  mother. 

These  words  instantly  dispelled  thè  momentary  indignation 
of  Agnese,  and  made  her  forget  a  resolution  which,  in  reality, 
had  only  been  in  word. 

‘  But  why,  then,  mother/  said  Lucia,  in  her  usuai  gentle 
manner,  'why  didn’t  this  pian  come  into  Father  Cristoforo’s 
mind?  ’ 

'Into  his  mind?’  replied  Agnese;  'do  you  think  it  didn  t 
come  into  his  mind?  But  he  wouldn  t  speak  of  it. 

'  Why  ?  ’  demanded  they  both  at  once. 

'  Because  .  .  .  because,  if  you  must  know  it,  thè  friars 
think  that  it  is  not  exactly  a  proper  thing/ 

‘  How  can  it  help  standing  firm,  and  being  well  done,  when 

it  is  done  !  ’  said  Renzo. 

'  How  can  I  teli  you  ?  ’  replied  Agnese.  '  Other  people  have 
made  thè  law  as  they  pleased,  and  we  poor  people  can  t  under- 
stand  all.  And  then,  how  many  things  .  .  .  See;  it  is  like 
giving  a  Christian  a  blow.  It  isn’t  right,  but  when  it;  is  once 
given,  not  even  thè  Pope  can  recali  it.  ^  ^ 

<  If  it  isn’t  right/  said  Lucia,  ‘  we  ought  not  to  do  it/ 

‘  What  !  ’  said  Agnese,  '  would  I  give  you  advice  contrary 
to  thè  fear  of  God?  If  it  were  against  thè  will  of  your 
parents,  and  to  marry  a  rogue  .  .  .  but  when  I  am  satisfied, 
and  it  is  to  wed  this  youth,  and  he  who  makes^all  this  dis¬ 
turbale  is  a  villain,  and  thè  Signor  Curate  .  .  . 

‘  It  is  as  clear  as  thè  sun/  said  Renzo.  >  .  , 

'  One  need  not  speak  to  Father  Cristoforo,  before  doing  it, 
continued  Agnese;  'but  when  it  is  once  done,  and  has  well 
succeeded,  what  do  you  think  thè  Father  will  say  to  you? 
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Ah,  daughter  !  it  was  a  sad  error,  but  it  is  done  The 

“•  -  “■  fcA-’MR 

bein£  able  t0  answer  such  reasoning  Lucia  did 
finn  ’  i  ?  .bas  ^een  shut  up  in  his  house  two  davs  ?  And 

“  «tt 

£S  ££3&.Wt  BS:  Pa,her  Ch™'°f»° 

;«P /w^ ^«°dtx™ifaihrdv£V  gd 
%  wp»',p  ”•  We  wm  “ 

doneaH  likegood' SstÌMsP^ueht  ““  ”7^  Hap  We  not 
And  “taf  f  isn’‘tth'f  C“a,e  '  S  t”  day  and 

So Tins' h‘ «*  * S"  " S- 

U  te  dék«„r.AS““  3  *“”<*•  -  h»% 

It  is  said  that  trouble  sharpens  thè  wìt*  **-nA  t>~  , 

follthe  „“«*  and  strai§’htf°rward  path  he  had”  hitherto 
deg  e"  ha^  "eIh!shadt°CCaSÌ01|  t0  ^  4  gre  t 

haf/Jonel’orourt  atw^  £?§  ^  A"^ 

TonPioSed’ht0  auCOtÌage  nCar  at  hand-  belonging  ti  a"  cenata 
Tomo,  whom  he  found  busy  i„  thè  kitchen,  with  one  knee 
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dren  stood  around,  waitmg,  with  eyes  eager  y  x 
saucepan,  till  thè  gruel  should ^be -ad y  to  pour  out  But  thè 
pleasure  was  wantmg  which  thè  sight  «  ain  The 

giiiiiiisl 

moon  m  t.  R  <  Will  you  take  some  with  us  ?  —a 

-eTXSS  SS  SS  si  SE  E  -  «•  ■*  - 

family,  we  can  go  dine  at  thè  mn,  J^^and 

posai  was  as  accepta  romoetitor  for  the  polenta 

mmSm 

°/o«ts  ss  .■ss»  <—•  i  -  »o  y°« 

a  ?Wh«“ 'itateli  me!  l'm  a,  you,  .emce,'  replied  Tonio 
pcJLg Ut  ano, he,  glass;  •  l'm  ready  ,o  go  m.o  .he  Sr,  for 

voti  to-day.’  ,  . 

,  A  rrrriel.  made  of  flour  and  water,  bo.led  together. 
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th*  Ir  IF  ?  Curate  ìor 

«  y.ó  reS  T‘le,d  »“>•'  kW««».  Why 

good  will  towards  you.’  ’  Y  U  VC  put  t0  fll&ht  ah  my 

I  **“  E“», -H  h  because 

1  Do  y»«  really  méan  £  >  • ?  “  *h'  me“*  «'  Wing  if 
;  I  do  really.  Well,  are  you  content  ?  ’ 

reasori  than  to  ^et^rld4  o™ ^hose11^6^  *  **  ^  Were  for  no  other 
of  thè  head  thè  Si^, or  Cura  e  5””“*“*  Iooks  and  shak^ 

him.  Andthenit  is?rwa5s-“Tonr  T*7  time  1  meet 

shf!1 1  see  y°«  to  settle  tfafc  business  ? ,fm^ber  '  Tonio>  when 
when  he  fixes  his  eyes  uoorr  ^oes  so  ^ar* 

he  will  say  publiclyf  ,“g*  rm  haIf  afraid 

twenty-five  livres  were  far  awav  I  /VreS  !  1  wish  thè 

give  me  back  my  wife’s  gold  nerkla^  ‘If?  he  wiI1  have  to 
mto  so  mudi  polenta.  But  .  .  ’  ^  a”d  1  could  change  it 

are  ready.’  7°U  11  d°  mC  3  httle  service»  thè  twenty-five  livres 
*  gVldl  aI1  ™y  heart;  go  on.’ 

;  ^  yoa  ‘CrOS!  hÌS  'ÌI>S' 

tion.,  lo  df”ayrm“™'r'|“(,b" nTulfrnT  ‘ bS"rd '■  °bj“' 
if  we  go  before  him  uriti,  *  ■ ne^  tel  me  f°r  certam,  that 

wife;  and  Lucia,  This  is  my  Sand^  thè  ma^’  ^  ÌS  my 
Do  you  understand  me?’  7  d’  the  marnage  IS  valid. 

!  Ye^’Want  ®e  to  go  as  a  witness  ?  ’ 

f‘ That Ìs  whaf /méan/  tWenty'five  Iivres  for  me?’ 

^  He  s  a  goose  that  would  fail.’ 

,  t  UÌ  We  T“St  find  an°ther  witness.’ 

Gervase^will1  do  anyJhing Tbfd t?™"  v  b,r°ther  °.f  mine’ 
something  to  drink  ?  ’  im'  ^ou  h  pay  him  with 

tomakemerry’withus^^utidlThek  *  We>J  bring  hiln  here 

hc  £>ut  will  he  know  what  to  do  ?  ’ 
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‘  I’il  teach  him.  You  know  I  have  got  his  sitare  of  brams. 
‘To-morrow  .  .  / 

4  Well/ 

<  Towards  evening  .  .  . 

‘  BuU  Wel’  said  Renzo,  again  putting  his  finger  on  his 

D°-r,UryÒ»T»ife  questiona  you,  -  wito.t  doubt  .h. 

*-I  my  wife  «"“.“[Si?  riftad  »°mWe 

if  T  shall  ever  manage  to  balance  thè  , 

watds,  and  contrmng  some  “ 

Renzo  to  give  an  aceount  vainly  endeavonnng 

In  thè  tnea»  ,h, le'  *«"2' ‘«J’^lmenqLneia  opposed 
to  convince  Iter  'laLighter  T  y  wrong, 

one  side  or  other  of  ber  tS,  Vfons.  “d 

and  we  ongbt  noi  to  do  it  or  il  ts  not  wro  g, 

teli  it  to  Father  Cristoforo  •  ,  ported  llls  success, 

Renzo  arrived  quite which  signi- 
finishing  with  a  ahn.  find  ^  better  pian?  would 

R6  ever™ ave  SSrS  your  head"?  and  a  hundred  other  such 
"Sa  shook  her  head 

thusiasts  paid  f  it  u^derstand  all  thè  reasons 

when  one  despairs  o  &  induce  it  hy  entreaties  or 

of  a  thing,  and  determmes  to  induce  it  oy 

authority  to  do  as  it  is  require  •  but  .  .  .  you 

‘  It  goes  on  well,  said  Agnese,  very  w 
haven’t  thought  of  e  very  thing. 

‘  What  is  wanting  ?  rephedRen  .  ,  She  will 

■  Perpetua  !-yo«  bave»  .  **“**22®.  •»»- 
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just  think  !  You  wìll  have  to  keep  her  at  a  distance,  as  one 
keeps  a  boy  from  a  pear-tree  full  of  ripe  fruit.’ 

( How  shall  we  manage  ?  ’  said  Renzo,  beginning  to  think. 

‘  See,  now  !  /  have  thought  of  that,  too;  I  will  go  with  you; 
and  I  have  a  secret  that  will  draw  her  away,  and  engagé  her, 
so  that  she  sha’n’t  see  you,  and  you  can  go  in.  I’il  cali  her 
out,  and  will  touch  a  chord  .  .  .  You  shall  see.’ 

‘  BJess  y°u  !  ’  exclaimed  Renzo;  ‘  I  always  said  you  are  our 
help  in  everything.’ 

But  all  this  is  of  no  use,’  said  Agnese,  ‘  unless  we  can  per¬ 
suade  Lucia,  who  persists  in  saying  it  is  a  sin.’ 

Renzo  brought  in  all  his  eloquence  to  his  aid,  but  Lucia 
Continued  imniovable. 

‘I  cannot  answer  all  your  arguments,’  said  she;  ‘but  I  see 
that,  to  do  what  you  want,  we  shall  be  obliged  to  use  a  great 
deal  of  disguise,  falsehood,  and  deceit.  Ah,  Renzo  !  we  didn’t 
begin  so.  I  wish  to  be  your  wife’— -and  she  could  never 
pronounce  this  word,  or  give  expression  to  this  desire,  with- 
out  a  deep  flush  overspreading  her  cheek— ‘  I  wish  to  be  your 
wife,  but  in  thè  right  way— in  thè  fear  of  God,  at  thè  aitar. 
Let  us  leave  all  to  Him  who  is  above.  Do  you  think  He  can¬ 
not  find  means  to  help  us  better  than  we,  with  all  these  deceit- 
ful  ways  ?  And  why  make  a  mystery  of  it  to  Father 
Cristoforo  ?  ’ 

The  dispute  was  stili  prolonged,  and  seemed  not  likely  to 
come  to  a  speedy  conclusion,  when  thè  hasty  tread  of  sandals, 
and  thè  sound  of  a  rustling  cassock,  resembling  thè  noise 
pioduced  by  repeated  gusts  of  wind  in  a  slackened  sail,  an- 
notmced .  thè  approach  of  Father  Cristoforo.  There  was 
ìnstant  silence,  and  Agnese  had  scarcely  time  to  whisper  in 
Lucia’s  ear,  ‘  Be  sure  you  say  nothing  about  it/ 


CHAPTER  VII 

FATHER  CRISTOFORO  arrived  with  thè  air  of  a  good 
generai,  who  having  lost  an  important  battle,  without 
any  fault  on  his  part,— - distressed,  but  not  discour- 
aged;  thoughtful,  but  not  confounded;  retreating,  but  not 
put  to  flight;  turns  his  steps  where  necessity  calls  for  his 
presence,  fortifying  threatened  quarters,  regulating  his 
troops,  and  giving  new  orders. 

‘  Peace  be  with  you  ! J  said  he,  as  he  entered.  There  ìs 
nothing  to  hope  from  man;  you  have  therefore  more  need 
to  trust  in  God,  and  I  have  already  had  a  pledge  of  His 

protection/  #  , 

Although  none  of  thè  party  had  anticipated  much  from 
Father  Cristoforo’s  attempt,  (since,  to  see  a  powerful  noble- 
man  desist  from  an  act  of  oppression,  unless  he  were  over- 
come  by  a  superior  power,  from  regard  to  thè  entreaties  of 
a  disarmed  suppliant,  was  rather  an  unheard-of,  than  a  rare, 
occurrence,)  yet  thè  melancholy  certainty  carne  as  a  blow 
upon  them  all.  Their  heads  involuntarily  drooped,  but 
anger  quickly  prevailed  over  depression  in  Renzo  s  mind. 
The  announcement  found  him  already  wounded  and  irritated 
by  a  succession  of  painful  surprises,  fallacious  attempts,  and 
disappointed  hopes,  and,  above  all,  exasperated  at  this 
moment  by  thè  repulses  of  Lucia. 

‘  I  should  like  to  know/  said  he,  gnashing  his  teeth  and 
raising  his  voice  as  he  had  never  before  done  in  thè  pres¬ 
ence  of  Father  Cristoforo;  ‘I  should  like  to  know  what 
reasons  this  dog  gives  for  asserting  .  .  .  for  asserting  that 
my  bride  should  not  be  my  bride  ?  ' 

‘  Poor  Renzo  !  ’  replied  thè  friar,  with  a  look  and  accent 
of  pity  that  kindly  recommended  peaceableness  ;  ‘  if  thè  pow¬ 
erful  who  do  such  deeds  of  injustice,  were  always  obliged 
to  give  their  reasons,  things  would  not  be  as  they  are. 

‘  Did  thè  dog  then  say  that  he  would  net,  because  he  would 
not?  ’ 

‘  He  didnt  even  say  that,  my  poor  fellow  !  It  would  be 
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something,  if,  to  commit  iniquity,  they  were  obliged  openly 
to  confess  it.’ 

‘  But  he  must  have  told  you  something  ;  what  did  this  in- 
fernal  firebrand  say  ?  ’ 

^  ‘  I  heard  his  words,  but  I  cannot  repeat  them  to  you. 
The  words  of  a  powerful  wicked  man  are  violent,  but  con- 
tradictory.  He  can  be  angry  that  you  are  suspicious  of  him, 
and  at  thè  same  time  make  you  feel  that  your  suspicions 
are  well-founded  ;  he  can  insult  you,  and  cali  himself 
offended  ;  ridicule  you,  and  ask  your  opinion  ;  threaten,  and 
complain  ;  be  insolent,  and  irreprehensible.  Ask  no  more. 
He  neither  mentioned  thè  name  of  this  innocent,  nor  your 
own  ;  he  did  not  even  appear  to  know  you,  nor  did  he  say  he 
designed  anything;  but  .  .  .  but  I  understood  too  well  that 
he  is  immovable.  However,  confidence  in  God,  you  poor 
creatures  !  ’  turning  to  Agnese  and  Lucia,  ‘  don’t  give  up  in 
despair!  And  you,  Renzo  ...  oh!  believe  me,  I  can  put 
myself  in  your  place;  I  can  feel  what  passes  in  your  heart. 
But,  patience;  it  is  a  poor  word,  a  bitter  one  to  those  who 
have  no  faith  ;  but  you— will  you  not  allow  God  one  day,  two 
days,  or  whatever  time  He  may  please  to  take  to  clear  you 
and  give  you  justice  ?  The  time  is  His  ;  and  He  has  promised 
us  much.  Leave  Him  to  work,  Renzo;  and  .  .  .  believe  me, 

I  already  have  a  clue  that  may  lead  to  something  f or  your 
help.  I  cannot  teli  you  more  at  present.  To-morrow  I 
shall  not  come  here  ;  I  must  be  at  thè  convent  all  day,  for 
you.  You,  Renzo,  try  to  come  to  me;  or  if,  by  any  un- 
foreseen  accident,  you  cannot,  send  a  trustworthy  man,  or 
a  lad  of  discretion,  by  whom  I  may  let  you  know  what  may 
happen.  It  grows  dark;  I  shall  have  to  make  haste  to  reach 
thè  convent.  Faith,  courage,  and  good  night.’ 

Having  said  this,  he  hastily  left  them,  and  made  his 
way  rapidly  along  a  crooked,  stony  by-path,  that  he  might 
not  be  late  at  thè  convent,  and  run  thè  risk  of  a  severe 
reprimand,  or,  what  would  have  grieved  him  more,  thè  in- 
fliction  of  a  penance,  which  might  have  disabled  him  on  thè 
morrow  from  any  undertaking  which  thè  Service  of  his 
protégés  might  require. 

‘  Did  y°u  hear  what  he  said  about  ...  I  don’t  know  what 
»  .  .  about  a  clue  that  he  held  in  hand  to  help  us  ?  ’•  said 
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Lucia.  ‘It  is  best  to  trust  in  him;  he  is  a  man  who,  if  he 
promises  ten  .  .  / 

«  I  know  there  is  not  bis  like/  interrupted  Agnese  ;  4  but  he 
ought  to  have  spoken  more  clearly,  or,  at  least,  taken  me 
aside  and  told  me  what  it  was/ 

‘  Idle  prating  !  FU  put  an  end  to  it,  that  I  will  !  ’  inter¬ 
rupted  Renzo,  in  his  turn,  as  he  paced  furiously  up  and 
down  thè  room,  with  a  look  and  tone  that  left  no  doubt 
as  to  thè  meaning  of  his  words. 

‘  Oh,  Renzo  !  ’  exclaimed  Lucia. 

(  What  do  you  mean  ?  9  cried  Agnese. 

4  Why  need  I  teli  you?  PII  put  an  end  to  it  !  Though  he 
has  a  hundred,  a  thousand  devils  in  his  soul,  he’s  flesh  and 
blood,  after  all/ 

‘No,  no  !  for  Heaven’s  sake  !  .  .  /  began  Lucia,  but  tears 
choked  her  utterance. 

4  This  is  not  proper  language,  even  in  jest/  replied  Agnese. 
‘In  j  est  !  ’  cried  Renzo,  planting  himself  directly  before 
Agnese,  as  she  sat,  and  fixing  on  her  two  fearful-looking 
eyes.  ‘In  jest!  you  shall  see  whether  I  am  in  jest  or  not/ 
‘Ah,  Renzo  ! ’  said  Lucia,  scarcely  able  to  articulate  for 
sobs,  ‘  I  never  saw  you  so  before/ 

‘  Don’t  talk  so,  for  Heaven’s  sake  !  ’  replied  Agnese,  has- 
tily,  lowering  her  voice.  4  Don’t  you  remember  how  many 
arms  he  has  at  his  bidding  ?  And  then,  there  is  always 
justice  to  be  had  against  thè  poor  .  .  .  God  defend  them  !  ’ 

‘I  will  ge t  justice  for  myself,  I  will.  It  is  time  now. 
The  thing  isn’t  easy,  I  know.  The  ruffian  is  well  defended, 
dog  that  he  is  !  I  know  how  it  is  :  but  never  mind.  Patience 
and  resolution  .  .  .  and  thè  time  will  soon  arrive.  ^  Yes,  I 
will  get  justice.  PII  free  thè  country,  and  people  will  bless 
me  !  And  then  in  four  bounds  .  .  / 

The  horror  of  Lucia  at  these  explicit  declarations  re- 
pressed  her  sobs,  and  inspired  her  with  courage  to  speak. 
Raising  from  her  hands  her  face  bathed  in  tears, ^  she  ad- 
dressed  Renzo  in  a  mournful,  but  resolute  tone:  ‘You  no 
longer  care,  then,  about  having  me  for  your  wife?  I  prom- 
ised  myself  to  a  youth  who  had  thè  fear  of  God  :  but  a  man 
who  has  .  .  .  were  he  safe  from  all  justice  and  vengeance, 
were  he  thè  son  of  a  king  .  .  / 
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‘  Very  well  !  ’  cried  Renzo,  his  face  more  than  ever  con- 

either  T’  ilì’T  j,1  won't,have  y°u>  then;  but  he  sha’n’t 
erther.  ^  I  will  be  here  without  you,  and  he  in  thè  abode 

Ah,  no  for  pity’s  sake,  don’t  say  so;  don’t  look  so  furious! 
No,  no,  I  cannot  bear  to  see  you  thus,’  exclaimed  Lucia 
weepmg,.  and  joinmg  her  hands  in  an  attitude  of  earnest 
supplicatimi  ;  while  Agnese  repeatedly  called  him  by  name 

todMr!?ed£°ld  °ÌhlS  sh°ulders’  his  arms>  and  his  hands’ 
pacify  him  He  stood  ìmmovable,  thoughtful,  almost 

tteTTld  ,  6  ^ght,0f  LUC1VS  *mP'or‘ng  countenance  ; 

then,  suddenly  gazed  at  her  sternly,  drew  back,  stretched  out 

fòrtha™Wanf  p0m,tmg  with  his  fin£er  towards  her,  burst 
iorth  Her  !  yes,  he  wants  her!  He  must  die  !  ’ 

7  hfum  h.ave,1  done  y°u-  that  you  should  kill 
me?  said  Lucia,  throwmg  herself  on  her  knees 

nt  7fU  '  rff‘d  he’  WÌth  a  V0ice  exPressive  of  anger,  though 

What  nrnotr^  nature  ^  y°u  1  what  good  do  y°u  wish  me? 
What  proof  ha  ve  you  given  me?  Haven’t  I  begged,  and 

begged,  and  begged?  .  .  .  Have  I  been  able  to  obtain  . 

CurztX  rS’  rePhedTshe,  precipitately  ;  ‘I  will  g0  to  thè 
te  s  to-morrow  ;  I  will  go  now,  if  you  like.  Only  be 
yourself  again,  I  will  go.’  y 

r.nI°U/r0mÌSe  mC?’  Said  Renzo’  his  voice  and  expression 
rendered  m  an  mstant  more  human. 

M  promise  you.’ 

‘You  have  promised  me?" 

satiJfìld11"3  bS  t0  The6’  °  L°rd  !  ’  exclaimed  Agnese,  doubly 

t,DlfwnZ0Vm.theImÌdSt  °f  his  an&er-  discern  the  advan- 
tage  that  might  be  taken  of  Lucia’s  terror?  And  did  he  not 

ndvantYe^O  t0  increase  5t>  that  he  might  use  this 

advantage  ?  Our  author  protests  he  knows  nething  about 

thè  matter,  nor,  I  thmk,  did  even  Renzo  himself  know  very 
well.  At  any  rate,  he  was  undoubtedly  enraged  beyond 
measure  with  Don  Rodrigo,  and  ardently  desired  Lucia’s 
consent;  and  when  two  powerful  passions  struggle  together 
“  a  ma?  s  ao  one,  not  even  the  most  ^tient  «£ 

always  clearly  discetti  one  voice  from  the  other,  or  say,  with 
certamty,  which  of  them  predominate^. 
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‘I  have  promised  you,’  replied  Lucia,  with  an  accent 
of  timid  and  affezionate  reproof;  ‘but  you  have  also 
promised  notte  make  any  disturbale— to  submit  yourself 

‘  Come  now,  f or  whose  sake  did  I  get  into  a  passion  ?  Do 
you  want  to  draw  back?  And  will  you  oblige  me  to  do  a 

^No?  no,’  said  Lucia,  ready  to  relapse  into  her  former 
fears.  ‘I  have  promised,  and  I  will  not  draw  back.  Bu 
see  how  you  have  made  me  promise;  God  forbid  that  •  •  • 

<  Why  will  you  prophesy  evil,  Lucia  ?  God  knows  we 

no  wrong  to  anybody/  .  , 

*  Promise  me,  at  least,  this  shall  be  thè  last  time. 

*  I  promise  you,  upon  my  word/ 

‘  But  this  once  you  will  stand  by  him,  said  Agnese. 

Here  thè  author  confesses  his  ignorance  of  another  mat- 
ter  and  that  is,  whether  Lucia  was  absolutely,  and  on  every 
account,  dissatisfied  at  being  obliged  to  give  her  consent. 
We  follow  his  example,  and  leave  thè  pomt  undecide  . 

Renzo  would  willingly  have  prolonged  thè  conversatici 
and  allotted  their  several  parts  in  thè  proceedmgs  0 
morrow;  but  it  was  already  dark,  and  thè  women  wished 
him  good  night,  as  they  thought  it  scarcely  decorous  that 
he  should  remain  any  longer  with  them  at  so  lateanhou  . 

The  night  was  passed  by  all  three  as  well  as  could  b 
pected,  considering  that  it  followed  a  day  of  such  excite- 
ment  and  misfortune,  and  precedi  one  fixed  upon  r  an 
important  undertaking  of  doubtful  issue.  Renzo  made  his 
appearance  early  next  morning,  and  concerted  with  thè 
women,  or  rather  with  Agnese,  thè  grand  operations  of  thè 
evening,  alternately  suggesting  and  removmg  difficulties, 
foreseeing  obstacles,  and  both  beginnmg,  by  turns  to  de- 
scribe  thè  scene  as  if  they  were  relating  apastevent  Lue  a 
listened;  and,  without  approving  m  words  ^ 

not  agree  to  in  her  heart,  promised  to  do  as  well  as  she 

^Arefyou  going  down  to  thè  convent  to  see  Father  Cristo- 
foro,  as  he  bid  you,  last  night?’  said  Agnese  to  Renzo 

‘Not  I,’  replied  he;  ‘you  know  what  discernmg  eyes  thè 
■Pottier  has;  he  will  read  in  my  looks,  as  if  it  were  writ  en 
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in  a  hook,  that  there's  something  in  thè  wind;  and  if  he 
begins  to  question  me,  I  can’t  get  off  it  easily.  And,  besides, 
I  must  stay  here  to  arrange  matters.  It  will  be  better  for 
you  to  send  somebody/ 

M  will  send  Menico/ 

‘Very  well/  replied  Renzo  ;  and  he  set  off  to  arrange 
matters,  as  he  had  said. 

Agnese  went  to  a  neighbouring  cottage  to  ask  for  Menico, 
a  sprightly  and  very  sensible  lad  for  hìs  age,  who,  through 
thè  medium  of  cousins  and  sisters-in-law,  carne  to  be  a  sort 
of  nephew  to  thè  dame.  She'asked  hìs  parents  for  him,  as 
for  a  loan,  and  begged  she  might  keep  him  thè  whole  day, 
‘  for  a  particular  Service/  said  she.  Having  obtained  per- 
mission,  she  led  him  to  her  kitchen,  gave  him  his  breakfast, 
and  bid  him  go  to  Pescarenico/and  present  himself  to  Father 
Cristoforo,  who  would  send  him  back  with  a  message  at  thè 
right  time.  *  Father  Cristoforo,  that  fine  old  man,  you  know, 
with  a  white  beard,  who  is  called  thè  Saint  .  .  / 

‘  I  understand/  said  Menico  ;  ‘  he  who  speaks  so  kindly  to 
thè  children,  and  sometimes  gives  them  pictures/ 

‘Just  so,  Menico.  And  if  he  bids  you  wait  some  time  at 
thè  convent,  don’t  wander  away;  and  be  sure  you  don’t  go 
with  other  boys  to  thè  lake  to  throw  stones  into  thè  water, 
nor  to  watch  them  fish,  nor  to  play  with  thè  ncts  hung  up  to 
dry,  nor  .  .  / 

f  Poh,  aunt  ;  I  am  no  longer  a  child/ 

*  Well,  be  prudent;  and  when  you  come  back  with  thè 
answer  .  .  .  look;  these  two  fine  new  parpagliole  are  for 
you/ 

‘  Give  me  them  now,  that  .  .  / 

‘  No,  no,  you  will  play  with  them.  Go,  and  behave  well, 
that  you  may  have  some  more/ 

In  thè  course  of  this  long  morning  many  strange  things 
happened  which  roused  not  a  little  suspicion  in  thè  already- 
disturbed  minds  of  Agnese  and  Lucia.  A  beggar,  neither 
thin  nor  ragged,  as  they  generally  were,  and  of  somewhat 
dark  and  sinister  aspect,  carne  and  asked  alms,  in  God’s 
name,  at  thè  same  time  looking  narrowly  around.  A  piece 
of  bread  was  gtven  him,  which  he  received,  and  placed  in 
his  basket,  with  ill-dissembled  indifference.  He  then  loitered, 
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and  made  many  inquiries,  with  a  mixed  air  of  impudence 
and  hesitation,  to  which  Agnese  endeavoured  to  make  repiies 
exactly  contrary  to  thè  truth.  When  about  to  depart,  he 
pretended  to  mistake  thè  door,  and  went  to  that  at  thè  foot 
of  thè  stairs,  glancing  hastily  upwards,  as  well  as  he  could. 
On  their  calling  him  back — ‘  Hey  !  hey  !  where  are  you  going, 
my  good  man  ? — this  way  !  ’  he  turned  and  went  out  by  thè 
door  that  was  pointed  out  to  him,  excusing  himself  with  a 
submission,  and  an  affected  humility,  that  ili  accorded  with 
thè  fierce  and  hard  features  of  his  face.  After  his  depar- 
ture,  they  continued  to  mark,  from  time  to  time,  other  sus- 
picious  and  strange  fìgures.  It  was  not  easy  to  discern  what 
kind  of  men  they  were  ;  yet  stili  they  could  not  believe  them 
tò  be  thè  unpretending  passers-by  they  wished  to  appear. 
One  would  enter  under  pretence  of  asking  thè  way  ;  others, 
arriving  at  thè  door,  slackened  their  pace,  and  peeped 
through  thè  little  yard  into  thè  room,  as  if  wishing  to  see 
without  exciting  suspicion.  At  last,  towards  noony  these 
annoying  and  alarming  appearances  ceased.  Agnese  got  up 
occasionally,  and  crossed  thè  little  yard  to  thè  street-door, 
to  reconnoitre  ;  and  after  looking  anxiously  around  on  either 
side,  returned  with  thè  intelligence,  *  There’s  nobody  ;  ’ 
words  which  she  uttered  with  pleasure,  and  Lucia  heard  with 
satisfaction,  neither  one  nor  thè  other  knowing  exactly  thè 
reason  why.  But  an  undefined  disquietude  haunted  their 
steps,  and,  with  Lucia  especially,  in  some  degree  cooled  thè 
courage  they  had  summoned  up  for  thè  proceedings  of  thè 
evening. 

The  reader,  however,  must  be  told  something  more  definite 
about  these  mysterious  wanderers;  and  to  relate  it  in  order, 
we  must  turn  back  a  step  or  two,  and  find  Don  Rodrigo, 
whom  we  left  yesterday  after  dinner  by  himself,  in  one  of 
thè  rooms  of  his  palace,  after  thè  departure  of  Father 
Cristoforo. 

Don  Rodrigo,  as  we  have  said,  paced  backwards  and  for- 
wards  with  long  strides  in  this  spacious  apartment,  sur- 
rounded  on  all  sides  by  thè  family  portraits  of  many  genera- 
tions.  When  he  reached  thè  wall  and  turned  round,  his 
eye  rested  upon  thè  figure  of  one  of  his  warlike  ancestors, 
thè  terror  of  his  enemies,  and  of  his  own  soldiers;  who,  with 
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a  stern  grìm  countenance,  his  short  hair  standing  erect  ffom 
his  forehead,  his  large  sharp  whiskers  covering  his  cheeks, 
and  his  hooked  chili,  stood  like  a  warrior,  clothed  in  a  com¬ 
plete  suit  of  Steel  armour,  with  his  right  hand  pressing  his 
side,  and  thè  left  grasping  thè  hilt  of  his  sword.  Don 
Rodrigo  gazed  upon  it,  and  when  he  arrived  beneath  it, 
and  turned  back,  beheld  before  him  another  of  his  fore- 
fathers,  a  magistrate,  and  thè  terror  of  litigants,  seated  in 
a  high  chair,  covered  with  crimson  velvet,  enveloped  in  an 
àmpie  black  robe,  so  that  he  was  entirely  black,  excepting 
for  a  white  celiar,  with  two  large  bands,  and  a  lining  of 
sable,  turned  wrong  side  outwards,  (this  was  thè  distinctive 
mark  of  senators,  but  only  worn  in  winter;  for  which  reason 
thè  picture  of  a  senator  in  summer-clothing  is  never  met 
with,)  squalid,  and  frowning;  he  held  in  his  hand  a  memo- 
rial,  and  seemed  to  be  saying,  '  We  shall  see/  On  thè  one 
hand  was  a  matron,  thè  terror  of  her  maids  ;  on  thè  other, 
ali  ahhot,  thè  terror  of  his  monks;  in  short,  they  were  all 
persons  who  had  been  objects  of  terror  while  alive,  and 
who  now  inspired  dread  by  their  likenesses.  In  thè  presence 
of  such  remembrancers,  Don  Rodrigo  became  enraged  and 
ashamed,  as  he  reflected  that  a  friar  had  dared  to  come  to 
him  with  thè  parable  of  Nathan;  and  his  mind  could  fìnd 
no  peace.  He  would  forni  a  pian  of  revenge,  and  then  aban- 
don  it;  seek  how,  at  thè  same  time,  to  satisfy  his  passion, 
and  what  he  cali  ed  his  honour  ;  and  sometimes,  hearing  thè 
beginning  of  thè  prophecy  resounding  ìn  his  ears,  he  would 
involuntarily  shudder,  and  be  almost  inclined  to  give  up  thè 
idea  of  thè  two  satisfactions.  At  last,  for  thè  sake  of  doing 
something,  he  calìed  a  servant,  and  desired  him  to  make 
an  apology  for  him  to  thè  company,  and  to  say  that  he  was 
detaine'd  by  urgent  business.  The  .servant  returned  with  thè 
intelligence  that  thè  gentlemen,  having  left  their  compli- 
ments,  had  taken  their  leave. 

'And  Count  Attilio  ?  ’  asked  Don  Rodrigo,  stili  pacing  thè 
room. 

'  He  left  with  thè  gentlemen,  illustrious  Signor/ 

‘  Very  well  ;  six  followers  to  accompany  me — quickly  !  my 
sword,  cloak  and  hat,  immediately  ! 9 

The  servant  replied  by  a  bow  and  withdrew,  returning 
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shortly  with  a  rich  sword,  which  his  master  buckled  on,  a 
cloak  which  he  threw  over  his  shoulders,  and  a  hat,  orna- 
mented  with  lofty  plumes,  which  he  placed  on  his  head,  and 
fastened  with  a  liaughty  air.  He  then  moved  forward,  and 
found  thè  six  bravoes  at  thè  door,  completely  armed,  who, 
making  way  for  hini,  with  a  low  bow,  followed  as  his  train. 
More  surly,  more  haughty,  and  more  supercilious  than  usuai, 
he  left  his  palace,  and  took  thè  way  towards  Lecco,  amidst 
thè  salutations  and  prò  found  bows  of  thè  peasants  he  hap- 
pened  to  meet;  and  thè  ill-mannered  wight  who  would  have 
ventured  to  pass  without  taking  off  his  hat,  might  consider 
he  had  purchased  thè  exemption  at  a  cheap  rate,  had  thè 
bravoes  in  thè  train  been  contented  merely  to  en  force  respect 
by  a  blow  on  thè  head.  To  these  salutations  Don  Rodrigo 
made  no  acknowledgment  ;  but  to  men  of  higher  rank,  though 
stili  indisputably  inferior  to  his  own,  he  replied  with  con- 
strained  courtesy.  He  did  not  chance  this  time,  but  when 
he  did  happen  to  meet  with  thè  Spanish  Signor,  thè  Gov- 
erhor  of  thè  Castle,  thè  salutations  were  equally  profound 
on  both  sides;  it  was  like  thè  meeting  of  two  potentates,  who 
have  nothing  to  share  between  them,  yet,  for  convenience 
sake,  pay  respect  to  each  other’s  rank.  To  pass  away  thè 
time,  and,  by  thè  sight  of  far  different  faces  and  behaviour, 
to  banish  thè  image  of  thè  friar,  which  continually  haunted 
his  mind,  Don  Rodrigo  entered  a  house  wherc  a  large  party 
was  assembled,  and  where  he  was  received  with  that  officious 
and  respectful  cordiality  reserved  for  those  who  are  greatly 
courted,  and  greatly  feared.  Late  at  night  he  returned  to 
his  own  palace,  and  found  that  Count  Attilio  had  just  ar- 
rived;  and  they  sat  down  to  supper  together,  Don  Rodrigo 
buried  in  thought,  and  very  silent. 

‘  Cousin,  when  will  you  pay  your  wager  ?  *  asked  Count 
Attilio,  in  a  malicious,  and  at  thè  same  time  rallying,  tone, 
as  soon  as  thè  table  was  cleared,  and  thè  servants  had 
departed. 

*  St.  Martin  has  not  yet  passed/ 

‘  Well,  remember  you  will  have  to  pay  it  soon;  for  all  thè 
saints  in  thè  calendar  will  pass  before  .  .  / 

‘  This  has  to  be  seen  yet/ 

‘  Cousin,  you  want  to  play  thè  politician  ;  but  I  understand 
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all  ;  and  I  am  so  certain  of  having  won  m y  wager,  that  I  am 
ready  to  lay  another/ 

‘  What?’ 

That  thè  Father  .  .  .  thè  Father  ...  I  mean,  in  short, 
that  this  friar  has  converted  you/ 

*  It  is  a  mere  fancy  of  your  own.J 

‘Converted,  cousin;  converted,  I  say.  I,  for  my  part,  am 
dehghted  at  it.  What  a  fine  sight  it  will  be  to  see  you  quite 
penitent,  with  downcast  eyes  !  And  what  triumph  for  this 
Father  !  How  proudly  he  must  have  returned  to  thè  con-  , 
vent!  You  are  not  such  fish  as  they  catch  every  day,  nor 
in  every  net.  You  may  be  sure  they  will  bring  you  forward 
as  an  example;  and  when  they  go  on  a  mission  to  some  little 
,  distance,  they  will  talk  of  your  acts.  I  can  fancy  I  bear 
them.  And,  speaking  through  his  nose,  accompanying  thè 
words  with  caricatured  gestures,  he  continued,  in  a  sermon- 
1  .  tone’  “.In  a  certain  part  of  thè  world,  which  from 

motives  of  high  respect  we  forbear  to  name,  there  lived  my 
dear  hearers,  and  there  stili  lives,  a  dissolute  gentleman'  thè 
friend  of  women  rather  than  of  good  men,  who,  accustomed 
to  make  no  distinctions,  had  set  his  eyes  upon  .  .  .” 

‘  That  will  do  .  .  .  enough,’  interrupted  Don  Rodrigo,  half 
amused  and  half  annoyed:  ‘If  you  wish  to  repeat  thè  wager 
I  am  ready,  too.’  ’ 

‘  Indeed  !  perhaps,  then,  you  have  converted  thè  Father  ?  ’ 

‘  Don’t  talk  to  me  about  him:  and  as  to  thè  bet,  Saint 
Martin  will  decide.’  The  curiosity  of  thè  Count  was  aroused  • 
he  put  numberless  questions,  but  Don  Rodrigo  contrived  tó 
evade  them  all,  referring  everything  to  thè  day  of  decision, 
and  unwilling  to  communicate  designs  which  were  neither 
begun  nor  absolutely  determined  upon. 

Next  morning,  Don  Rodrigo  was  himself  again.  The  sli°-ht 
compunction  that  ‘a  day  will  come’  had  awakened  in  his 
mmd,  had  vanished  with  thè  dreams  of  thè  night;  and  noth- 
ing  remained  but  a  feeling  of  deep  indignatimi,  rendered 
more  vivid  by  remorse  for  his  passing  weakness.  The  re- 
membrance  of  his  late  almost-triumphant  walk,  of  thè  pro- 
found  salutations,  and  thè  receptions  he  had  met  with 
together  with  thè  rallying  of  his  cousin,  had  contributed 
not  a  httle  to  renew  his  former  spirit.  Hardly  risen,  he 
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sent  for  Griso.— Something  important,— thought  thè  servant 
to  whom  thè  order  was  given;  for  thè  man  who  bore  this 
assumed  name  was  no  less  a  personage  than  thè  head  of 
thè  bravoes,  to  whom  thè  boldest  and  most  dangerous  enter- 
prises  were  confided,  who  was  thè  most  trusted  by  his  mas¬ 
ter,  and  was  devoted  to  him,  at  all  risks,  by  gratitude  and 
interest.  Guilty  of  murder,  he  had  sought  thè  protection 
of  Don  Rodrigo,  to  escape  thè  pursuit  of  justice;  and  he, 
by  taking  him  into  his  Service,  had  sheltcred  him  from  thè 
reach  of  persecution.  Here,  by  engaging  in  every  crime 
that  was  required  of  him,  he  was  secured  from  thè  punisli- 
ment  of  thè  first  fault.  To  Don  Rodrigo  thè  acquisition  had 
been  of  no  small  importance;  for  this  Griso,  besides  being 
undoubtedly  thè  most  courageous  of  thè  household,  was  also 
a  specimen  of  what  his  master  had  been  able  to  attempt  with 
impunity  against  thè  laws;  so  that  Don  Rodrigo  s  power  was 
aggrandized  both  in  reality  and  in  common  opinion. 

‘Griso!’  said  Don  Rodrigo,  ‘in  this  emergency.it  will 
be  seen  what  you  are  worth.  Before  to-morrow,  Lucia  must 
be  in  this  palace.’ 

‘  It  shall  never  be  said  that  Griso  shrank  from  thè  com- 
mand  of  his  noble  protector.’ 

*  Take  as  many  men  as  you  want,  dispose  and  ordei  them 
as  you  think  best,  only  let  thè  thing  succeed  weìl  But, 
above  all,  be  sure  you  do  her  no  harm.’ 

‘  Signor,  a  little  fright,  that  she  may  not  make  too  much 
noise  .  .  .  one  cannot  do  less.’ 

4  Fear  ...  I  see  .  .  .  is  inevitable.  But  don’t  you  touch 
a  hair  of  her  head  ;  and,  above  all,  treat  her  with  thè  great- 
est  respect.  Do  you  understand  ?  ’ 

i  Signor,  I  could  not  pluck  a  fìower  from  its  stalk,  ano 
bring^it  tó  your  lordship,  without  touching  it  a  little.  But 
I  will  do  no  more  than  is  necessary.’ 

‘  Beware  you  do  not.  And  .  .  .  how  will  you  manage?  ’ 

‘I  was  thinking,  Signor.  It  is  fortunate  that  thè  house 
is  at  thè  end  of  thè  village.  We  shall  want  a  place  to  con- 
ceal  ourselves  in  ;  and  at  a  little  distance  there  s  that  unin- 
habited  building  in  thè  middle  of  thè  fields,  that  house  .  .  . 
but  your  lordship  knows  nothing  of  these  things  ...  a  house 
that  was  burnt  down  a  few  days  ago  ;  and  there  have  been 
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iio  funds  to  rebuild  it,  so  it  is  forsaken,  and  is  haunted 
by  wìtches;  but  it  is  not  Saturday,  and  I  don’t  care  for  them. 
The  villagers  are  so  superstitìous,  they  wouldn’t  enter  it  any 
night  of  thè  week  for  a  treasure,  so  we  may  safely  dispose 
ourselves  there,  without  any  fear  of  being  disturbed  in  our 
plans/ 

‘  Very  good  :  and  what  then  ?  ’ 

Here  Griso  went  on  to  propose,  and  Don  Rodrigo  to  dis- 
cuss,  tilì  they  had,  together,  concerted  a  way  to  bring  thè 
enterprise  to  an  end  without  a  trace  of  its  authors  remain- 
ing.  They  even  contrived  means  to  turn  all  thè  suspicions, 
by  making  false  indications,  upon  another  quarter  ;  to  impose 
%  silence  upon  poor  Agnese  ;  to  inspire  Renzo  with  such  fear 
as  would  overbalance  his  grief,  efface  thè  thought  of  having 
recourse  to  thè  law,  and  even  thè  wish  to  complain;  and 
arranged  all  thè  other  minor  villainies  necessary  to  thè  suc¬ 
cess  of  this  principal  one.  We  will  omit  thè  account  of 
these  consultations,  however,  because,  as  thè  reader  will 
perceive,  they  are  not  necessary  to  thè  comprehension  of 
thè  story,  and  it  will  only  be  tedious,  both  to  him  and  us, 
to  entertain  ourselves  for  any  length  of  time  with  thè  dis- 
cussions  of  these  two  detestable  villains.  It  will  suffice  to 
say  that,  as  Griso  was  on  thè  point  of  leaving  thè  room,  to 
go  about  thè  execution  of  his  undertaking  at  once,  Don 
Rodrigo  called  him  back,  and  said>  *  Listen  :  if  by  any  chance 
this  rash  clown  should  molest  you  to-night,  it  would  not  be 
amiss  if  you  were  to  give  him  something  to  remember,  on 
his  shoulders,  by  way  of  anticipation.  By  this  means,  thè 
cómmand  to  keep  quiet,  which  shall  be  intimated  to  him  to- 
morrow,  will  more  surely  take  effect.  But  don’t  go  to  look 
for  him,  lest  you  should  spoil  what  is  of  more  importance. 
Do  you  understand  me  ? ? 

‘  Leave  it  to  me/  replied  Griso,  bowing  with  an  obsequious 
and  ostentatious  air,  as  he  departed. 

The  morning  was  spent  in  reconnoitring  thè  neighbour-  ' 
hood.  The  feigned  beggar  who  had  intruded  himself  so 
pertinaciously  into  Agnese’s  humble  cottage,  was  no  other 
than  Griso,  who  had  come  to  get  an  idea  of  thè  pian  of  thè 
house  by  sight;  thè  pretended  passengers  were  his  vile  fol- 
lowers,  who,  operating  under  his  orders,  required  a  less 
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minute  acquaintance  with  thè  place.  Their  observations 
being  made,  they  withdrew  from  notice,  lest  they  should 
excite  too  much  suspicion. 

When  they  returned  to  thè  palace,  Griso  made  his  report, 
arranged  definitely  thè  pian  of  thè  enterprise,  assigned  to 
each  his  different  part,  and  gave  his  instructions.  All  this 
could  not  be  transacted  without  thè  old  servanti  observation, 
who,  with  his  eyes  and  ears  constantly  on  thè  alert,  dis- 
covered  that  they  were  plotting  some  great  undertaking.  By 
dint  of  watching  and  questioning,  getting  half  a  hint  here, 
and  another  half  there,  commenting  in  his  own  mind  on 
ambiguous  inferences,  and  interpreting  mysterious  depar- 
tures,  he  at  length  carne  to  a  pretty  clear  knowledge  of 
all  thè  designs  of  thè  evening.  But  when  he  was  assured 
of  them,  it  was  very  near  thè  time,  and  already  a  small 
detachment  of  bravoes  had  left  thè  palace,  and  set  off  to 
conceal  themselves  in  thè  ruined  building.  The  poor  old 
man,  although  he  well  knew  what  a  dangerous  game  he 
was  playing,  and  feared,  besides,  that  he  was  doing  no 
efficient  Service,  yet  failed  not  to  fulfìl  his  engagement.  He 
went  out,  under  pretence  of  taking  thè  air,  and  proceeded 
in  great  haste  to  thè  convent,  to  give  Father  Cristoforo  thè 
promised  information.  Shortly  afterwards,  a  second  party 
of  bravoes  were  sent  out,  one  or  two  at  a  time,  that  they 
might  not  appear  to  be  one  company.  Griso  made  up  thè 
rear,  and  then  nothing  remained  behind  but  a  litter,  which 
was  to  be  brought  to  thè  place  of  rendezvous  after  dark. 
When  they  were  all  assembled  there,  Griso  despatched  three 
of  them  to  thè  inn  in  thè  village;  one  was  to  place  himself 
at  thè  door,  to  watch  thè  movements  in  thè  Street,  and  to 
give  notice  when  all  thè  inhabitants  had  retired  to  rest;  thè 
other  two  were  to  remain  inside,  gaming  and  drinking,  as 
if  enjoying  themselves,  but  were  also  to  be  on  thè  lookout, 
if  anything  was  to  be  seen.  Griso,  with  thè  body  of  thè 
troop,  waited  in  ambuscade  till  thè  time  of  action  should 
arrive. 

The  poor  old  man  was  stili  on  his  way,  thè  three  scouts 
had  arrived  at  their  post,  and  thè  sun  was  setting,  when 
Renzo  entered  thè  cottage,  and  said  to  thè  women,  ‘  Tonio 
and  Gervase  are  here  outside:  I  am  going  with  them  to  sup 
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at  thè  inn  ;  and  at  thè  sound  of  thè  Ave-Maria,  we  will  come 
to  fetch  you.  Come,  Lucia,  courage;  all  depends  upon  a 
moment/  Lucia  sighed,  and  replied,  ‘  Oh  yes,  courage  !  *  with 
a  tone  that  belied  her  words. 

When  Renzo  and  his  two  companions  reached  thè  inn, 
they  found  thè  brave  already  there  on  thè  watch,  leaning 
with  his  back  against  one  of  thè  jambs  of  thè  doonvay,  so 
as  to  occupy  half  its  width,  his  arms  folded  across  his  breast, 
and  glancing  with  a  prying  look  to  thè  right  and  left,  show- 
ing  alternately  thè  blacks  and  whites  of  two  griffin-like  eyes. 
A  fiat  cap  of  crimson  velvet,  put  on  sideways,  cover  ed  half 
thè  lock  of  hair  which,  parted  on  a  dark  forehead,  terminated 
in  tresses  confined  by  a  comb  at  thè  back  of  thè  head.  He 
held  in  one  hand  a  short  cudgel;  his  weapons,  properly 
speaking,  were  not  visible,  but  one  had  only  to  look  at  his 
face,  and  even  a  child  would  have  guessed  that  he  had  as 
many  under  his  clothes  as  he  coulcl  carry.  When  Renzo, 
thè  foremost  of  thè  three,  approached  him  and  seemed  pre- 
pared  to  enter,  thè  bravo  fixed  his  eyes  upon  him,  without 
attempting  to  make  way;  but  thè  youth,  intent  on  avoiding 
any  questions  or  disputes,  as  people  generally  are  who  have 
an  intricate  undertaking  in  hand,  did  not  even  stop  to  say 
*  make  room  ;  ’  but  grazing  thè  other  door-post,  pushed,  side- 
foremost,  through  thè  opening  left  by  this  Caryatides.  His 
companions  were  obliged  to  practise  thè  same  manoeuvre,  if 
they  wished  to  enter.  When  they  got  in,  they  saw  thè  others 
whose  voices  they  had  heard  outside,  sittìng  at  a  t^ble,  play- 
ing  at  Mora,1  both  exclaiming  at  once,  and  alternately  pour- 
ing  out  something  to  drink  from  a  large  flask  placed  between 
them.  They  fixed  their  eyes  steadily  on  thè  new  comers  ;  and 
one  of  them,  especially,  holding  his  right  hand  extended  in 
thè  air,  with  three  enormous  fingers  just  shot  forth,  and 
his  mouth  formed  to  utter  thè  word  f  six/  which  burst  forth 
at  thè  moment,  eyed  Renzo  from  head  to  foot,  and  glanced 
first  at  his  companion,  and  then  at  thè  one  at  thè  door, 

1  This  is  a  game  between  two,  played  by  one  of  them  suddenly  extending 
any  number  of  fingers  he  may  <choose,  and  calling  at  thè  same  moment  for 
some  number  under  eleven,  which  thè  opponent  must  make  up  at  once,  by 
producing  such  a  number  of  fingers,  that  thè  number  called  for  may  be 
summed  up  exactly  on  thè  extended  fingers  of  thè  four  hands.  If  he  suc- 
ceed  in  raaking  up  thè  right  number,  he  wins;  if  otherwise,  thè  speaker. 
The  bystanders  keep  count.  This  is  a  very  exciting,  lively  game,  and  a 
great  favourite  among  thè  Roman  peasantry. 
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who  replied  with  a  nod  of  his  head,  Renzo,  suspicious  and 
doubtful,  looked  at  his  friends,  as  if  seeking  in  their  coun- 
tenances  an  interpretation  of  all  these  gestures;  but  their 
countenances  indicated  nothing  beyond  a  good  appetite.  The 
landlord  approached  to  receive  his  orders,  and  Renzo  made 
him  accompany  him  into  an  adjoining  room,  and  ordered 
some  supper. 

Who  are  those  strangers  ? ?  asked  he,  in  a  low  voice,  when 
his  host  returned  with  a  coarse  table-cloth  under  his  arm, 
and  a  bottle  in  his  hand.  9 

‘  I  don’t  know  them/  replied  thè  host,  spreading  thè 
table-cloth. 

‘  What  !  none  of  them  ?  9 

‘  You  know/  replied  he,  again  smoothing  thè  cloth  on 
the  ^  table  with  both  his  hands,  ‘that  thè  first  rule  of  our 
business  is  not  to  pry  into  other  people’s  affairs;  so  that 
t  e^en  our  wornen  are  not  inquisitive.  It  would  be  hard  work, 
‘  with  thè  multitude  of  folk  that  come  and  go;  always  like 
a  harbour — when  thè  times  are  good,  I  mean;  but  let  us 
eh  e  et*  up  now,  for  there  may  come  better  days.  All  we  care 
for  is  whether  our  customers  are  honest  fellows;  who  they 
are  or  are  not,  beyond  that,  is  nothing  to  us.  But,  come! 
I  will  bring  you  a  dish  of  hash,  thè  like  of  which  youVe 
never  tasted/ 

‘  How  do  you  know  .  .  .?’  Renzo  was  beginning;  but  thè 
landlord,  already  on  his  way  to  thè  kitchen,  paid  no  attention 
to  his  inquiry.  Here,  while  he  was  taking  up  thè  stewing- 
pan  in  which  was  thè  above-mentioned  hash,  thè  bravo  who 
had  eyed  our  youth  so  closely  accosted  thè  host,  and  said, 
in  an  under-tone,  ‘  Who  are  those  good  men  ?  ’ 

Worthy  people  of  thè  village/  replied  he,  pouring  thè 
hash  into  thè  dish. 

‘  Very  well;  but  what  are  they  called?  Who  are  they?? 
insisted  he,  in  a  sharp  tone. 

‘  One  is  called  Renzo/  replied  thè  host,  speaking  in  a  low 
voice  ;  4  a  worthy  youth  reckoned— a  silk  weaver,  who  under- 
stands  his  business  well.  The  other  is  a  peasant  of  thè  name 
of  Tonio,  a  good  jovial  comrade;  pity  he  has  so  little;  he’d 
spend  it  all  here.  The  third  is  a  simpleton,  who  eats  will- 
ingly  whatever  is  set  before  him.  By  your  leave/ 
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wildered.  Supper  being  over,  and  thè  bill  having  been  paid 
by  thè  one  who  had  done  thè  least  execution,  they  had  agam 
to  pass  under  thè  scrutinizing  eyes  of  thè  three  bravoes, 
who  gaz  ed  earnestly  at  Renzo,  as  they  had  done  on  his 
entrance.  When  he  had  proceeded  a  few  paces  from  thè 
inn  he  looked  round,  and  saw  that  he  was  followed  by  thè 
two  bravoes  whom  he  had  left  sitting  in  thè  kitchen;  so  he 
stood  stili  with  his  companions,  as  much  as  to  say,  Let 
us  see  what  these  fellows  want  with  me.’  On  perceivmg, 
however,  that  they  were  observed,  they  also  stopped  short, 
and  speaking  to  each  other  in  a  suppressed  voice,  turned 
back  again.  Had  Renzo  been  near  enough  to  have  heard 
their  words,  thè  following  would  have  struck  him  as  very 
strange:  ‘  It  will  be  a  fine  thing,  however,  without  counting 
thè  drinking-money,’  said  one  of  thè  villains,  ‘  if  we  can 
relate,  on  our  return  to  thè  palace,  that  we  made  them  lay 
down’ their  arms  in  a  hurry;— by  ourselves,  too,  without 
Signor  Griso  here  to  give  orders  !  ’ 

‘And  spoil  thè  principal  business!’  replied  thè  other. 

‘  See,  they’ve  discovered  something  ;  they  are  stopping  to 
look  at  us.  Oh,  I  wish  it  was  later  !  Let  us  turn  back, 
or  they  il  surely  suspect  us!  Don’t  you  see  people  are 
coming  in  every  direction?  Let  us  wait  till  they  ve  all  gone 

t0  There  was,  in  fact,  that  stirring— that  confused  buzz— 
which  is  usually  heard  in  a  village  on  thè  approach  of  even- 
ing,  and  which  shortly  afterwards  gives  place  to  thè  solemn 
stilìness  of  night.  Women  arrived  from  thè  fields,  carrying 
their  infants  on  their  backs,  and  holding  by  thè  hand  thè 
elder  children,  whom  they  were  hearing  repeat  their  evening 
prayers  ;  while  thè  men  bore  on  their  shoulders  their  spades, 
and  different  implements  of  husbandry.  On  thè  opening  of 
thè  cottage  doors,  a  bright  gleam  of  light  sparkled  from  thè 
fires,  that  were  kindled  to  prepare  their  humble  evening 
meaì.  In  thè  Street  might  be  heard  salutations  exchanged, 
together  with  brief  and  sad  remarks  on  thè  scarcity  of 
thè  harvest,  and  thè  poverty  of  thè  times;  while,  above  a  I, 
resounded  thè  measured  and  sonorous  tolls  of  thè  bell, 

■  which  announced  thè  dose  of  day.  When  Renzo  saw  that 

his  two  indiscreet  followers  had  retired,  he  continued  his 
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way  amid  thè  increasing  darkness,  occasionali^  in  a  low 
tone,  refreshing  thè  memories  of  one  or  other  of  thè  brothers 
on  some  point  of  their  duties  they  might  be  likely  to  forget. 
When  he  arrived  at  Lucia’s  cottage,  thè  night  had  quite 

closed  in. 

‘  Between  thè  acting  of  a  dreadful  thing,’ 
says  a  foreign  writer,  who  was  not  wanting  in  discernment, 

‘  And  thè  first  motion,  all  thè  interim  is 

'Lite  a  phantasma,  or  a  hideous  dream.’ 

Lucia  had  suffered  for  several  hours  thè  horrors  of  such 
a  dream;  and  Agnese— Agnese  herself,  thè  author  of  thè 
design,  was  buried  in  thought,  and  could  scarcely  fìnd  words 
to  encourage  her  daughter.  But  at  thè  moment  of  awaking, 
at  thè  moment  when  one  is  called  upon  to  begin  thè  dreaded 
undertaking,  thè  mind  is  instantly  trans formed.  A  new 
terror  and  a  new  courage  succeed  those  which  before  strug- 
gled  within  ;  thè  enterprise  presents  itself  to  thè  mind  like  a 
fresh  apparition  ;  that  which  at  first  sight,  was  most  dreaded, 
seems  sometimes  rendered  easy  in  a  moment;  and,  on  thè 
other  hand,  an  obstacle  which,  at  first,  was  scarcely  noticed 
becomes  formidable;  thè  imagination  shrinks  back  alarmed 
thè  limbs.  refuse  to  fulfil  their  office,  and  thè  heart  revokes 
thè  pronnses  that  were  made  with  thè  greatest  confidence. 
At  Renzo  s  smothered  knock,  Lucia  was  seized  with  such 
terror,  that,  at  thè  moment,  she  resolved  to  suffer  anything, 
to  be  separated  from  him  for  e  ver  rather  than  execute  thè 
resolutions  she  had  made;  but  when  he  had  stood  before  her, 
and  had  said,  ‘  Here  I  am,  let  us  go  * — when  all  were  ready 
to  accompany  him  without  hesitation,  as  a  fixed  and  irre- 
vocable  thing,  Lucia  had  neither  time  nor  heart  to  interpose 
difficulties;  and,  almost  dragged  along,  she  tremblingly  took 
one  arm  of  her  mother,  and  one  of  her  betrothed,  and  set 
off  with  thè  venturesome  party. 

Ver y  softly,  in  thè  dark,  and  with  slow  steps,  they  passed 
thè  threshold,  and  took  thè  road  that  led  out  of  thè  village. 
The  shortest  way  would  have  been  to  have  gone  throu°-h 
ìt,  to  reach  Don  Abbondio’s  house,  at  thè  other  end  ;  but  they 
chose  thè  longer  course,  as  being  thè  most  retired.  After 
passing  along  little  narrow  roads  that  ran  between  gardens 
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and  fields,  they  arrived  near  thè  house,  and  here  they 
divided.  The  two  lovers  remained  hidden  behind  a  corner 
of  thè  building;  Agnese  was  with  them,  but  stood  a  little 
forwarder,  that  she  might  be  able  to  run  in  time  to  meet 
Perpetua,  and  take  possession  of  her.  Tonio,  with  his  block- 
head  of  a  brother,  Gervase,  who  knew  how  to  do  nothing  by 
himself,  and  without  whom  nothing  could  be  done,  hastened 
boldly  forward,  and  knocked  at  thè  door. 

4Who’s  there,  at  such  an  hour?’  cried  a  voice  from  a 
window,  that  was  thrown  open  at  thè  moment:  it  was  thè 
voice  of  Perpetua.  4  There’s  nobody  ili,  that  I  know  of. 
But,  perhaps,  some  accident  has  happened?  * 

‘  It  is  1/  replied  Tonio,  4  with  my  brother  ;  we  want  to 
speak  to  thè  Signor  Curate.’ 

‘  Is  this  an  hour  for  Christians?’  replied  Perpetua,  sharp- 
ly.  4  You’ve  no  consideratimi.  Come  again  to-morrow.’ 

4Listen;  PII  come  again,  or  not,  just  as  you  like;  Pvc 
scraped  together  nobody  knows  how  much  money,  and  carne 
to  settle  that  little  debt  you  know  of.  Here,  I  had  fìve-and- 
twenty  fine  new  berlinghe;  but  if  one  cannot  pay,  never 
mind  ;  I  know  well  enough  how  to  spend  these,  and  I’ll  come 
again,  when  I’ve  got  together  some  more.’ 

4  Wait,  wait  !  PII  go,  and  be  back  in  a  moment.  But  why 
come  at  such  an  hour  ?  ’ 

4  If  you  can  change  thè  hour,  I’ve  no  objection;  as  for  me, 
here  I  am;  and  if  you  don’t  want  me,  PII  go.’ 

4  No,  no;  wait  a  moment;  I’il  be  back  with  thè  answer 
directly/ 

So  saying,  she  shut  thè  window  again.  At  this  instant, 
Agnese  left  thè  lovers,  and  saying,  in  a  low  voice  to  Lucia, 
4  Courage  !  it  is  but  a  moment  ;  it’s  only  like  drawing  a 
tooth,’  joined  thè  two  brother s  at  thè  door,  and  began  gossip- 
ing  with  Tonio,  so  that,  when  Perpetua  should  return  and 
sce  her,  she  might  think  she  was  just  passing  by,  and  that 
Tonio  had  detained  her  for  a  moment. 


CHAPTER  Vili 

heh°saUn  ^  Abbondio 

V  stairs,  with  a  sLS  1  T~chair>  «  a  room  up- 

just  as  Perpetua  entered  to  brine?  hfm  ^the*36”  bef°re  hÌm’ 
neades!  I  seem  to  have  heard  or  fead  thkhnameS^ge'~Car" 
some  man  of  learning—  some  e-reJ  ft  t  ?me;  U  must  be 
just  Ilice  one  of  theif  names  •  W  l  h°  ar  °f  antiquity;  it  is 

was  thè  poor  man  from  foresètim  thoZZ"  T  he?~So  far 
mg  over  his  head.  S  tb  torrn  tbat  was  gather- 

°(-a^a  X  SeTy  X  ^"d^t  ^  *»d  ' 

who  possessed  somethin^  of  k  Curate> 

after  another,  always  takin-r  th TTZ’  Ì  hlm  one  book 

The  work  with  whichDon  Ahhn^-  ^  that  Came  to  hand- 

already  convaletS  after  ht 1*°  W"S  ”°W  enga^ed  (b«ng 
more  advanced  in  Iiis'r^very 'fr0^VfJ  “("d  “d 

should  be  believed)  was  a  ni,  ™  thè  fever  than  he  wished 
which  had  been  delivered  with' honour  of  San  Carlo, 
to  with  great  admiration  in  ,Ucb  ea™®stness»  and  listened 
years  before.  The  saint  had  h  6  Catbedral  of  Milan,  two 
his  love  of  study,  to ÀrLtttT  0n  accoa"t  of 

had  met  with  no  stumbhWbt,;.^  “  farADon  Abbondio 
executed  such  great  workf  -,„ri  becaus,e  Archimedes  has 
famous,  that  it^equir^  no  ver  r<?dered  his  name  » 
know  something  about  him.  But  afier  °Ì  erudition  t0 

ateo  compar  e  s  his  saint  tn  r-i  i  ch*niedes,  thè  orator 

met  with  a  check.  At  this^oint^p3’  here  the  reader 
Visit  of  Tonio.  point,  Perpetua  announced  thè 

enó4h.thÌS  h°Ur!’  6XClaÌmcd  Don  Abbondio,  also,  naturally 

indeed;  but  if  yo^don’rtakehim'^1^  U°  consideratìon, 

‘If  I  don’t  takehim  nZ  ,  w,hen  you  can  B<*  him  .  .  } 

6  b!“  now>  wbo  knows  when  I  can?  Let 

1  Jwcc 
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hin,  come  in  ...  He,!  he,  1-Perpetua,  are  yo«  qui»  »" 

ÌllSòfoV.  rep.ied  £ 

°rS  »dd“r’thf»amrmo*.nl  Asneje  showed  berseli, 

“  the  wo 

biothers,‘Gom,,said*e,-andIllfoUw.  w:,„ 

‘Because,’  rephed  Agnese  a  gos*pmg  h? 

“ECSve”r»f°  I  ““i»'»'»'4  thi'  ,0“  tod 

t’°!To0“e“uretl“òtewi>aVa  ialse-tongu.d  «orna»!  Who 

‘S  ?Dotf.  ask  me;  I  do»'.  w.nt  tt >  m>k«  mischie! ^  ^  , 

‘You  shall  teli  me;  you  must  teli  me.  y 

false  body/  t  think  how  vexed  I  was 

J'fìSS  kno,bn.ì./°wUko,e  bis, oc,  .ha.  I  mish.  bave 

^It^s'aiTabominable  falsehood/  saW^Perpe^ua-Aa^ nms. 

ÌmSh”0baS,e?««<”  •  He,!  Tonio;' jus.  dose  .he  door,  and 

*^5S?£^S!i 

eiger  relation.  In  W ■  » MD»  «*£*»  ‘  ^ j  sOTigb, 
Street  ran  between  two  cottages,  int0  the  fields. 

the  length  of  thè  buddl"j=*’  this  street  as  if  she  would  go 
Agnese  went  forward  along  h  and  Perpetua  followed. 
a  little  aside  to  speak  y’d  reached  a  spot  whence 

When  they  had  turned  the  h  ’  ened  before  Don  Abbon- 
they  could  no  longer  see ;  wh .  t  PP  was  thè  signal; 


T>  XCXf 

*"•** h"  ■*. 

towards  ,he  d^fX  ^S^'T'r?  “dVan“d 
.!.«  lovers  stood  dose  ag.in”,  w^'  °f  'h'  “1 

■fh"  Toni;°’  ”  “  «Ptoatcry  tono. 

»i£  °"01  "  J">uf  C«™  »"'  «Plied  thè  voice 

himself° araThb!  brothe°r°  one^t^17  -WÌ<ie  enough  t0  admit 

that  soddenV.hoaè  too«h  SeV”^  Tl“  ray  °f  Iight 

dark  floor  of  thè  landine-^made  Tpei?lng’  and  cr°ssed  thè 

were  discovered.  When^he  broth^rTli^rf1111316’  *?  Ìf  she 
closed  thè  door  inside  VP  , „  h  kad  entercd.  Tonio 

dark,  their  ears  intentìy  on thTJeri anfhl^ 
breath;  thè  loudest  noise  was  thè  beatin^  ^ luK 

«2s^bIsx^8m8e:ted'  ?  we  have  saida  ìn  -  °id 

his  head  burie?  Pa  shabbv  caan  thUeath  dreS/in?^0wn>  and 

by  thè  faint  lfcht  of  a  snSl  V  P£  °f  a  tiara-  which, 
all  round  his  tee  °f  C°mice 

beneath  his  head-dress  two  th,Vt  \  whlch  escaped  from 
tachios,  and  a  thickTuftTn  ***  mUS' 

scattered  over  his  dark  •  ,  /j’  .  of  tbem  grey,  and 

Pared  lo  bushes  cove rd  *hh  ”ìght  b«  com- 

of  a  cliff,  a,  seen  ™ ^1,^°  ’  fra”  ,he  fa“ 

..d  “ he  ,oot  **  *  *p«***, 

Tonio,  with  a  lowbow  whid^Ge/a*  C°mc  VCry  late’’  said 

‘  Certainly,  it  is  S  Tal  6  awkwar<%  imitated. 

I  am  ili?’  y’  late  late  every  Way.  Don’t  you  know 

‘  I’m  very  sorry  for  it.’ 

‘You  must  have  heard  I  was  ili,  and  didn’t  know  when 
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!  shoo.d  be  .ble  lo  ree  »***?■  ■  •  B“‘  "hj  '“‘,e  ^ 
brought  this— this  boy  with  yo"' 

‘  For  company,  Signor  Curate. 

Saint  Ambrose  on  horseback,  said  Tomo,  tìraw  g 

»*  <»"d 

irreprehensible.  Tecla’s  necklace/ 

‘  Now,  Signor  Curate  you  will  give  me  iec  tQ  a 

‘You  are  right/  replied  D°n *o  ^  ^ 
cupboard,  he  took  out  a  key,  o  g  f  distance,  opened  one 
all  prying  spectators  were  P  P witb  his  person, 

of  thè  doors,  and  filhng  «P  ^  tQ  reach;  the  pledge; 

introduced  his  head  to  see,  a  board>  unwrapped  the 

then  drawmg  it  ou  .  he  sh  t  th  p  ^  again>  atld 
paper,  and  saying,  Is  tìiat  nbm. 

^  fjtoni»,  '«in  y»«  p'«“'  “  P"1  “  in  Ulck 
and  white?.  Abbondio.  'I  declare  they 

a  I  how  suspiciou.  ,b,  world  ,»s  beco».  1 

“‘insur» s 

•wrong.  But  as  my  name  »  £7^  ^  ^  trouble  of 
debtor  s  side  .  .  then  s  y  death 

wntmg  once,  so  .  .  .  “  Abbondio  ;  and  muttenng  be- 

‘  Well,  well,  interrupted  Don  ™T  ’ble-drawers,  took 
tween  his  teeth,  he  drew  ot^  ^  n  t0  write,  repeating  the 
thence  pen,  ink,  and  paper,  and  began  tow  ^  ^  mean 
words  aloud,  as  they  proceeded  from  h  P  themseives 

time,  Tonio,  and  at  his  _  side ,  ^  tfae 

standing  before  thè  tab  e  '11®  began  to  shuffle  their 

door  from  thè  view  of  thè ^  f^’ere  idlengess,  but,  in  reality, 
feet  about  on  the  floor,  as  it  and  at  tbe  same  time, 

as  a  signal  to  those  witìiou *  *  ’  Don  Abbondio,  jntent 

to  drown  the  noise  of  J  At  the  noise  of  their 

upon  his  writing,  noticed  nothmg  else. 


* 

eet,  Renzo  took  Lucia’s  arm,  pressing-  it  in  an 
manner,  and  went  forward  ni  JL  r?g  1  •  encouraging 
«he  trembled  h?  alon^  f*r 

must  bave  sunk  to  thè  ground  “*  hlS  hdp’  she 

tiptoe,  and  holding  theif  breath  thev  ^  ^7  ?°ft!-V’  °n 
behind  thè  two  brothers  Tn  th  ’  ^  ^  acec^  themselves 

having  finished  writino-  read  °  ^ean  time,  Don  Abbondio, 
«I  raiittg  bis  X  he  T-f1 “f1™1*  »*' 

content  now?’  and  tapino-  off  u-  6  11  Upl  say’n£>  ‘Are  you 
handed  thè  papero to  Toni 1  +fCCtacIes  ™th  one  hand, 
Tonio,  extendb'h  s  rlht  hand  tn  6  ^  and  Iooked  “P- 
side,  and  Gervase  at  a  sili  r“tìve  U’  retircd  on  one 
behold!  as  at  thè  shiftinp  nf  n  °n  tbe  otllerl  and 

between  them  Don  Abhond'  SC6ne;  ^.enf°  anc^  Lucia  stood 
-was  terrSd  astonkhed  e  ^  '^^^%-saw  clearly 
to  a  resolution;  and  all  thi’s  whde  RbUr'ed  In  thought>  carne 

‘  Signor  Curate,  in  th"  predice  of  the°  ^  the  WOrds’ 
my  wife J  i  ^  these  witnesses,  this  is 

X  Don  Abtadlo Xm  XX  ““'a  X 

with  his  left  hand  and  rJ^o  a  x  •  eceiP^  seized  the  lamp 

the  cloth  with  his  rio-ht  a^d  a  m  *  jC  a*r>  cau^t  bold  of 

table,  bri„gi„g  lo  L™"'-'  'M 

<rxf  •  Xhtmbli”s  r'T’  h>d  “'XXS 

The  H di t  ,w  t  cipetua  Perpetua  1— treachery— helo  i  ’ 

«Xg  riy  nXtóà®  T  frr°°"d-  ,h"*  *«”  ““ 

no  attempi  t„  dXÌ£  h-X”  matte 

a  statue  sculptured  &i,f  chili-  f’  d  ,might  be  c°mpared  to 
thrown  a «feto, i  "X  ^ 

reached  «,  be  entef.d  In^bS  ’Ee X  X"™? 
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exclaiming,  ‘Perpetua!  treachery,  help!  Out  of  tire  house! 

playing  at  bhnd-man  s  bu  ,  _  don’t  make  such 

ing  aga1imtLi;;c;rcalling  t’o  Renzo,  in  a  feeble  voice  said 
a  noise  Lumaca  g  {or  God,s  sake.>  Tomo 

beseechmgly,  Let  us  go,  j w i  \ B  »  with  his  hands  on 
was  crawling  «.  I»  k"T’ °.j K Thè  te.rifi.d  Gervase 

sc.M.g  <o«  «h«  door 

:f“  ,f  Ss,  so  as  .0  mah«  «scapo»  satóy.  ^  ^  ^ 

I„  thè  »”dst  »f  «ta  'g“"'  *h0  was  caasing  disturbane, 
to  make  a  reflection.  ^  ’  h  who  had  effected  _an 

at  night  m  another  p  ,  hlockaded  thè  master  him- 

entrance  by  stealth,  and  who  hzdblod^^  an 

self  in  one  of  his  m  »?  ^on  Abbon- 

oppressor  ;  while  m  fact  he  w  dPut  to  flight,  while 

dio,  taken  by  surprisc  ternfied  and  ’victim; 

peaceably  engaged  “  hl®  dìd  tpe  wrong.  Thus  fre- 

ruemi;\"es  tL  wSd  ...  or  rather,  we  should  say,  thus 

it  went  in.the ^“Jw^^rS^enemy  gave  no  signs  of 
The  besieged,  findmg  that  thè  en  y»  ^  looked  int0 

abandomng  thè  enterprise,  P  ,  ,  ,  k  l  j  >  There  was 

thè  churchyard,  and  shouted  out.  JMP -  P  little 

a  most  lovely  moon;  thè  atadow  of  ti*  ehmeh^  ^  ^ 

beyond,  thè  long,  slia^P  s  brieht  orassy  level  of  thè 

«ili,  and  J ^  ‘ere  ,t»  almos,  a,  by  da,, 

sacred  enclosure.  all  obj  there  anpeared  no  sign  of 

But  look  which  way_  you  wo  >  wap  0f  thè  church,  on 

living  person  «a  small  dwelling  where 

thè  side  n^  he  Parso  g  ^  he  sprang  Up 

thè  sexton  slept.  Arousea  y  threw  Cpen  thè  sash 

in  his  bed,  jumped  out  in t’  ith  his  eyelids  glued 
of  his  little  wmdow  put  his  head  ot  ^  the  matter?> 

together  all  the  while,  and  cr  .  '  .  house1’  answered 
‘  Run,  Ambrogio!  help!  f  ^  ’  renlied  he  as  he  drew 
Don  Abbondio  ‘ ^ommg dir ■  J,  P  ^  ’h  half  asleep 
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and  more  than  half  terrified,  an  expedient  quickly  occurred 
to  him  that  would  bring  more  aid  than  had  been  asked, 
without  dragging  him  into  thè  affray,  whatever  it  might  be. 
Seizing  his  breeches  that  lay  upon  thè  bed,  he  tucked  them 
under  his  arm  like  a  gala  hat,  and  bounding  down-stairs  by 
a  little  wooden  ladder,  ran  to  thè  belfry,  caught  hold  of  thè 
rope  that  was  attached  to  thè  larger  of  thè  two  bells,  and 
pulled  vigorously. 

Ton,  ton,  ton,  ton  ;  thè  peasant  sprang  up  in  his  bed  ; 
thè  boy  stretched  in  thè  hay-loft  listened  eagerly,  and  leapt 
upon  his'feet.  £  What’s  thè  matter?  what’s  thè  matter? 
The  belFs  ringing!  Fire?  Thieves?  Banditti?’  Many  of 
thè  women  advised— begged  their  husbands  not  to  stir — 
to  let  others  run;  some  got  up  and  went  to  thè  window; 
those  who  were  cdwards,  as  if  yielding  to  entreaty,  quietly 
slipped  under  thè  bed-clothes  again;  while  thè  more  inquisi¬ 
tive  and  courageous  sprang  up  and  armed  themselves  with 
pitch-forks  and  pistols,  to  run  to  thè  uproar;  others  '  waited 
to  see  thè  end. 

But  before  these  were  all  ready,  and  even  before  they 
were  well  awake,  thè  noise  had  reached  thè  ears,  and  arrested 
thè  attention,  oE  some  others  not  very  far  distant,  who  were 
both  dressed  and  on  their  feet;  thè  bravoes  in  one  place; 
Agnese  and  Perpetua  in  another.  We  will  fìrst  briefly  relate 
thè  movements  of  thè  bravoes  sirice,  we  left  them; — some 
in  thè  old  building,  and  some  at  thè  inn. 

The  three  at  thè  inn,  as  soon  as  they  saw  all  thè  doors 
shut  and  thè  Street  deserted,  went  out,  pretending  to  be  going 
some  distance;  but  they  only  quietly  took  a  short  turn  in  thè 
village  to  be  assured  that  all  had  retired  to  rest  ;  and  in  fact, 
they  met  not  one  living  creature,  nor  heard  thè  least  noise. 
They  also  passed,  stili  more  softly,  before  Lucia’s  little 
cottage,  which  was  thè  quietest  of  all,  since  there  was  no  one 
within.  They  then  went  direct  to  thè  old  house,  and  reported 
their  observations  to  Signor  Griso.  Hastily  putting  on  a 
slouched  hat,  with  a  pilgrim’s  dress  of  sackcloth,  scattered 
over  with  cockle-shells,  and  taking  in  his  hand  a  pilgrim’s 
staff,  he  said:  *  Now  let  us  act  like  good  bravoes;  quiet,  and 
attentive  to  orders/  So  saying,  he  moved  forward,  followed 
by  thè  rest,  and  in  a  few  moments  reached  thè  cottage  by 
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thè  opposite  way  to  thè  one  our  little  party  had  taken  when 
setting  out  on  their  expedition.  Griso  ordered  his  followers 
to  remain  a  few  paces  behind,  while  he  went  forward  alone 
to  explore;  and  finding  all  outside  deserted  and  stili,  he 
beckoned  to  two  of  them  to  advance,  ordered  them  quietly 
to  scale  thè  wall  that  surrounded  thè  court-yard,  and  when 
they  had  descended,  to  conceal  themselves  in  a  corner  behind 
a  thick  fig-tree  that  he  had  noticed  in  thè  morning.  This 
done,  he  knocked  gently  at  thè  door,  with  thè  intention  of 
saying  that  he  was  a  pilgrim  who  had  lost  his  way?  and 
begged  a  lodging  for  thè  night.  No  one  replied;  he  knocked 
a  little  more  loudly;  not  a  whisper.  He  therefore  called  a 
third  bravo,  and  made  him  descend  into  thè  yard  as  thè  other 
two  had  done,  with  orders  to  unfasten  thè  bolt  inside  very 
carefully,  so  that  he  might  have  free  ingress  and  egress. 
All  was  executed  with  thè  greatest  caution  and  thè  most 
prosperous  success.  He  then  went  to  cali  thè  rest,  and 
bidding  them  enter  with  him,  sent  them  to  hidè  in  thè  corner 
with  thè  others,  closed  thè  door  again  very  softly,  placed 
two  sentinels  inside,  and  went  up  to  thè  door  of  thè  house. 
Here  also  he  knocked — waited;  and  long  enough  he  might 
wait.  He  then  as  gently  as  possible  opened  this  door  ;  nobody 
within  said,  Who’s  there;  no  one  was  to  be  heard.  Nothing 
could  be  better.  Forward  then;  f  Come  on,’  cried  he  to  those 
behind  thè  fig-tree,  and  he  entered  with  them  into  that  very 
room  where  in  thè  morning  he  had  so  basely  obtained  thè 
piece  of  bread.  Drawing  from  his  pocket  a  piece  of  Steel, 
a  flint,  some  tinder  and  a  few  matches,  he  Ht  a  small  lantern 
he  had  provided,  and  stepped  into  thè  next  room  to  assure 
himself  that  all  was  quieti  no  one  was  there.  He  returned, 
went  to  thè  foot  of  thè  stairs,  looked  up,  listened;  all  was 
solitude  and  silence.  Leaving  two  more  sentinels  in  thè 
lower  room,  he  bid  Grignapoco  follow  him,  a  bravo  from 
thè  district  of  Bergamo,  whose  office  it  was  to  threaten, 
appease,  and  command;  to  be,  in  short,  thè  spokesman,  so 
that  his  dialect  might  give  Agnese  thè  idea  that  thè  expedi¬ 
tion  carne  from  his  neighbourhood.  With  this  companion 
at  his  side,  and  thè  rest  behind  him,  Griso  very  slowly 
ascended  thè  stairs,  cursing  in  his  heart  every  step  that  un- 
luckily  creaked,  every  tread  of  these  villaìns  that  made  thè 
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least  noise.  At  last  he  reaches  thè  top.  Here  is  thè  danger. 
He  gently  pushes  thè  door  that  leads  into  thè  first  rootn; 
it  yields  to  his  touch  ;  he  opens  it  a  little  and  looks  in  ;  all  is 
dark;  he  listens  attentively,  perchance  he  may  hear  a  snoring, 
a  breath,  a  stirring  within  ;  nothing.  Forward  then  ;  he  puts 
thè  lantern  before  his  face,  so  as  to  see  without  being  seen, 
he  opens  thè  door  wide;  perceives  a  bed;  looks  upon  it;  thè 
bed  is  made  and  smooth,  with  thè  clothes  turned  down’ and 
arranged  upon  thè  pillow.  He  shrugs  his  shoulders,  turns 
to  his  companions,  beckons  to  them  that  he  is  going  to  look 
in  thè  other  room,  and  that  they  must  keep  quiet  where  they 
were  ;  he  goes  forward,  uses  thè  satne  precautions,  meets 
with  thè  same  success.  ‘Whatever  can  this  mean?’  ex- 
claimed  he  boldly:  ‘some  traitorous  dog  must  have  been 
acting  as  spy.’  They  then  began  to  look  about  them  with 
less.  caution,  and  to  pry  into  every  corner,  turning  thè  house 
upside  down. 

While  thè  party  up-stairs  were  thus  engaged,  thè  two 
who  were  on  guard  at  thè  street-door  heard  hasty  and  re- 
peated  footsteps  approaching  along  thè  road  that  led  into 
thè  village,  and  imagining  that  whoever  it  was,  he  would 
pass  by,  they  kept  quiet,  their  ears,  however,  attentively  on 
thè  watch.  But  behold  !  thè  footsteps  stopped  exactly  at  thè 
door.  It  was  Menico  arriving  in  great  haste,  sent  by  Father 
Cristoforo  to  bici  thè  two  women,  for  Heaven’s  sake,  to  make 
their  escape  as  quickly  as  possible  from  their  cottage,  and 
take  refuge  in  thè  convent,  because  ...  thè  ‘because’  thè 
reader  knows.  He  took  hold  of  thè  handle  of  thè  latch,  and 
felt  it  shake  in  his  hand,  unfastened  and  broken  open.  What 
is  this?  thought  he,  as  he  pushed  open  thè  door  in  some 
alarm  ;  and  putting  one  foot  inside  with  considerable  sus- 
picion,  he  felt  himself  seized  in  a  moment  by  both  arms,  and 
heard  two  smothered  voices,  on  his  right  and  left,  saying 
to  him,  in^a  threatening  tone:  ‘Hush!  hold  your  tongue, 
or  you  die.’  .On  thè  contrary,  however,  he  uttered  a  shrill 
cry,  upon  which  one  of  them  struck  him  a  great  blow  on  thè 
mouth,  and  thè  other  took  hold  of  a  large  knife  to  terrify 
him.  The  poor  child  trémbled  like  a  leaf,  and  did  not  at- 
tempt  a  second  cry;  but  all  at  once,  in  his  stead,  and  with 
a  far  different  tone,  burst  forth  thè  first  sound  of  thè  bell 
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before  described,  and  immediately  after  many  thundering 
peals  in  quick  succession.  ‘  If  thè  cap  fìts,  put  it  on,  says^a 
Milanese  proverb;  each  of  thè  villains  seemed  to  hear  in 
these  peals  his  name,  surname,  and  mck-name;  they  let  go 
of  Menico’s  arms,  hastily  dropped  their  own,  gazedat  each 
other’s  faces  in  mute  astonishment,  and  then  ran  into  thè 
house  where  was  thè  bulk  of  their  companions.  Menico  took 
to  his  legs,  and  fìed,  by  way  of  thè  fields,  towards  thè  belfry, 
where  he  felt  sure  there  would  be  some  people  assembled. 
On  thè  other  ruffians,  who  were  rummaging  thè  house  from 
top  to  bottom,  thè  terrible  bell  made  thè  same  impression  ; 
confused  and  alarmed,  they  ran  against  one  another,  in  at- 
tempting,  each  one  for  himself,  to  find  thè  shortest  way  of 
reaching  thè  street-door.  Thougli  men  of  approved  courage, 
and  accustomed  never  to  turn  their  backs  on  known  perii, 
they  could  not  stand  against  an  indefinite  danger,  which  had 
not  been  viewed  at  a  little  distance  before  coming  upon 
them.  It  required  all  thè  authority  of  Griso  to  keep  them 
together,  so  that  it  might  be  a  retreat  and  not  a  flight.  Just 
as  a  dog  urging  a  drove  of  pigs,  runs  here  and  there  after 
those  that  break  tlie  ranks,  seizes  one  by  thè  ears,  and  drags 
*him  into  thè  herd,  propels  another  with  his  nose,  barks  at 
a  third  that  leaves  thè  line  at  thè  same  moment,  so  thè 
pilgrim  laid  hold  of  one  of  his  troop  just  passing  thè  thresh- 
old,  and  drew  back,  detained  with  his  staff  some  who 
were  flying  they  knew  not  whither,  and  finally  succeeded  in 
assembling  them  all  in  thè  middle  of  thè  court-yard.  *  Halt  ! 
halt  !  pistols  in  hand,  daggers  in  readiness,  all  together,  and 
then  we’ll  begone.  We  must  march  in  order.  What  care 
we  for  thè  bells  ringing,  if  we  are  all  together,  you  cowards? 
But  if  we  let  them  catch  us  one  by  one,  even  thè  villagers 
will  give  us  it.  For  shame  !  Fall  behind,  and  keep  together. 
After  this  brief  harangue,  he  placed  himself  in  thè  front, 
and  led  thè  way  out.  The  cottage,  as  we  have  said,  was 
at  thè  extremity  of  thè  village  :  Griso  took  thè  road  that 
led  out  of  it,  and  thè  rest  followed  him  in  good  order. 

We  will  let  them  go,  and  return  a  step  or  two  to  find 
Agnese  and  Perpetua,  whom  we  had  just  conducted  round 
thè  corner  of  a  certain  road.  Agnese  had  endeavoured.  to 
allure  her  companion  as  far  away  from  Don  Abbondio’s 
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house  as  possible,  and  up  to  a  certain  point  had  succeeded 
very  well.  But  all  on  a  sudden  thè  servant  remembered  thaf 
she  had  left  thè  door  open,  and  she  wanted  to  go  back. 
There  was  nothing  to  be  said  :  Agnese,  to  avoid  exciting  any 
suspicion  in  her  mind,  was  obliged  to  turn  and  walk  with 
her,  trying  however  to  detain  her  whenever  she  saw  her 
very  eager  in  relating  thè  issue  of  such  and  such  courtships, 
She  pretended  to  be  paying  very  great  attention,  and  every 
now  and  then,  by  way  of  showing  that  she  was  listening,  or 
to  animate  thè  flagging  conversation,  would  say  :  *  Certainly  : 
now  I  understand:  that  was  capitai:  that  is  plain:  and  then? 
and  he?  and  you?’  while  all  thè  time  she  was  keeping  up 
a  very  different  discourse  in  her  own  mind. — ‘I  wonder  if 
they  are  out  by  this  time?  or  will  they  be  stili  in  thè  house? 
What  geese  we  all  were  not  to  arrange  any  signal  to  let 
me  know  when  it  was  over  !  It  was  really  very  stupid  !  But 
it  can’t  be  helped:  and  thè  best  thing  I  can  do  now  is  to 
keep  her  loitering  here  as  long  as  I  can  :  let  thè  worst  come 
to  thè  worst,  it  will  only  be  a  little  time  lost.’ — Thus,  with 
sundry  pauses  and  various  deviations  from  thè  straight  path, 
they  were  brought  back  again  to  within  a  very  short  distance 
from  Don  Abbondio’s  house,  which,  however,  could  not  be 
seen  on  account  of  thè  corner  intercepting  thè  view,  and 
Perpetua  hnding  herself  at  an  important  part  of  her  narra- 
tion,  had  suffered  herself  to  be  detained  without  resistance, 
and  even  without  being  aware  of  it,  when  they  suddenly 
heard,  echoing  through  thè  vacant  extent  of  thè  atmosphere, 
and  thè  dead  silence  of  night,  thè  loud  and  disordered  cry 
of  Abbondio  :  ‘  Help  !  help  !  ' 

‘Mercy!  what  has  happened?’  cried  Perpetua,  beginning 
to  run. 

*  What  is  it  ?  what  is  it  ? 9  said  Agnese,  holding  her  back 
by  thè  gown. 

4  Mercy  !  didn’t  you  hear  ?  *  replied  she,  struggling. 

*  What  is  it  ?  what  is  it  ?  *  repeated  Agnese,  seizing  her 
by  thè  arm. 

‘  Wretch  of  a  woman  !  ’  exclaimed  Perpètua,  pushing  her 
away  to  free  herself  and  to  run.  At  this  moment,  more 
distant,  more  shrill,  more  instantaneous,  was  heard  thè 
scream  of  Menico. 

HC 
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*  Mercy  !  ’  cried  Agnese  also;  and  they  ran  off  together. 
They  had  scarcely,  however,  gone  a  step,  when  thè  bell 
sounded  one  stroke,  then  two,  three  and  a  successimi  of 
peals,  such  as  would  have  stimulated  them  to  run  had  there 
been  no  other  inducement.  Perpetua  arrived  first  by  two 
steps;  while  she  raised  her  hand  to  thè  door  to  open  ìt, 
behold  !  it  was  opened  from  within,  and  on  thè  threshold 
stood,  Tonio,  Gervase,  Renzo,  and  Lucia,  who  having  found 
thè  stairs  had  come  down  more  rapidly  than  they  went  up  ; 
and  at  thè  sound  of  that  terrible  bell,  were  making  their 
escape  in  haste  to  reach  a  place  of  safety. 

*  What’s  thè  matter?  what’s  thè  matter?’  demanded  thè 

panting  Perpetua  of  thè  brothers  ;  but  they  only  replied  with 
a  violent  push,  and  passed  on.  ‘And  you  !  How  !  what  are 
you  doing  here?  ’  said  she  to  thè  other  couple  on  recogmzing 
them.  But  they  too  made  their  escape  without  answenng 
her.  Without,  therefore,  asking  any  more  questions,  and 
dlrecting  her  steps  where  she  was  most  wanted,  she  rushed 
impetuously  into  thè  passage,  and  went  groping  about  as 
quickly  as  she  could  to  find  thè  stairs.  .  . 

The  betrothed,  stili  only  betrothed,  now  fell  in  with 
Agnese,  who  arrived  weary  and  out  of  breath.  ‘  Ah  !  here 
you  are!’  said  she,  scarcely  able  to  speak.  ‘How  has  it 
gone?  What  is  thè  bell  ringing  for?  I  thought  I  heard  .  . 

‘  Home  l  home  !  ’  cried  Renzo,  ‘  before  anybody  comes. 
And  they  moved  forward;  but  at  this  moment  Menico  ar¬ 
rived,  running  as  fast  as  his  legs  could  carry  him;  and 
recognizing  them,  he  threw  himself  in  their  way,  and  stili 
all  in  a  tremble  and  scarcely  able  to  draw  his  breath,  ex- 
claimed :  ‘Where  are  you  going?  back,  back!  This  way, 
to  thè  conventi 

4  Are  you?  .  .  /  began  Agnese. 

‘What  is  it?’  asked  Renzo.  Lucia  stood  by,  tremblmg 
and  silent,  in  utter  dismay. 

4  There  are  devils  in  your  house/  replied  Menico,  pantmg. 
4 1  saw  them  myself  :  they  wanted  to  murder  me  :  Father 
Cristoforo  said  "so;  and  even  you,  Renzo,  he  said,  ^were  to 
come  quickly  : — and  besides,  I  saw  them  myself  :  it  s  provi- 
dential  you  are  all  here:—I  will  teli  you  thè  rest  when  we 
get  out  of  *  thè  village/ 
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Renzo,  who  had  more  of  his  senses  about  him  tlian  thè 
rest,  remembered  that  they  had  better  make  their  escape 
ohe  way  or  another  before  thè  crowds  assembled;  and  that 
thè  best  pian  would  be  to  do  as  Menico  advised,  nay,  com- 
manded  with  thè  authority  of  one  in  terror.  When  once  on 
their  way,  and  out  of  thè  tumult  and  danger,  he  could  ask 
a  clearer  explanation  from  thè  boy.  *  Lead  thè  way/  said 
he  to  Menico  ;  and  addressing  thè  women,  said,  4  Let  us  go 
with  him/  They  therefore  quickly  turned  their  steps 
towards  thè  church,  crossed  thè  churchyard,  where,  by  thè 
favour  of  Heaven,  there  was  not  yet  a  living  creature,  en- 
tered  a  little  Street  that  ran  between  thè  church  and  Don 
Abbondio’s  house,  turned  into  thè  first  alley  they  carne  to 
and  then  took  thè  way  of  thè  fields. 

They  had  not  perhaps  gone  fifty  yards,  when  thè  crowd 
began  to  collect  in  thè  church-yard,  and  rapidly  increased 
every  moment.  They  looked  inquiringly  in  each  other’s 
faces;  every  one  had  a  question  to  ask,  but  no  one  could 
return  an  answer.  Those  who  arrived  first,  ran  to  thè 
church-door;  it  was  locked.  They  then  ran  to  thè  belfry 
outside;  and  one  of  them,  putting  his  mouth  to  a  very  small 
window,  a  sort  of  loop-hole,  cri  ed,  ‘  What  ever  is  thè  mat- 
ter  ? ’  As  soon  as  Ambrogio  recognized  a  known  voice,  he 
let  go  of  thè  bell-rope,  and  being  assured  by  thè  buzz  that 
many  people  had  assembled,  replied  :  ‘  PII  open  thè  door/ 
Hastily  slipping  on  thè  apparel  he  had  carried  under  his  arm, 
he  went  inside  thè  church,  and  opened  thè  door. 

‘What  is  all  this  hubbub? — What  is  it  ? — Where  is  it?— 
Who  is  it? * 

4  Why,  who  is  it  ?  ’  said  Ambrogio,  laying  one  hand  on  thè 
door-post,  and  with  thè  other  holding  up  thè  habiliment  he 
had  put  on  in  such  haste  :  4  What  !  don’t  you  know  ?  People 
in  thè  Signor  Curate’ s  house.  Up,  boys  :  help  !  ’  Hearing 
this,  they  all  turned  to  thè  house,  looked  up,  approached  it  in 
a  body,  looked  up  again,  listened:  all  was  quiet.  Some  ran 
to  thè  street-door;  it  was  shut  and  bolted;  they  glanced  up- 
wards:  not  a  window  was  open;  not  a  whisper  was  to  be 
heard. 

‘Who  is  within? — Ho!  Hey  ! — Signor  Curate  ! — Signor 
Curate  !  ’ 
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Don  Abbondio  who,  scarcely  aware  of  thè  flight  of  thè 
invaders,  had  retired  from  thè  window,  and  closed  it,  and 
who  at  this  moment  was  reproaching  Perpetua  in  a.low 
voice  for  having  left  him  alone  in  this  confusion,  was 
obliged,  when  he  heard  himself  called  upon  by  thè  voice 
of  thè  assembled  people,  to  show  himself  again  at  thè  win¬ 
dow;  and  when  he  saw  thè  crowds  that  had  come  to  his 
aid,  he  sorely  repented  having  called  them. 

f  What  has  happened  ? — What  have  they  done  to  you  ? — ■ 
Who  are  they? — Where  are  they?'  burst  forth  from  fifty 
voices  at  once. 

‘There's  nobody  here  now;  thank  you:  go  home  again/ 

‘But  who  has  been  here? — Where  are  they  gone? — what 
has  happened?' 

‘Bad  people,  people  who  go  about  by  night;  but  they're 
gone:  go  home  again:  there  is  no  longer  anything:  another 
time,  my  children  :  I  thank  you  for  your  kindness  to  me/  So 
saying,  he  drew  back,  and  shut  thè  window.  Some  of  thè 
crowd  began  to  grumble,  some  to  joke,  others  to  curse;  some 
shrugged  their  shoulders  and  took  their  departure:  when 
one  arrived,  endeavouring  but  scarcely  able  to  speak  from 
want  of  breath.  It  was  thè  person  who  lived  in  thè  house 
opposite  Agnese's  cottage,  who  having  gone  to  thè  window 
at  thè  noise,  had  seen  in  thè  court-yard  thè  assembly  of 
bravoes,  when  Griso  was  striving  to  re-unite  his  scattered 
troops.  On  recovering  his  breath,  he  cried  :  ‘  What  are  you 
doing  here,  my  good  fellows?  thè  devii  isn't  here;  he’s  down 
'  at  thè  end  of  thè  village,  at  Agnese  Mondella's  house;  armed 
men  are  within,  who  seem  to  be  murdering  a  pilgrim;  who 
knows  what  thè  devii  is  doing  !  ' 

(  What  ? — what  ? — what  ?  '  and  a  tumultuous  consultation 
began.  4  We  must  go. — We  must  see. — How  many  are 
there? — How  many  are  we? — Who  are  we? — The  con- 
stable  !  thè  constable  !  ' 

‘  Fm  here/  replied  thè  constable  from  thè  middle  of  thè 
crowd  :  *  I'm  here  ;  but  you  must  help  me,  you  must  obey. 
Quick  :  where  is  thè  sexton  ?  To  thè  bell,  to  thè  bell.  Quick  ! 
Somebody  to  run  to  Lecco  for  help  :  all  of  you  come 
here  .  . 

Some  ran,  some  slipped  between  their  fellows  and  made 
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their  escape  ;  and  thè  tumult  was  at  its  greatest  height,  when 
another  runner  arrived  who  had  seen  Griso  and  his  party 
going  off  in  such  haste,  and  cried  in  turn  :  ‘  Run,  my  good 
f ellows  :  thieves  or  banditti,  who  are  carrying  off  a  pilgrim  : 
they  are  already  out  of  thè  village.  On  !  after  them  !  ’  At 
this  information,  they  moved  off  in  a  body  in  great  confusion 
towards  thè  fìelds,  without  waiting  their  generali  orders, 
and  as  thè  crowd  proceeded,  many  of  thè  vanguard  slackened 
their  pace,  to  let  thè  others  advance,  and  retired  into  thè 
body  of  thè  battalion,  those  in  thè  rear  pushing  eagerly  for- 
ward,  until  at  la.st  thè  disorderly  multitude  reached  their 
place  of  destination.  Traces  of  thè  recent  invasimi  were 
manifesti  thè  door  opened,  thè  locks  torn  off;  but  thè  in- 
vaders  had  disappeared.  The  crowd  entered  thè  court- 
yard,  and  went  to  thè  room  door  ;  this,  too,  was  burst  open  : 
they  called  :  ‘Agnese  !  Lucia  !  thè  Pilgrim  !  Where  is  thè 
pilgrim?  Stefano  must  have  been  dreaming  about  thè 
pilgrim. — No,  no  :  Carlandrea  saw  him  also.  Ho  !  hey  !  pil¬ 
grim  ! — Agnese  !  Lucia  !  '  No  one  replied.  ‘  They  Ve  run 
away  with  them  !  TheyVe  run  away  with  them  ! J  There 
were  then  some  who  raised  their  voices  and  proposed  to 
follow  thè  robbers;  said  it  was  a  heinous  crime,  and  that 
it  would  be  a  disgrace  to  thè  village,  if  every  villain  could 
come  and  carry  off  women  with  impunity,  as  a  kite  carries 
off  chickens  from  a  deserted  barn-floor.  Then  rose  a  fresh 
and  more  tumultuous  consultation  ;  but  somebody,  (and  it 
was  never  certainly  known  who,)  called  out  in  thè  crowd 
that  Agnese  and  Lucia  were  in  safety  in  a  house.  The 
rumour  spread  rapidly;  it  gained  belief,  and  no  one  spoke 
again  of  giving  chase  to  thè  fugitives;  thè  multitude  dis- 
persed,  and  every  one  went  to  his  own  hquse.  There  was  a 
generai  whispering,  a  noise,  all  over  thè  village,  a  knocking 
and  opening  of  doqrs,  and  appearing  and  disappearing  of 
lights,  a  questioning  of  women  from  thè  Windows,  an 
answering  from  thè  streets.  When  all  outside  was  deserted 
and  quiet,  thè  conversation  continued  in  thè  houses,  and 
ended  at  last  in  slumber,  only  to  be  renewed  on  thè  morrow, 
However,  no  other  events  took  place,  excepting  that  on  thè 
morning  of  that  morrow,  thè  constable  was  standing  in 
his  field,  with  his  chin  resting  on  his  hands,  his  hands 
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on  thè  handle  of  thè  spade,  which  was  half  stuck  into 
thè  ground,  and  one  foot  on  thè  iron  rest  affixed  to  thè 
handle;  speculating  in  his  mind,  as  he  thus  stood,  on  thè 
mysteries  of  thè  past  night,  on  what  would  reasonably  be 
expected  of  him,  and  on  what  course  it  would  be  best  for 
him  to  pursue,  he  saw  two  men  approaching  him  with  very 
fierce  looks,  wearing  long  hair,  like  thè  first  race  of  French 
kings,  and  otherwise  hearing  a  strong  resemblance  to  thè 
two  who,  five  days  before,  had  confronted  Don  Abbondio, 
if,  indeed  they  were  not  thè  same  men.  These  with  stili  less 
ceremony  than  had  been  used  towards  thè  Curate,  intimated 
to  thè  constable  that  he  must  take  right  good  care  not  to 
make  a  deposition  to  thè  Podestà  of  what  had  happened,  not 
to  teli  thè  truth  in  case  he  was  questioned,  not  to  gossip,  and 
Slot  to  encourage  gossiping  among  thè  villagers,  as  he  vai- 
fted  his  life. 

Our  fugitives  walked  a  little  way  at  a  quick  pace  in 
silence,  one  or  other  occasionally  looking  back  to  see  if  they 
were  followed,  all  of  them  wearied  by  thè  fatigue  of  thè 
flight,  by  thè  anxiety  and  suspense  they  had  endured,  by 
grief  at  their  ill-success,  and  by  confused  apprehensions  of 
new  and  unknown  danger.  Their  terror,  too,  was  increased 
by  thè  sound  of  thè  bell  which  stili  continued  to  follow 
them,  and  seemed  to  become  heavier  and  more  hoarse  thè 
further  they  left  it  behind  them,  acquiring  every  moment 
something  more  mo.urnful  and  ominous  in  its  tone.  At  last 
thè  ringing  ceased.  Reaching  then  a  de^erted  field,  and  not 
hearing  a  whisper  around,  they  slackened  their  pace,  and 
Agnese,  taking  breath,  was  thè  first  to  break  thè  silence,  by 
asking  Renzo  how  matters  had  gone,  and  Menico,  what  was 
thè  demon  in  their  house..  Renzo  briefly  related  his  melan- 
choly  story;  and  then,  all  of  them  turning  to  thè  child,  he 
informed  them  more  expressly  of  thè  Father’s  advice,  and 
narrated  what  he  had  himself  witnessed  and  thè  hazards 
he  had  run,  which  too  surely  confirmed  thè  advice.  His 
auditors,  however,  understood  more  of  this  than  dici  thè 
speaker;  they  were  seized  with  new  horror  at  thè  discovery, 
and  for  a  moment  paused  in  their  walk,  exchanging  mutuai 
looks  of  fear;  then  with  an  unanimous  movement  they  laid 
their  hands,  some  on  thè  head,  others  on  thè  shoulders  of 
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hi*  -b°y’k as  if  t0,  caress  him’  and  tacitly  t0  thank  him  for 
havmg  been  to  them  a  guardian  angel;  at  thè  same  time 

sigmfymg  thè  compassimi  they  felt  for  him,  and  almost 

he°SrngH  6  teri:0r  He  had  endured  and  the  danger 
he  had  undergone  on  their  account.  ‘  Now  go  home  that 

your  famdy  may  not  be  anxious  about  you  any  longer,’  said 

Agnese;  and  remembenng  the  two  promised  parpagliole 

he  took  out  four  and  gave  them  to  him,  adding:  ‘  That  will 

,  pray  thè  Lord  that  we  may  meet  again  soon;  and  then 

'  V 'n^nZ0  F!,Ve  hltn  a  new  berlinga,  and  begged  him  to 
say  nothing  of  the  message  he  had  brought  from  the  Father  ■ 

fuTvoicf  andrif8’ Kd  hmi’  bade  him  farewe11  with  a  sorrow- 
ful  voice,  and  thè  boy,  almost  overcome,  wished  them  good- 

walk'i  nCd  bac,k:  Thte  me!anchoIy  trio  continued^heir 

Ts  Jùard  T1  ? S  ,thC  ,kad’  and  Renzo  behind  to  act 
and8  d  t  Lucia  clung  closely  to  her  mother’s  arm,  kindly 

^LdTTU^  TlAmg  thG  proffered  assistance  of  thè 
youth  at  thè  diffidili  passes  of  this  unfrequented  path  •  feel- 

alfeadShried  °f, herseIf.  even  in  such  troubles,  for  having 

eioecwln  S° f  S  and  S°  familiar,y  aIone  with  him,  whilf 
expecting  m  a  few  moments  to  be  his  wife.  Now  that  this 

ZZÌi  rn  f  sorrowfulIy  dispelled,  she  repented  having 
fearecfelfT  t’  and’ amidst  30  may  causes  of  fear,  shf 
from  thè  sad  I.01'  7  ,mode/ty  -not  such  modesty  as  arises 

rant  nf  l  d  knowlfdSe  of  evil,  but  for  that  which  is  igno- 
rant  of  Its  own  existence;— like  the  dread  of  a  child  who 
trembles  m  the  dark,  he  knows  not  why. 

And  thè  house  r  ’  suddenly  exclaimed  Arnese.  But  how- 
ever  important  the  object  might  be  which  extorted  this  ex- 

fictor  r’  Th  °ne  ypl'edj  hecause  no  one  could  do  so  satis¬ 
fa'17;  ri  7  ^kerefore  contmued  their  walk  in  silence, 

o^he  convent  "  ’  "  ^  ^  before  the  church 

n,Rifnf°  adVa,1Ced  t0  the  door  of  thè  church,  and  gently 

ture  ieìl  uf"'  ?°T  ^  entered  throu§'h  thè  aper- 

Cristofom  P  ih  thS  Pa  6  fafe  and  siIvery  beard  of  Father 
Cristoforo,  who  was  standing  here  expecting  them-  and 

saTdmhgeT,that  n°  °ne,  WaS  mÌSSÌn^  ?GodSbe  pSisedl’ 
said  he,  beckomng  to  them  to  enter.  By  his  side  stood 

another  Capuclun,  the  lay  sexton,  whom  he  had  persuaded, 
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by  prayers  and  arguments,  to  keep  vigli  with |hinb ,  to  lea^ 
tll  dnor  aiar  and  to  rematn  there  on  guard  to  recei 

these  poor  threatened  creatures;  and  it  reqmred  nothmg 
short  of  thè  authority  of  thè  Father,  and  of  his  fame  a  a 
saint  to  persuade  thè  layman  to  so  inconvement,  penlous, 
Tnd  Vregular  a  condescension.  When  they  were  inside, 
Father  Cristoforo  very  softly.  shut  thè  door. 
sexton  could  no  longer  conta, n  himself  and ^ak  |  “ 
Father  aside,  whispered  m  his  ear;  But  Father,  tata 
at  nip-ht  in  church  .  .  .  with  women  .  .  .  shut 

thè  ruìe...  but  Father!’  And  he  shook  his 
iièa'd  while  thus  hesitatingly  pronouncing  these  wor  . 
Tust  see!  thought  Father  Cristoforo;  if  it  were  a  pursued 
robber,  Friar  Fazio  would  make  no  difficulty  in  thè  .wo  ’ 
and  a  poor  innocent  escaping  from  thè  jaws  c i  a  w 

edidrnÒf  understand  Latta, 
bS  aìs  forgetfulness  was  exactly  what  produced  thè  nght 
Sic  I  Te  Father  had  begun  to  dispute  and  reason, 

«i*™,  ^  by  «,<, 

din,  1  ght  of  iho  lomp  burning  before  th, 

refup-ees  who  stood  waiting  in  suspense,  and  said  to 
them  ‘  My  children,  thank  God,  who  has  delivere  you  ^  rom 

SLT  p"°ycì  £££?  "SS 

»i?ht  of  »?  mv  children. 


I  PROMESSI  SPOSI  137 

that  thè  village  is  no  tonger  safe  for  you.  It  is  yours, 
you  were  borii  there,  and  you  have  done  no  wrong  to  any 
pne;  but  God  wills  it  so.  It  is  a  trial,  my  children;  bear 
it  with  patience  and  faith,  without  indulging  in  rancour, 
and  rest  assured  there  will  come  a  day  when  you  will 
think  yourselves  happy  that  this  has  occurred.  I  have 
thought  of  a  refuge  for  you,  for  thè  present.  Soon,  I  hope, 
you  may  be  able  to  return  in  safety  to  your  own  house; 
at  any  rate,  God  will  provide  what  is  best  for  you;  and  I 
assure  you,  I  will  be  careful  not  to  prove  unworthy  of  thè 
favour  He  has  bestowed  upon  me,  in  choosing  me  as  His 
minister,  in  thè  Service  of  you,  His  poor,  yet  loved  afflicte^ 
ones.  You/  continued  he,  turning  to  thè  two  women,  ‘  can 
stay  at  *  *  *.  Here  you  will  be  far  enough  from  every 
danger,  and  at  thè  same  time  not  far  from  your  own  home. 
There  seek  out  our  convent,  ask  for  thè  guardian,  and  give 
him  this  letter  ;  he  will  be  to  you  another  Father  Cristo- 
foro.  And  you,  my  Renzo,  must  put  yourself  in  safety 
from  thè  anger  of  others,  and  your  own.  Carry  this  letter 
to  Father  Bonaventura  da  Lodi,  in  our  convent  of  thè 
Porta  Orientale,  at  Milan.  He  will  be  a  father  to  you,  will 
give  you  directions,  and  find  you  work,  till  you  can  return 
and  live  more  peaceably.  Go  to  thè  shore  of  thè  lake,  near 
thè  mouth  of  thè  Bione,  a  river  not  far  from  this  mon- 
astery.  Here  you  will  see  a  boat  waiting  ;  say  “  Boat  !  ”  it 
will  be  asked  you  “  For  whom?”  And  you  must  reply, 

San  Francesco.”  The  boat  will  receive  you,  and  carry 
you  to  thè  other  side,  where  you  will  find  a  cart,  that  will 
take  you  straight  to  *  *  */ 

If  any  one  asks  how  Father  Cristoforo  had  so  quickly 
at  his  disposai  these  means  of  transport  by  land  and  water, 
it  will  show  that  he  does  not  know  thè  influence  and  power 
of  a  Capuchin  held  in  reputation  as  a  saint. 

It  stili  remained  to  decide  about  thè  care  of  thè  houses. 
The  Father  received  thè  keys,  pledging  himself  to  deliver 
them  to  whomsoever  Renzo  and  Agnese  should  name. 
The  latter,  in  delivering  up  hers,  heaved  a  deep  sigh,  re- 
membering  that,  at  that  moment,  thè  house  was  open/ that 
thè  devii  had  been  there,  and  who  knew  what  remained  to 
be  taken  sare  of  ! 
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£  Before  you  go,’  said  thè  Father,  4  let  us  pray  all  to- 
gether  that  thè  Lord  may  be  with  you  in  this  your  journey, 
and  for  ever  ;  and,  above  all,  that  He  may  give  you  strength, 
and  a  spirit  of  love,  to  enable  you  to  desire  whatever  He 
has  willed/  So  saying,  he  knelt  down  in  thè  middle  of  thè 
church,  and  they  all  followed  his  example.  After  praying 
a  few  moments  in  silence,  with  low  but  distinct  voice  he 
pronounced  these  words:  4  We  beseech  Thee,  also,  for  thè 
unhappy  person  who  has  brought  us  to  this  state.  We  should 
be  unworthy  of  Thy  mercy,  if  we  did  not,  from  our  hearts, 
implore  it  for  him  ;  he  needs  it,  O  Lord  !  We,  in  our  sor- 
row,  have  this  consolation,  that  we  are  in  thè  path  where 
Thou  hast  placed  us;  we  can  offer  Thee  our  griefs,  and 
they  may  become  our  gain.  But  he  is  Thine  enemy  !  Alas, 
wretched  man  !  he  is  striving  with  Thee  !  Have  mercy 
on  him,  O  Lord;  touch  his  heart;  reconcile  him  to  Thyself, 
and  give  him  all  those  good  things  we  could  desire  for  our- 
selves.’ 

Rising  then  in  haste,  he  said,  £  Come,  my  children,  you 
have  no  time  to  lose;  God  defend  you;  His  angel  go  with 
you  ; — farewell  ! J  And  while  they  set  off  with  that  emotion 
which  cannot  find  words,  and  manifests  itself  without  them, 
thè  Father  added,  in  an  agitated  tone,  4  My  heart  tells  me 
we  shall  meet  again  soon/ 

Certainly,  thè  heart,  to  those  who  listen  to  it,  has  always 
something  to  say  on  what  will  happen;  but  what  did  his 
heart  know?  Very  little,  truly,  of  what  had  already  hap- 
pened. 

Without  waiting  a  reply,  Father  Cristoforo  retired  with 
hasty  steps;  thè  travellers  took  their  departure;  and  Father 
Fazio  shut  thè  door  after  them,  bidding  them  farewell  with 
even  his  voice  a  little  faltering. 

The  trio  slowly  made  their  way  to  thè  shore  they  had 
been  directed  to  ;  where  they  espied  thè  boat,  and  exchanging 
thè  pass-word,  stepped  in.  The  waterman,  planting  one  oar 
on  thè  land,  pushed  off;  then  took  up  thè  other  oar,  and  row- 
ing  with  both  hands,  pulled  out  and  made  towards  thè  op¬ 
poste  beach.  Not  a  breath  of  wind  was  stirring;  thè  lake 
lay  bright  and  smooth,  and  would  have  appeared  motionless 
but  for  thè  tremulous  and  gentle  undulation  of  thè  moon- 
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beams,  which  gleamed  upon  it  from  thè  zenith.  No  sounfts 
were  heard  but  thè  muffled  and  slowly  measured  breakìng 
of  thè  surge  upon  thè  pebbly  shore,  thè  more  distant  gur- 
gling  of  thè  troubled  waters  dashing  among  thè  pii es  of  thè 
bridge,  and  thè  even  plash  of  thè  light  sculls,  as,  rising  with  a 
Sharp  sound  of  thè  dripping  biade,  and  quickly  plunged 
again  beneath,  they  cut  thè  azure  sur  face  of  thè  latee.  The 
waves,  divided  by  thè  prow,  and  re-uniting  behind  thè  little 
bark,  tracked  out  a  curling  line,  which  extended  ìtself  to 
thè  shore.  The  silent  travellers,  with  their  faces  turned 
backwards,  gazed  upon  thè  mountains  and  thè  country, 
illumined  by  thè  pale  light  of  thè  moon,  and  diversifìed  here 
and  there  with  vast  shadows.  They  could  distinguisi!  thè 
villages,  thè  houses,  and  thè  little  cabins:  thè  palace  of  Don 
Rodrigo,  with  its  square  tower,  rising  above  thè  group  of 
huts  àt  thè  base  of  thè  promontory,  looked  like  a  savage 
standing  in  thè  dark,  and  meditating  some  evil  deed,  while 
keeping  guard  over  a  company  of  reclining  sleepers.  Lucia 
saw  it  and  shuddered;  then  drawing  her  eye  along  thè 
declivity  till  she  reached  her  native  village,  she  fixed  her  gaze 
on  its  extremity,  sought  f or  her  own  cottage,  traced  out  thè 
thick  head  of  thè  fig-tree  which  towered  above  thè  wall  of 
thè  court-yard,  discovered  thè  window  of  her  own  room; 
and,  being  seated  in  thè  bottoni  of  thè  boat,  she  leaned  her 
elbow  on  thè  edge,  laid  her  forehead  on  her  arm,  as  if 
she  were  sleeping,  and  wept  in  secret. 

Farewell,  ye  mountains,  rising  from  thè  waters,  and  point- 
ing  to  thè  heavens  !  ye  varied  summits,  familiar  to  him  who 
has  been  brought  up  among  you,  and  impressed  upon  his 
mind  as  clearly  as  thè  countenance  of  his  dearest  friends! 
ye  torrents,  whose  muranti*  he  recognizes  like  thè  sound 
of  thè  voices  of  home  !  ye  villages,  scattered  and  glistening 
on  thè  declivity,  like  flocks  of  grazing  sheep!  farewell! 
How  mournful  is  thè  step  of  him  who,  brought  up  amidst 
your  scenes,  is  compelled  to  leave  you!  Even  in  thè  imagin- 
ation  of  one  who  willingly  departs,  attracted  by  thè  hope  of 
making  a  fortune  elsewhere,  thè  dreams  of  wealth  at  this 
moment  lose  their  charms  ;  he  wonders  he  could  forai  such 
a  resolution,  and  could  even  now  tura  back,  but  for  thè  hope 
of  one  day  returning  with  a  rich  abundance.  As  he  ad» 
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vances  into  thè  plain,  his  eye  becomes  wearied  with  Its 
uniform  extent;  thè  atmosphere  feels  heavy  and  lifeless  ;  he 
sadly  and  listlessly  enters  thè  busy  cities,  where  houses 
crowded  upon  houses,  and  streets  intersecting  streets,  seem 
to  take  away  his  breath  ;  and,  before  edifices  admired  by  thè 
stranger,  he  recalls  with  restless  longing  thè  fields  of  his  own 
country,  and  thè  cottage  he  had  long  ago  set  his  heart  upon, 
and  which  he  resolves  to  purchase  when  he  returns  en- 
riched  to  his  own  mountains. 

.But  what  must  he  feel  who  has  never  sent  a  passing 
wish  beyond  these  mountains,  who  has  arranged  among  them 
all  his  designs  for  thè  future,  and  is  driven  far  away  by 
an  adverse  power  !  who,  suddenly  snatched  away  from  his 
dearest  habits,  and  thwarted  in  his  dearest  hopes,  leaves 
these  mountains  to  go  in  search  of  strangers  whom  he 
never  desired  to  know,  and  is  unable  to  look  forward  to 
a  fìxed  time  of  return  ! 

Farewell  !  native  cottage,  where,  indulging  in  unconscious 
thought,  one  learnt  to  distinguish  from  thè  noise  of  com¬ 
mon  footsteps,  thè  approach  of  a  tread  expected  with  mys- 
terious  timidity!  Farewell!  thou  cottage,  stili  a  stranger, 
but  so  often  hastily  glanced  at,  not  without  a  blush,  in  pass¬ 
ing,  in  which  thè  mind  took  dclight  to  figure  to  itself  thè 
tranquil  and  lasting  home  of  a  wife  !  Farewell!  my  church, 
where  thè  heart  was  so  often  soothed  while  chanting  thè 
praises  of  thè  Lord;  where  thè  preparatory  rite  of  betrothal 
was  performed  ;  where  thè  secret  sighing  of  thè  heart  was 
solemnly  blessed  and  love  was  inspired,  and  one  felt  a  hal- 
lowing  influence  around,  farewell  !  He  who  imparted  to  you 
such  gladness  is  every where;  and  He  never  disturbs  thè 
joy  of  his  children,  but  to  prepare  them  for  one  more  cer- 
tain  and  durable. 

Of  such  a  nature,  if  not  exactly  these,  were  thè  refiec- 
tions  of  Lucia;  and  not  very  dissimilar  were  those  of  thè 
two  other  wanderers,  while  thè  little  bark  rapidly  approached 
thè  right  bank  of  thè  Adda. 
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THE  striking  of  thè  boat  against  thè  shore  aroused 
Lucia,  who,  after  secretly  drying  her  tears,  raised  her 
head  as  il  she  were  just  awaking.  Renzo  jumped  out 
fìrst,  and  gave  his  hand  successively  to  Agnese  and  Lucia; 
and  then  they  ali  turned,  and  sorrowfully  thanked  thè  boat- 
man.  ‘  Nothing,  nothing  ;  we  are  placed  here  to  help  one 
another/  answered  he;  and  he  withdrew  his  hand,  almost 
with  a  movement  of  horror,  as  if  it  had  been  proposed  to  him 
to  rob,  when  Renzo  tried  to  slip  in  one  or  two  of  thè  coins 
he  had  about  him,  and  which  he  had  brought  in  his  pocket 
with  thè  intention  of  generously  requiting  Don  Abbondio, 
when  he  should,  though  against  his  will,  have  rendered  thè 
desired  assistance.  The  cart  stood  waiting  for  them;  thè 
driver  saluted  thè  three  expected  travellers,  and  bid  them 
get  in  ;  and  then,  with  his  voice  and  a  stroke  of  thè  whip,  he 
started  thè  animai  and  set  forward. 

Our  author  does  not  describe  this  nocturnal  journey,  and 
is  silent  as  to  thè  name  of  thè  town  to  which  thè  little  com¬ 
pany  were  directing  their  steps;  or  rather,  he  expressly  says, 
he  will  not  givé  thè  name.  In  thè  course  of  thè  story,  thè 
reason  of  all  this  mystery  appears.  The  adventures  of 
Lucia  in  this  abode  involve  a  dark  intrigue  of  a  person  be- 
longing  to  a  family  stili  powerful,  as  it  appears,  at  thè  time 
our  author  wrote.  To  account  for  thè  strange  conduci  of 
this  person  in  thè  particular  instance  he  relates,  he  has 
been  obliged  chiefìy  to  recount  her  early  life;  and  there  thè 
family  makes  thè  figure  which  our  readers  will  see.  Hence 
thè  poor  man’s  great  circumspection.  And  yet  (how  people 
sometimes  forget  themselves!)  he  himself,  without  being 
aware  of  it,  has  opened  a  way  of  discovering,  with  certainty, 
what  he  had  taken  such  great  pains  to  keep  concealed.  In 
one  part  of  thè  account,  which  we  will  omit  as  not  being 
necessary  to  thè  integrity  of  thè  story,  he  happens  to  say 
that  this  place  was  an  ancient  and  noble  borough,  which 
wanted  nothing  but  thè  name  to  be  a  city;  he  then  inad- 
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vertently  mentions  that  thè  river  Lambro  runs  through  it: 
and,  again,  that  it  was  thè  seat  of  an  arch-presbyter.  With 
these  indications,  there  is  not  in  all  Europe  a  moderately- 
learned  man,  who  will  not  instantly  exclaim,  ‘  Monza!  *  We 
could  also  propose  some  very  well-founded  conjectures  in 
thè  name  of  thè  family;  but,  although  thè  object  of  our  con¬ 
jectures  has  been  some  time  extinct,  we  consider  it  better 
to  be  silent  on  this  head,  not  to  run  thè  risk  of  wronging  even 
thè  dead,  and  to  leave  some  subject  of  research  for  thè 
learned. 

Our  travellers  reached  Monza  shortly  after  sun-rise;  thè 
driver  turned  into  an  inn,  and,  as  if  at  home  in  thè  place 
and  well  acquainted  with  thè  landlord,  ordered  a  room  for 
thè  newly-arrived  guests,  and  accompanied  them  thither. 
After  many  acknowledgments,  Renzo  tried  to  induce  him 
to  receive  some  reward;  but  he,  like  thè  boatman,  had  in 
vìew  another,  more  distant,  but  more  abundant  recompense: 
he  put  his  hands  behind  him,  and  making  his  escape  went  to 
look  after  his  horse. 

After  such  a  night  as  we  have  described,  and  as  every  one 
may  imagine,  thè  greatest  part  spent  in  mournful  thoughts, 
with  thè  Constant  dread  of  some  unforeseen  misfortune, 
in  thè  melancholy  silence  of  night,  in  thè  sharpness  of  a 
more  than  autumnal  air,  and  amid  thè  frequent  jolts  of  thè 
incommodious  vehicle,  which  rudely  shook  thè  weary  frames 
of  our  travellers,  they  soon  felt  themselves  overpowered 
with  sleep,  and  availed  themselves  of  a  sofà  that  stood  in 
an  adjoining  room  to  take  a  little  repose.  They  then  par- 
took  together  of  a  frugai  meal,  such  as  thè  poverty  of  thè 
times  would  allow,  and  scanty  in  proportion  to  thè  contingent 
wants  of  an  uncertain  future,  and  their  own  stender  appetite. 
One  after  another  they  remembered  thè  banquet  which,  two 
days  before,  they  had  hoped  to  enjoy  ;  and  each  in  turn  heaved 
a  deep  sigh.  Renzo  would  gladly  have  stayed  there,  at  least 
for  that  day,  to  have  seen  thè  two  women  provided  for,  and 
to  have  given  them  his  Services,  but  thè  Father  had  recom- 
mended  them  to  send  him  on  his  way  as  quickly  as  possible. 
They  alleged,  therefore,  these  orders,  and  a  hundred  other 
reasons; — people  would  gossip—the  longer  thè  separation 
was  delayed,  thè  more  painful  it  would  be — he  could  come 
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ae-ain  soon  to  rive  and  learn  news , — so  thàt,  at  last,  thè 
S  detenrined  to  go.  Their  plans  were  then  more 
definitely  arranged;  Lucia  did  not  attempi  to  hide  her  tears, 
Renzo  could  scarcely  restrain  his;  and  warmly  pressm0 

A^es*  h«  “  “  *ta?“  Ch°ked  V°'“'  ^ 

well  till  we  meet  again  i  ’  and  set  off. 

The  women  would  have  found  themselves  much  at  a  loss, 
had  it  not  been  for  thè  good  driver,  who  had  orders  to  guide 
them  to  thè  convent,  and  to  give  them  any  direction  and  assist- 
ance  they  might  stand  in  need  of.  With  this  escort,  then,  t  y 
took  their  way  to  thè  convent,  which,  as  every  one  knows, 
was  f  short  dlstance  outside  thè  town  of  Monza.  Arnved 
at  thè  door,  their  conductor  rang  thè  bell,  and  asked  for  thè 
guardian,  iho  quickl,  m.de  his  appearance,  and  rece„„d 

‘Oh  brother  Cristoforo!’  said I  he,  recogntzmg  thè  tiand- 
writine  thè  tone  of  his  voice  and  thè  expression  of  his  face 
evidently  indicating  that  he  uttered  thè  name  of  an  intimate 
friend  ^It  might  easily  be  seen,  too,  that  our  good  ina.rh.ad 
in  this  letter  warmly  recommended  thè  women  and  related 
their  case  with  much  feeling,  for  thè  guardian  kept  making 
srestures  of  surprise  and  indignation,  and  raising  his  eyes  from 
fhe  plper  he  would  fix  them  upon  thè  women  with  a  certain 
expression  of  pity  and  interest.  When  he  had  finished  read- 
;ng.  it  he  stood  for  a  little  while  thoughtful,  and  then  said  to 
himself  ‘  There  is  no  one  but  thè  Signora— ìf  thè  igno 
wTuìd  take  upon  herself  this  charge.’  He  then  drew  Agnese 
a  few  steps  aside  in  thè  little  square  before  thè  convent,  asked 
berl  few  quLtions,  which  she  answered  satisfactonly,  and 
Sen  tuming  riwards  Lucia,  addressed  them  both: ‘My  good 
t“en>  tur™1J.,  d  r  h0  e  j  shan  he  able  to  find  you  a 

XS’more  than  ferire,  more  than  honourable,  untili*  shai 
please  God  to  provide  for  you  in  some  better  way.  WiU  you 

C°TheWwomen  reverently  bowed  assent 

timied-  ‘  Come  with  me  to  thè  convent  of  thè  Signora  Keep, 
howevér  a  few  steps  behind  me,  because  people  dehght  to 
^clk  evil  and  no  one  knows  what  fine  stories  they  would 
^ke  ol  in-hey  were  to  see  thè  Father-guardian  walking 

girl  .  •  •  »*■>  women,  I  «ean  »  sny. 
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Saymf  !)e  m°ved  forward.  Lucia  blushed,  their  guide 
miled,  and  glanced  at  Agnese,  who  betrayed,  also  a  mo- 

followed  SN 1  C’  7Ì When  the  fr‘ar  had  g0ne  a  few  stePs.  they 
followed  him  at  about  ten  yards  distance.  The  women  then 

as  e  t  eir  guide  what  they  did  not  dare  say  to  the  Father- 
guardian,  who  was  the  Signora  * 

‘  The  Signora,’  replied  he,  ‘  is  a  nun;  but  she  is  not  like 
tìie  other  nuns.  Not  that  she  is  either  the  Abbess,  or  the 
Pnoress  ;  for,  from  what  they  say,  she  is  one  of  the  youngest 
there:  but  she  is  from  Adam’s  rib,  and  she  is  of  an  ancfent 
and  high  family  in  Spam,  where  some  of  them  now  are 
prmces  ;  and  therefore  they  cali  her  the  Signora,  to  show  that 
e  is  a  great  lady:  and  all  the  country  cali  her  by  this  name 

before67  S7  theFe  ne!.er  WaS  her  equal  in  this  monastery 
bth  V  !nd  ,®V.e”  now'  down  at  Milan,  her  family  ranks  very 
high,  and  is  held  in  great  esteem;  and  in  Monza  stili  more  so 
because  her  father,  though  he  does  not  live  here,  is  the  first 
man  in  thè  country;  so  that  she  can  do  what  she  pleases  in  the 
convent;  and  all  the  country-people  bear  her  a  great  respect- 

"  a  tasi”ss  ,h'  is  to  succeed  S t- 
so  that  if  this  *ood  monk  bcforc  „s  is  fortunate  enough  to  mi 
you  mto  her  hands,  and  she  takes  you  under  her  protection  I 
are  venture  to  say  you  will  be  as  safe  as  at  the  aitar.’ 

On  reachmg  the  gate  of  the  town,  flanked  at  that  time  by 

7JnC'eu-  umn7  t0Wer’  and  a  fragm«it  of  a  demolished 
castle,  which,  perhaps,  some  few  of  my  readers  may  stili  re- 

1°  ]aVC  S6Cn  standing.  thè  guardian  stopped,  and 

throue,h><at!d<Ì  ^  foI,owinS;  he  then  passed 

thiough,  and  went  on  to  the  convent,  and  when  he  reached  it 

stopped  agam  at  thè  doorway,  and  waited  for  the  little  party! 

,  ,  , en,  cggcc  f:1<;  »u’de  t0  come  again  to  the  convent,  to 

take  back  a  reply  ;  he  promised  to  do  so,  and  took  his  leave 
of  thè  women  who  loaded  him  with  thanks  and  messages  to 
Father  Cristoforo.  The  guardian,  bidding  them  go  into  the 
first  court  of  thè  monastery,  ushered  them  into  the  apartments 
of  the  portress,  to  whom  he  recommended  them,  and  went 
forward  alone  to  make  his  request.  After  a  few  moments  he 
returned  and,  with  a  joyful  manner,  told  them  to  come  with 
fim.;  and  hls  reappearance  was  just  à-propos,  for  they  were 
beginnmg  to  find  it  difficult  to  ward  off  the  pressing^nter- 
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fogations  of  thè  portress,  Whilé  traversing  thè  ìnner  court, 
thè  Father  instructed  thè  women  how  they  must  behave  to 
thè  Signora.  *  She  is  well-disposed  towards  you/  said  he, 
'  and  may  be  of  much  Service  to  you.  Be  humble  and  re- 
spectful,  reply  with  frankness  to  thè  questions  she  may  please 
to  put;  and  when  you  are  not  questioned,  leave  it  to  me/ 
They  then  passed  through  a  lower  room  to  thè  parlour  of  thè 
convent;  and  before  entering,  thè  guardian,  pointing  to  thè 
door,  said  to  thè  women  in  an  undertone,  ‘  She  is  there/ 
as  if  to  remind  them  of  thè  lessons  he  had  been  giving. 
Lucia,  who  had  never  before  seen  a  monastery,  looked  round 
thè  room,  on  entering,  for  thè  Signora  to  whom  she  was  to 
make  obeisance,  and  perceiving  no  one,  she  stood  perplexed; 
but  seeing  thè  Father  advance,  and  Agnese  following,  she 
looked  in  that  direction,  and  observed  an  almost  square  aper¬ 
ture,  like  a  half-window,  grated  with  two  large  thick  iron 
bars,  distant  from  each  other  about  a  span,  and  behind  this  a 
nun  was  standing.  Her  countenance,  which  showed  her  to 
be  about  twenty-five  years  old,  gave  thè  impression,  at  a  first 
glance,  of  beauty,  but  of  beauty  wo'rn,  faded,  and,  one  might 
almost  say,  spoiled.  A  black  veil,  stiffened  and  stretched 
quite  fìat  upon  her  head,  f eli  on  each  side  and  stood  out  a 
little  way  from  her  face;  under  thè  veil,  a  very  white  linen 
band  half  covered  a  forehead  of  different  but  not  inferior 
whiteness;  a  second  band,  in  folds,  down  each  side  of  thè 
face,  crossed  under  thè  chin,  encircled  thè  neck,  and  was 
spread  a  little  over  thè  breast  to  conceal  thè  opening  of  a 
black  dress.  But  this  forehead  was  wrinkled  every  now  and 
then,  as  if  by  some  painful  emotion,  accomfanied  by  thè  rapid 
movement  of  two  jet-black  eyebrows.  Sometimes  she  would 
fìx  two  very  dark  eyes  on  another’s  face  with  a  piercing  look 
of  haughty  investigation,  and  then  again  would  hastily  lower 
them,  as  if  seeking  a  hiding-place.  One  moment,  an  attenti  ve 
observer  would  imagine  they  were  soliciting  affection,  inter- 
course,  pity  ;  at  another,  he  would  gather  thence  a  momentary 
revelation  of  ancient  and  smothered  hatred — of  some  inde- 
scribable,  fierce  disposition;  and  when  they  remained  im- 
movably  fixed  without  attention,  some  might  have  imagined 
a  proud  indifference,  while  others  would  have  suspected  thè 
labouring  of  some  secret  thought,  thè  overpowering  do- 
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minion  of  an  idea  familiar  to  her  mind,  and  more  engrossing 
than  surrounding  objects.  Her  pale  cheeks  were  delicately 
formed,  but  much  altered  and  shrunk  by  a  graduai  extenua- 
tion.  Her  lips,  though  scarcely  suffused  with  a  faint  tinge  of 
thè  rose,  stood  out  in  contrast  with  this  paleness,  and,  like 
her  eyes,  their  movements  were  sudden,  quick,  and  full  of 
expression  and  mystery.  The  well-formed  tallness  of  her 
figbre  disappeared  in  thè  habitual' stoop  of  her  carriage,  or 
was  disfigured  by  certain  quick  and  irregular  starts,  which 
betrayed  too  resolute  an  air  for  a  woman,  stili  more  for  a 
nun.  In  her  very  dress,  there  was  a  display  of  either  par- 
ticularity  or  negligence,  which  betokened  a  nun  of  singular 
character  ;  her  head-dress  was  arranged  with  a  kind  of 
worldly  carefulness,  and  from  under  thè  band  around  her 
head  thè  end  of  a  curi  of  glossy  black  hair  appeared  upon  her 
tempie,  betraying  either  forgetfulness,  or  contempi  of  thè 
rule  which  required  them  always  to  keep  thè  hair  closely 
shaven.  It  was  cut  off  fìrst  at  thè  solemn  ceremony  of  their 
admission. 

These  Ihings  made  nò  impression  on  thè  minds  of  thè 
two  women;  inexperienced  in  distinguishing  nun  from 
nun;  and  thè  Father-guardian  had  so  frequently  seen  thè 
Signora  before,  that  he  was  already  accustomed,  like 
many  others,  to  thè  singular ities  in  manner  and  dress  which 
she  displayed. 

She  was  standing,  as  we  have  said,  near  thè  grated  wi li¬ 
do  w,  languidly  leaning  on  it  with  one  hand,  twining  her 
delicately-white  fingers  in  thè  interstices,  and  with  her 
head  slightly  bent  downwards,  surveying  thè  advancing  party. 
f  Reverend  mother  and  most  illustrious  Signora/  said  thè 
guardian,  bowing  his  head,  and  laying  his  right  hand  upon 
his  breast,  ‘  this  is  thè  poor  young  girl  to  whom  you  have 
encouraged  me  to  hope  you  wìll  extend  your  valuable  pro- 
tection;  and  this  is  her  mother/ 

Agnese  and  Lucia  reverently  curtseyed  :  thè  Signora 
beckoning  to  them  with  her  hand  that  she  was  satisfied, 
said,  turning  to  thè  Father,  *  It  is  fortunate  for  me  that 
I  have  it  in  my  power  to  serve  our  good  friends  thè 
Capuchin  Fathers  in  any  matter.  But/  continued  she,  ‘  will 
you  teli  me  a  little  more  particularly  thè  case  of  this  young 
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girl,  so  that  I  may  know  better  what  I  ought  to  do  £or 
ber  ?  ’ 

Lucia  blushed,  and  held  down  her  head. 

‘You  must  know,  reverend  mother  .  .  /  began  Agnese; 
but  thè  guardian  silenced  her  with  a  glance,  and  replied, 

‘  This  young  girl,  most  illustrious  lady,  has  been  recom- 
mended  to  me,  as  I  told  you,  by  a  brother  friar.  She  has 
been  compelled  secretly  to  leave  her  country  to  avoid  great 
dangers,  and  wants  an  asylum  for  some  time  where  she 
may  live  retir  ed,  and  where  no  one  wi.ll  dare  molest  her, 
even  when  .  .  / 

‘What  dangers?’  interrupted  thè  Signora.  ‘Be  good 
enough,  Father,  not  to  teli  me  thè  case  so  enigmatically. 
You  know  that  we  nuns  like  to  hear  stories  minutely/ 

‘  They  are  dangers/  replied  thè  guardian,  ‘  which  scarcely 
ought  to  be  mentioned  ever  so  delicately  in  thè  pure  ears 
of  thè  reverend  mother  .  .  / 

‘  Oh,  certainly  !  ’  replied  thè  Signora,  hastily,  and  slightly 
colouring.  Was  it  modesty  ?  One  who  would  have  ob- 
served  thè  momentary  expression  of  vexation  which 
accompanied  this  blush  might  have  entertained  some  doubt 
of  it,  especially  if  he  had  compared  it  with  that  which  dif- 
fused  itself  from  time  to  time  on  thè  cheeks  of  Lucia. 

‘  It  is  enough/  resumed  thè  guardian,  ‘  that  a  powerful 
nobleman  .  .  .  not  all  of  thè  great  people  of  thè  world  use 
thè  gifts  of  God  to  his  glory  and  for  thè  good  of  their  neigh- 
bours,  as  your  illustrious  ladyship  has  done  ...  a  powerful 
cavalier,  after  having  for  some  time  persecuted  this  poor 
girl  with  base  flatteries,  seeing  that  they  were  useless,  had 
thè  heart  openly  to  persecute  her  by  force,  so  that  thè  poor 
thing  has  been  obliged  to  fly  from  her  home/ 

‘  Come  near,  young  girl/  said  thè  Signora  to  Lucia,  beclc- 
oning  to  her  with  her  hand.  ‘  I  know  that  thè  Father- 
guardian  is  truth  itself;  but  no  one  can  be  better  informed 
in  this  business  than  vourself.  It  rests  with  you  to  say 
whether  this  cavalier  was  an  odious  persecutor/ 

As  to  approachìng,  Lucia  instantly  obeyed,  but  to  answer, 
was  another  matter.  An  inquiry  on  this  subject  even  when 
proposed  by  an  equal,  would  have  put  her  into  confusion; 
but  made  by  thè  Signora,  and  with  a  certain  air  of  malicious 
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doubt,  it  deprived  her  of  courage  to  reply.  e  Signora  .  . 
mother  .  .  .  reverend  .  .  /  stammered  she,  but  she  seemed 
to  have  nothing  more  to  say.  Agnese,  therefore,  as  being 
certainly  thè  best  informed  after  her,  here  thought  herself 
authorized  to  come  to  her  succour.  ‘  Most  illustrious  Signora/ 
said  she,  "I  can  bear  full  testimony  that  my  daughter  hated 
this  cavalier,  as  thè  devii  hates  holy  water.  I  should  say, 
he  is  thè  devii  himself;  but  you  will  excuse  me  if  I  speak 
improperly,  for  we  are  poor  folk,  as  God  made  us.  The 
case  is  this:  that  my  poor  girl  was  betrothed  to  a  youth  in 
her  own  station,  a  steady  man,  and  one  who  fears  God;  and 
if  thè  Signor-Curato  had  been  what  he  ought  to  be  .  .  . 
I  know  I  am  speaking  of  a  religious  man,  but  Father  Cris¬ 
toforo,  a  friend  here  of  thè  Father-guardian,  is  a  religious 
man  as  well  as  he;  and  that’s  thè  man  that’s  full  of  kind- 
ness;  and  if  he  were  here  he  could  attesi  .  .  / 

fYou  are  very  ready  to  speak  without  being  spoken  to/ 
interrupted  thè  Signora,  with  a  haughty  and  angry  look, 
which  made  her  seem  almost  hideous.  ‘  Hold  your  tongue  ! 
I  know  well  enough  that  parents  are  always  ready  with  an 
answer  in  thè  name  of  their  children  !  * 

Agnese  drew  back,  mortified,  giving  Lucia  a  look  which 
meant  to  say,  See  what  I  get  by  your  not  knowing  how  to 
speak.  The  guardian  then  signified  to  her,  with  a  glance 
and  a  movement  of  his  head,  that  now  was  thè  moment  to 
arouse  her  cpurage,  and  not  to  leave  her  poor  mother  in 
such  a  plight. 

‘Reverend  lady/  said  Lucia,  ‘what  my  mother  has  told 
you  is  exactly  thè  truth.  The  youth  who  paid  his  addresses 
to  me’  (and  here  she  coloured  crimson)  ‘I  chose  with 
my  own  good  will.  Forgive  me,  if  I  speak  too  boldly,  but 
it  is  that  you  may  not  think  ili  of  my  mother.  And  as  to 
this  Signor,  (God  forgive  him!)  I  would  rather  die  than 
fall  into  his  hands.  And  if  you  do  us  thè  kindness  to  put 
us  in  safety,  since  we  are  reduced  to  thè  necessity  of  asking 
a  place  of  refuge,  and  of  inconveniencing  worthy  people, 
(but  God’s  will  be  done!)  be  assured,  lady,  that  no  one 
will  pray  for  you  more  earnestly  and  heartily  than  we  poor 
women/ 

‘I  believe  you/  said  thè  Signora,  in  a  softened  tone. 


I  PROMESSI  SPOSI  249 

‘  But  I  should  like  to  talk  to  you  alone.  Not  that  I  require 
further  information,  nor  any  other  motives  to  attend  to 
thè  wishes  of  thè  Father-guardian/  added  she,  hastily,  and 
turni ng  towards  him  with  studied  politeness.  ‘  Indeed/ 
continued  she,  ‘  I  have  already  thought  about  it  ;  and  this 
is  thè  best  pian  I  can  think  of  for  thè  present.  The  portress 
of  thè  convent  has,  a  few  days  ago,  settled  her  last  daugh- 
ter  in  thè  world.  These  women  can  occupy  thè  room  she 
has  left  at  liberty,  and  supply  her  place  in  thè  trifling  Services 
she  performed  in  thè  monastery.  In  truth  .  .  .  »  and  here 
she  beckoned  to  thè.  guardian  to  approach  thè  grated  win- 
dow,  and  continued,  in  an  under-voice  :  ‘  In  truth,  on  account 
of  thè  scarcity  of  thè  times,  it  was  not  intended  to  subsfi- 
tute  any  one  in  thè  place  of  that  young  woman;  but  I  will 
speak  to  thè  Lady  Abbess  ;  and  at  a  word  f rom  me  at 
thè  request  of  thè  Father-guardian  ...  in  short,  I  gìve  thè 
place  as  a  settled  thing/ 

The  guardian  began  to  return  thanks,  but  thè  Signora 
interrupted  him:  *  There  is  no  need  of  ceremony:  in  a  case 
of  necessity  I  should  not  hesitate  to  apply  for  thè  assistance 
of  thè  Capuchin  Fathers.  In  fact/  continued  she,  with  a 
smile,^  in  which  appeared  an  indescribable  air  of  mockery 
and  bitterness  ;  in  fact,  are  we  not  brothers  and  sisters  ?  * 

So  saying,  she  called  a  lay-sister,  (two  of  whom  were, 
by  a  singular  distinction,  assigned  to  her  private  Service,) 
and  desired  her  to  inforna  thè  Abbess  of  thè  circumstance  * 
then  send ing  for  thè  portress  to  thè  door  of  thè  cloister’ 
she  concerted^  with  her  and  Agnese  thè  necessary  arrange- 
ments.  Dismissing  her,  she  bade  farewell  to  thè  guardian, 
and  detained  Lucia.  The  guardian  accompanied  Agnese  to 
thè  door,  giving  her  new  instructions  by  thè  way,  and  went 
to  write  his  letter  of  report  to  his  friend  Cristoforo  ‘An 
extraordmary  character,  that  Signora  ! ,  thought  he,  as  he 
walked  home  :  ‘  Very  curious  !  But  one  who  knows  thè  right 
way  to  go  to  work,  can  make  her  do  whatever  he  pleases. 
My  good  friend  Cristoforo  certainly  does  not  expect  that 
I  can  serve  him  so  quickly  and  so  well.  That  noble  fellow  ! 
There  is  no  help  for  it:  he  must  always  have  something  in 
hand.  But  he  is  doing  good.  It  is  well  for  him  this  time, 
that  he  has  found  a  friend  who  has  brought  thè  affair  to  a  1 


ALESSANDRO  MANZONI 


150 

good  conclusimi  in  a  twinkling,  without  so  mucli  noise,  so 
much  preparation,  so  mudi  ado.  This  good  Cristoforo  will 
surely  be  satisfied,  and  see  that  even  we  here  are  good  for 
something/ 

The  Signora,  who,  in  thè  presence  of  a  Capuchin  of  ad- 
vanced  age,  had  studied  her  actions  and  words,  now,  wìien 
left  tète-à-tète  with  an  inexperienced  country  girl,  no  longer 
attempted  to  restrain  herself  ;  and  her  conversation  became 
by  degrees  so  strange,  that,  instead  of  relating  it,  we.think 
it  better  briefly  to  narfate  thè  previous  history  of  this  un- 
happy  person  :  so  much,  that  is,  as  will  suffice  to  account  for 
thè  unusual  and  mysterious  conduct  we  have  witnessed  in 
her,  and  to  explain  thè  motives  of  her  behaviour  in  thè  facts 
which  we  shall  be  obliged  to  relate. 

She  was  thè  youngest  daughter  of  thè  Prince  *  *  *,  a 
Milanese  nobleman,  who  was  esteemed  one  of  thè  richest 
men  of  thè  city.  But  thè  unbounded  idea  he  entertained  of 
hìs  title  made  his  property  appear  scarcely  sufficient,  nay, 
even  too  limited  to  maintain  a  proper  appearance;  and  all 
his  attention  was  turned  towards  keeping  it,  at  least,  such  as 
it  was,  in  one  line,  so  far  as  it  depended  upon  himself.  How 
many  children  he  had  does  not  appear  from  history:  it 
merely  records  that  he  had  designed  all  thè  younger  branches 
of  both  sexes  for  thè  cloister  that  he  might  leave  his  property 
entìre  to  thè  eldest  son,  destined  to  perpetuate  thè  family: 
that  is,  bring  up  children  that  he  might  torment  himself 
in  tormenting  them  after  his  father’s  example.  Our  un¬ 
ii  appy  Signora  was  yet  unborn  when  her  condition  was  irre- 
vocably  determined  upon.  It  only  remained  to.  decide 
whether  she  should  be  a  monk  or  a  nun,  a  decision,  for 
which,  not  her  assent,  but  her  presence,  was  required.  When 
she  was  bora,  thè  Prince,  her  father,  wishing  to  give  her  a 
name  that  would  always  immediately  suggest  thè  idea.of 
a  cloister  and  which  had  been  borne  by  a  saint  of  high 
family,  called  her  Gertrude.  Dolls  dressed  like  nuns  were 
thè  first  playthings  put  into  her  hands  ;  then  images  in  nuns* 
habits,  accompanying  thè  gift  with  admonitions  to  prize 
them  highly,  as  very  precious  things,  and  with  that  affirmative 
interrogation,  ‘Beautiful,  eh?’  When  thè  Prince,  or  thè 
Princess,  or  thè  young  prince,  thè  only  one  of  thè  sons 
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brought  up  at  home,  would  represent  thè  happy  prospects 
of  thè  child  it  seemed  as  ìf  they  could  find  no  other  way  of 
expre^mg  then-  ideas  than  by  thè  words,  ‘  Wlmt  a  lady- 
abbess  !  No  onc,  however,  directly  said  to  her,  ‘  You  must 
become  a  nun.’  It  was  an  intention  understood  and  touched 
upon  ìncidentally  in  every  conversation  relating  to  her  future 
destiny.  If  at  any  time  thè  little  Gertrude  indulged  in  re- 
be  hous  or  ìmperious  behaviour,  to  which  her  naturai  dis- 
position  easily  inclined  her,  ‘You  are  a  naughty  little  girl’ 
they  would  say  to  her:  ‘this  behaviour  is  very  unbecoming 
When  you  are  a  lady-abbess,  you  shall  then  command  with 

S*  r°J:  can  then  .do  as  >-°u  please.’  On  another  occa- 

sion,  thè  Pnnce  reproving  her  for  her  too  free  and  familiar 
manners,  mto  which  she  easily  fell  :  ‘Hey!  hey  !  ’  he  cried- 
they  are  not  becoming  to  one  of  your  rank.  If  you  wish 
some  day  to  engagé  thè  respect  that  is  due  to  you,  learn 
from  henceforth  to  be  more  reserved:  remember  you  oueht 
to  be  m  every thing  thè  first  in  thè  monastery,  because  you 
carry  your  rank  wherever  you  go.’ 

.  S"c!1  Ian&uage  imbued  thè  mind  of  thè  little  girl  with  thè 
implicit  idea  that  she  was  to  be  a  nun;  but  her  father’s  words 
had  more  effect  upon  her  than  all  thè  others  put  together. 
The  manners  of  thè  Pnnce  were  habitually  those  of  an 
austere  master,  but  when  treating  of  thè  future  prospects 
of  his  children,  there  shone  forth  in  every  word  and  tene 
an  immovabihty  of  resolution  which  inspired  thè  idea  of  a 
xatal  necessity. 

yCarS  °f  ag6’  Gertrude  was  pJaccd  for  educatimi, 
Tmnnf  n  ^  a .  preParat°fy  step  towards  thè  vocation 
imposed  upon  her,  in  thè  monastery  where  we  have  seen 
her,  and  thè  selection  of  thè  place  was  not  without  design. 

r  ?,WOc  y  gUlde  °f  the  two  women  ha®  said  that  thè  father 
of  thè  Signora  was  the  first  man  in  Monza;  and,  comparing 
this  testimony  whatever  it  may  be  worth,  with  some  other 
mdications  which  our  anonymous  author  unintentionally 
suffers  to  escape  here  and  there,  we  may  very  easily  asse/t 
,  that  !ie  )vas  the  feudal  head  of  that  country.  However  it 
may  be,  he  enjoyed  here  very  great  authority,  and  thought 
that  here,  better  than  elsewhere,  his  daughter  would  be 
treated  with  that  distinction  and  deference  which  might 
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induce  ker  to  choose  this  monastery  as  her  perpetuai  abode. 
Nor  was  he  deceived:  thè  then  abbess  and  several  ìntriguing 
nuns,  who  had  thè  management  of  affairs,  findmg  them- 
selve s  entangled  in  some  disputes  with  another  monastery, 
and  with  a  noble  family  of  thè  country,  were  very  glad 
of  thè  acquisitimi  of  such  a  support,  received  with  much 
gratitude  thè  honour  bestowed  upon  them,  and  fully  entered 
into  thè  intentions  of  thè  Prince  concerning  thè  permanent 
settlement  of  his  daughter;  intentions  on  every  account  en- 
tirely  consonant  with  their  interests.  Immediately  on  Ger- 
trude’s  entering  thè  monastery,  she  was  called  by  Antono¬ 
masia,  thè  Signorina.1  A  separate  place  was  assigned  her 
at  table,  and  a  private  sleeping  apartment;  her  conduct  was 
proposed  as  an  example  to  others  ;  indulgences  and  caresses 
were  bestowed  upon  her  without  end,  accompanied  with  that 
respectful  familiarity  so  attractive  to  children  when  observed 
in  those  whom  they  see  treating  other  children  with  an 
habitual  air  of  superiority.  Not  that  all  thè  nuns  had  con- 
spired  to  draw  thè  poor  child  into  thè  snare;  many  there 
were  of  simple  and  undesigning  minds,  who  would  ha  ve 
shrunk  with  horror  from  thè  thought  of  sacrificing  a  child 
to  interested  views;  but  all  of  them  being  intent  on  their 
several  individuai  occupations,  some  did  not  notice  all  these 
manceuvres,  others  did  not  discern  how  dishonest  they  were; 
some  abstained  from  looking  into  thè  matter,  and  others 
were  silent  rather  than  give  useless  offence.  There  was  one, 
too,  who,  remembering  how  she  had  been  induced  by  sim- 
ilar  arts  to  do  what  she  afterwards  repented  of,  felt  a  deep 
compassion  for  thè  poor  little  innocent,  and  showed  that 
compassion  by  bestowing  on  her  tender  and  melancho.y 
caresses,  which  she  was  far  from  suspecting  were  tending  to- 
wards  thè  same  result;  and  thus  thè  affair  proceeded.  Per- 
haps  it  might  bave  gone  on  thus  to  thè  end,  if  Gertrude  had 
been  thè  only  little  girl  in  thè  monastery;  but  among  her 
school-fellows,  there  were  some  who  knew  they  were  de- 
signed  for  marriage.  The  little  Gertrude,  brought  up  with 
high  ideas  of  her  superiority,  talked  very  magnifìcently  o£ 
her  future  destiny  as  abbess  and  principal  of  thè  monastery  ; 
she  wished  to  be  an  object  of  envy  to  thè  others  on  every 
1  The  young  lady. 
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account,  and  saw  with  astoni  shment  and  vexation  that 
some  of  them  paid  no  attention  to  all  her  boasting.  To  thè 
majestic,  but  circumscribed  and  cold,  images  thè  headship 
of  a  monastery  could  furnish,  they  opposed  thè  varied  and 
bright  pictures  of  a  husband,  guests,  routs,  towns,  tourna- 
ments,  retinues,  dress,  and  equipages.  Sudi  glittering 
visions  roused  in  Gertrude's  mind  that  excitement  and  ar- 
dour  which  a  large  basket- full  of  freshly  gathered  flowers 
would  produce  if  placed  before  a  bee-hive.  Her  parents  and 
teachers  had  cultivated  and  increased  her  naturai  vanity, 
to  reconcile  her  to  thè  cloisters;  but  when  this  passion 
was  excited  by  ideas  so  much  calculated  to  stimulate  it,  she 
quickly  entered  into  them  with  a  more  lively  and  spontane- 
ous  ardour.  That  she  might  not  be  below  her  companions, 
and  influenced  at  thè  same  time  by  her  new  tura  of  mind, 
she  replied  that,  at  thè  time  of  thè  decision,  no  one  could 
compel  her  to  take  thè  veil  without  her  consent;  that  she 
too,  could  marry,  live  in  a  palace,  enjoy  thè  world,  and  that 
better  than  any  of  them;  that  she  could  if.  she  wished  it, 
that  she  would  if  she  wished  it,  and  that,  in  fact,  she  did 
wish  it.  The  idea  of  thè  necessity  of  her  consent,  which 
hitherto  had  been,  as  it  were,  unnoticed,  and  hidden.in  a 
corner  of  her  mind,  now  unfolded  and  displayed  itself  in  all 
its  importance.  On  every  occasion  she  called  it  to  her  aid, 
that  she  might  enjoy  in  tranquillity  thè  images  of  a  self- 
chosen  future.  Together  with  this  idea,  however,  there 
invariably  appeared  another  ;  that  thè  refusai  of  this  consent 
involved  rebellion  against  her  father,  who  already  believed 
it,  or  pretended  to  believe  it,  a  decided  thing;  and  at  this 
remembrance,  thè  child’s  mind  was  very  far  from  feeling 
thè  confidence  which  her  words  proclaimed.  She  would  then 
compare  hersetf  with  her  companions,  whose  confidence  was 
of  a  far  difìerent  kind,  and  experienced  lamentably  that  envy 
of  their  condition  which,  at  first,  she  endeavoured  to  awaken 
in  them.  From  envy  she  changed  to  hatred  ;  which  she  dis- 
played  in  contempt,  rudeness,  and  sarcastic  speeches  ;  whi  e, 
sometimes,  thè  conformity  of  her  inclinations  and  hopes  with 
theirs,  suppressed  her  spite,  and  created  in  her  an  apparent 
and  transient  friendship.  At  times,  longing  to  enjoy  .some- 
thing  reai  and  present,  she  would  f<?el  a  complacency  m  thè 
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distinctions  accorded  to  her,  and  make  others  sensible  of 
this  superiority  ;  and  then,  again,  unable  to  tolerate  thè 
solitude  of  her  fears  and  desires,  she  would  go  in  search  of 
her  companions,  her  haughtiness  appeased,  almost,  indeed, 
imploring  of  them  kindness,  counsel,  and  encouragement.  In 
thè  midst  of  such  pitiable  warfare  with  herself  and  others, 
she  passed  her  childhood,  and  entered  upon  that  criticai 
age  at  which  an  almost  mysterious  power  seems  to  take  pos- 
session  of  thè  soni,  arousing,  refreshing,  invigorating  all 
thè  inclinations  and  ideas,  and  sometimes  transforming  them, 
or  turning  them  into  some  unlooked-for  channel.  That 
which,  until  now,  Gertrude  had  most  distinctly  figured  in 
these  dreams  of  thè  future,  was  external  splendour  and 
pomp;  a  something  soothing  and  kindly,  which,  from  thè 
first,  was  lightly,  and,  as  it  were,  mistily,  diffused  over  her 
mind,  now  began  to  spread  itself  and  predominate  in  her 
imagination.  It  took  possession  of  thè  most  secret  recesses 
of  her  heart,  as  of  a  gorgeous  retreat;  hither  she  retired 
from  present  objects;  here  she  entertained  various  per- 
sonages  strangely  compounded  of  thè  confused  remem- 
br'ances  of  childhood,  thè  little  she  had  seen  of  thè  external 
world,  and  what  she  had  gathered  in  conversations  with  ber 
companions;  she  entertained  herself  with  them,  talked  to 
them,  and  replied  in  their  name  ;  here  she  gave  commands, 
and  ^re  she  received  homage  of  every  kind.  At  times,  thè 
thoughts  of  religion  would  come  to  disturb  these  brilliant 
and  toilspme  revels.  But  religion,  such  as  it  had  been  taught 
to  this  poor  girl,  and  such  as  she  had  received  it,  did  not 
prohibit  pride,  but  rather  sanctified  it,  and  proposed  it  as  a 
means  of  obtaining  earthly  felicity.  Robbed  thus  of  its 
essetee,  it  was  no  longer  religion,  but  a  phantom  like  thè 
rest.  In  thè  intervals  in  which  this  phantom  occupied  thè 
first  place,  and  ruled  in  Gertrude’s  fancy,  thè  unhappy  girl, 
oppressed  by  confused  terrors,  and  urged  by  an  indefinite 
idea  of  duty  imagined  that  her  repugnance  to  thè  cloister, 
and  her  resistance  to  thè  wishes  of  her  superiors  in  thè 
choice  of  her  state  of  life,  was  a  fault;  and  she  resolved 
in  her  heart  to  expiate  it,  by  voluntarily  taking  thè  veil. 

It  was  a  rule,  that,  before  a  young  person  could  be  re¬ 
ceived  as  a  nun,  she  should  be  examined  by  an  ecclesiastic, 
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called  thè  vicar  of  thè  nuns,  or  by  some  one  cleputed  by  him; 
that  it  might  be  seen  whether  thè  lot  were  her  deliberate 
choice  or  not;  and  this  examination  could  not  take  place 
for  a  year  after  she  had,  by  a  writteii  request,  signified  her 
desire  to  thè  vicar.  Those  nuns  who  had  taken  upon  them- 
selves  thè  sad  office  of  inducing  Gertrude  to  bind  herself 
for  ever  with  thè  least  possible  consciousness  of  what  she 
was  doing,  seized  one  of  thè  moments  we  have  described  to 
persuade  her  to  write  and  sign  such  a  memorial.  And,  in 
order  thè  more  easily  to  persuade  her  to  such  a  course, 
they  failed  not  to  affirm  and  impress  upon  her,  what,  indeed, 
was  quite  true,  that,  after  all,  it  was  a  mere  formality,  which 
could  have  no  effect,  without  other  and  posterior  steps,  de- 
pending  entirely  upon  her  own  will.  Nevertheless  thè 
memorial  had  scarcely  reached  its  destination,  before  Ger¬ 
trude  repented  having  written  it.  Then  she  repented  of 
these  repentances;  and  thus  days  and  months  were  spent  in 
an  incessali!  alternation  of  wishes  and  regrets.  For  a  long 
while  she  concealed  this  act  from  her  companions;  some- 
times  from  fear  of  exposing  her  good  resolution  to  opposi- 
tion  and  contradiction,  at  others  from  shame  at  revealing 
her  error  ;  but,  at  last,  thè  desire  of  unburdening  her  mind, 
and  of  seeking  advice  and  encouragement,  conquered. 

Another  rule  was  this:  that  a  young  girl  was  not  to  be 
admitted  to  this  examination  upon  thè  course  of  life  she 
had  chosen,  until  she  had  resided  for  at  least  a  month  out 
of  thè  convent  where  she  had  been  educated.  A  year  had 
almost  passed  since  thè  presentation  of  this  memorial;  and 
it  had  been  signified  to  Gertrude  that  she  would  shortly  be 
taken  from  thè  monastery,  and  sent  to  her  father’s  house, 
for  this  one  month,  there  to  take  all  thè  necessary  steps  to- 
wards  thè  completion  of  thè  work  she  had  really  begun.  The 
Prince,  and  thè  rest  of  thè  family,  considered  it  an  assured 
thing,  as  if  it  had  already  taken  place.  Not  so,  however, 
his  daughter;  instead  of  taking  fresh  steps,  she  was  en- 
gaged  in  considering  how  she  could  withdraw  thè  first.  In 
her  perplexity,  she  resolved  to  open  her  mind  to  one  of 
her  companions,  thè  most  sincere  and  always  thè  readiest 
to  give  spirited  advice.  She  advised  Gertrude  to  inform 
her  father,  by  letter,  that  she  had  changed  her  mind,  since 
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she  had  not  thè  courage  to  proncmnce  to  his  face,  at  thè 
proper  time,  a  bold  I  will  not.  And  as  gratuitous  advice  in 
this  world  is  very  rare,  thè  counsellor  made  Gertrude  pay 
for  this  by  abundance  of  raillery  upon  her  want  of  spirit. 
The  letter  was  agreed  upon  with  three  or  four  confidantes, 
written  in  private,  and  despatched  by  means  of  many  deeply- 
studied  artifìces.  Gertrude  waited  with  great  anxiety  for 
a  reply;  but  none  carne;  excepting  that,  a  few  days  after- 
wards,  thè  Abbess,  taking  her  aside,  with  an  air  of  mystery, 
displeasure,  and  compassion,  let  fall  some  obscure  hints 
about  thè  great  anger  of  her  father,  and  a  wrong  step  she 
must  have  been  taking  ;  leaving  her  to  understand,  however, 
that  if  she  behaved  well,  she  might  stili  hope  that  all  would 
be  forgotten.  The  poor  young  girl  understood  it,  and  dared 
not  venture  to  ask  any  further  explanation. 

At  last,  thè  day  so  much  dreaded,  and  so  ardently  wished 
for,  arrived.  Although  Gertrude  knew  well  enough  that 
she  was  going  to  a  great  struggle,  yet  to  leave  thè  monas- 
tery,  to  pass  thè  bounds  of  those  walls  in  which  she  had 
been  for  eight  years  immured,  to  traverse  thè  open  country 
jn  a  carriage,  to  see  once  more  thè  city  and  her  home,  filled 
her  with  sensations  of  tumultuous  joy.  As  to  thè  struggle, 
with  thè  direction  of  her  confidantes,  she  had  already  taken 
her  measures,  and  concerted  her  plans.  Either  they  will 
force  me,  thought  she,  and  then  I  will  be  immovable — I 
will  be  humble  and  respectful,  but  will  refuse;  thè  chief 
point  is  not  to  pronounce  another  ‘  Yes/  and  I  will  not 
pronounce  it.  Or  they  will  catch  me  with  good  words  ;  and 
I  will  be  better  than  they  ;  I  will  weep,  I  will  implore,  I  will 
move  them  to  pity  ;  at  last,  will  only  entreat  that  I  may  not 
be  sacrificed.  But,  as  it  often  happens  in  similar  cases  of 
foresight,  neither  one  nor  thè  other  supposition  was  realized. 
Days  passed,  and  neither  ber  father,  nor  any  one  else,  spoke 
to  her  about  thè  petition,  or  thè  recantation;  and  no  pro¬ 
posai  was  made  to  her,  with  either  coaxing  or  threatening. 
Her  parents  were  serious,  sad,  and  morose,  towards  her, 
without  ever  giving  a  reason  for  such  behaviour.  It  was 
only  to  be  understood  that  they  regarded  her  as  faulty  and 
unworthy  ;  a  mysterious  anathema  seemed  to  hang  over  her, 
and  divide  her  from  thè  rest  of  her  family,  merely  suffering 
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so  much  intercourse  as  was  necessary  to  make  her  feel 
her  subjection.  Seldom,  and  only  at  certain  fixed  hours  was 
she  admitted  to  thè  company  of  her  parents  and  ’elder 
brother.  In  thè  conversations  of  these  three  there  appeared 
to  reign  a  great  confidence,  which  rendered  thè  exclusion 
of  Gertrude  doubly  sensible  and  painful.  No  one  addressed 
her;  and  ìf  she  ventured  timidly  to  make  a  remark  unless 
very  evidently  called  for,  her  words  were  either  unnoticed 
or  were  responded  to  by  a  careless,  contemptuous,  or  severe 
look.  If  unable  any  longer  to  endure  so  bitter  and  humil- 
latmg  a  distinction,  she  sought  and  endeavoured  to  mingle 
with  thè  family,  and  implored  a  little  affection;  she  soon 
heard  some  indirect  but  clear  hint  thrown  out  about  her 
choice  of  a  monastic  life,  and  was  given  to  understand  that 
there  was  one  way  of  regaining  thè  affection  of  thè  family; 
and  since  she  would  not  accept  of  it  on  these  conditions,  she 
was  obhged  to  draw  back,  to  refuse  thè  first  advances  to- 
wards  thè  kindness  she  so  much  desired,  and  to  continue  in 
her  state  of  excommunication  ;  continue  in  it,  too  with 
a  certain  appearance  of  being  to  blame. 

Such  impressions  from  surrounding  objects  painfully  con- 
tradicted  thè  bright  visions  with  which  Gertrude  had  been 
so  much  occupied,  and  which  she  stili  secretly  indulged  in 
her  heart.  She  had  hoped  that,  in  her  splendid  and  much- 
frequented  home,  she  should  have  enjoyed  at  least  some 
reai  taste  of  thè  pleasures  she  had  so  long  imagined*  but 
she  found  herself  woefully  deceived.  The  confmement*  was 
as  strict  and  dose  at  home  as  in  thè  convent;  to  walk  out 
for  recreation  was  never  even  spoken  of;  and  a  gallery 
that  led  from  thè  house  to  an  adjoining  church,  obviated 
thè  sole  necessity  there  might  have  been  to  go  into  thè 
Street.  The  company  was  more  uninteresting,  more  scarce, 
and  less  varied  than  in  thè  monastery.  At  every  announce- 
ment  of  a  visitor,  Gertrude  was  obliged  to  go  up-stairs,  and 
remain  with  some  old  woman  in  thè  Service  of  thè  family; 
and  here  she  dined  whenever  there  was  company.  The 
domestic  servants  concurred  in  behaviour  and  language 
with  thè  example  and  intentions  of  their  master;  and  Ger¬ 
trude,.  who  by  inclination  would  have  treated  them  with 
lady-like  unaffected  familiarity;  and  who,  in  thè  rank  in 
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which  she  was  placed,  would  have  esteemed  it  a  favour 
if  they  had  shown  her  any  little  mark  of  kmdness  as  an 
equal,  and  even  have  stooped  to  ask  it,  was  now  hurnbled 
and  annoyed  at  being  treated  with  a  mamfest  indifference, 
although  accompanied  by  a  slight  obsequiousness  o  or- 
mality.  She  could  not,  however,  but  observe,  that  one  ot 
these  servants,  a  page,  appeared  to  bear  her  a  respect  very 
different  to  thè  others,  and  to  feel  a  peculiar  kind  of  com- 
passion  for  her.  The  behaviour  of  this  youth  approached 
more  nearly  than  anything  she  had  yet  seen  to  thè  state 
of  things  that  Gertrude  had  pictured  to  her  ìmagmation, 
and  more  resetnbled  thè  doings  of  her  ideal  characters.  By 
degrees  a  strange  transformation  was  discermble  m  tne 
marniera  of  thè  young  girl;  there  appeared  a  new  tran- 
quillity,  and  at  thè  same  time  a  restlessness,  differmg  trom 
her  usuai  disquietude  ;  her  conduct  was  that  of  one  who  had 
found  a  treasure  which  oppresses  him,  which  he  ìncessantly 
watches,  and  hides  from  thè  view  of  others.  Gertrude  kept 
her  eyes  on  this  page  more  closely  than  ever;  and,  how¬ 
ever  it  carne  to  pass,  she  was  surprised  one  unlucky  morning 
by  a  chamber-maid,  while  secretly  folding  up  a  letter,  in 
which  it  would  have  been  better  had  she  written  nothmg. 
After  a  brief  altercation,  thè  maid  got  possession  of  thè 
letter,  and  carried  it  to  her  master.  The  terror  oi  Gertrude 
at  thè  sound  of  his  footsteps,  may  be  more  eassily  imagined 
than  described.  It  was  her  father;  he  was  ìrritated,  and 
she  felt  herself  guilty.  But  when  he  stood  before  her  with 
that  frowning  brow,  and  thè  ill-fated  letter  in  his  hand, 
she  would  gladly  have  been  a  hundred  feet  under  ground, 
not  to  say  in  a  cloister.  His  words  were  few,  but  terrible; 
thè  punishment  named  at  thè  time  was  only  to  be  confined 
in  her  own  room  under  thè  charge  of  thè  maid  who  had  made 
thè  discovery  ;  but  this  was  merely  a  foretaste,  a.  temporary 
provision;  he  threatened,  and  left  a  vague  promise  of  some 
other  obscure,  undefined,  and  therefore  more  dreadful 

^  The  page  was,  of  course,  immediately  dismissed,  and  was 
menaced  with  something  terrible,  if  ever  he  should  breathe 
a  syllable  about  thè  past.  In  giving  him  this  intimation,  thè 
Prince  seconded  it  with  two  solemn  blows,  to  associate  in 
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his  mind  with  this  adventure  a  remembrance  tbat  would 
effectually  remove  every  temptation  to  make  a  boast  of  it. 
Some  kind  of  pretext  to  account  for  thè  dismissal  of  a  page 
was  not  difficult  to  find;  as  to  thè  young  lady,  it  was  reported 
that  she  was  ili. 

She  was  now  left  to  her  fears,  her  shame,  her  remorse, 
and  her  dread  of  thè  future;  with  thè  sole  company  of  this 
woman,  whom  she  hated  as  thè  witness  of  her  guilt,  and 
thè  cause  of  her  disgrace.  She,  in  her  turn,  hated  Gertrude, 
by  whom  she  was  reduced,  she  knew  not  for  how  long,  to 
thè  wearisome  life  of  a  jailer,  and  had  become  for  ever  thè 
guardian  of  a  dangerous  secret. 

The  first  confused  tumult  of  these  feelings  subsided  by 
degrees;  but  each  remembrance  recurrmg  by  turns  to  her 
mind,  was  nourished  there,  and  remained  to  torment  her 
more  distinctly,  and  at  leisure.  Whatever  could  thè  punish- 
ment  be,  so  mysteriously  threatened?  Many,  various,  and 
strange,  were  thè  ideas  that  suggested  themselves  to  thè 
ardent  and  inexperienced  imagination  of  Gertrude.  The 
prospect  that  appeared  most  probable  was,  that  she  would 
be  taken  back  to  thè  monastery  at  Monza,  no  longer  to 
appear  as  thè  Signorina,  but  as  a  guilty  person,  to  be  shut 
up  there — who  knew  how  long  !  who  knew  with  what  kind 
of  treatment  !  Among  thè  many  annoyances  of  such  a  course, 
perhaps  thè  most  annoying  was  thè  dread  of  thè  shame  she 
should  feel.  The  expressions,  thè  words,  thè  very  commas 
of  thè  unfortunate  letter,  were  turned  over  and  over  in  her 
memory:  she  fancied  them  noticed  and  weighed  by  a  reader 
so  unexpected,  so  different  from  thè  one  to  whom  they 
were  destined  in  reply;  she  imagined  that  they  might  have 
come  under  thè  view  of  her  mother,  her  brother,  or  indeed 
any  one  else;  and  by  comparison,  all  thè  rest  seemed  to  her 
a  mere  nothing.  The  image  of  him  who  had  been  thè 
primary  cause  of  all  this  offence  failed  not  also  frequently 
to  beset  thè  poor  recluse;  and  it  is  impossible  to  describe 
thè  strange  contrast  this  phantasm  presented  to  those  around 
her;  so  dissimilar,  so  serious,  reserved,  and  threatening. 
But,  since  she  could  not  separate  his  image  from  theirs,  nor 
turn  for  a  moment  to  those  transient  gratifìcations,  with- 
out  her  present  sorrows,  as  thè  consequence  of  them,  sug- 
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gesting  themselves  to  her  mind,  she  began,  by  degrees,  to 
recali  them  less  frequently,  to  repel  thè  remembrance  of 
them,  and  wean  herself  from  such  thoughts.  She  no  longer 
willingly  indulged  in  thè  bright  and  splendid  fancies  of 
her  earlier  days;  they  were  too  mtich  opposed  to  her  reai 
circumstances,  and  ito  every  probability  for  thè  future.  The 
only  castle  in  which  Gertrude  could  conceive  a  tranquil 
and  honourable  retreat,  which  was  not  in  thè  air,  was  thè 
monastery,  if  she  could  make  up  her  mind  to  enter  it  for 
ever.  Such  a  resolution,  she  could  not  doubt,  would  have 
repaired  eVerything,  atoned  for  every  fault,  and  changed 
her  condition  in  a  moment.  Opposed  to  this  proposai,  it  is 
true,  rose  up  thè  plans  and  hopes  of  her  whole  childhood; 
but  times  were  changed  ;  and  in  thè  depths  to  which  Gertrude 
had  fallen,  and  in  comparison  of  what,  at  times,  she  so  much 
dreaded,  thè  condition  of  a  nun,  respected,  revered,  and 
obeyed,  appeared  to  her  a  bright  prospect.  Two  sentiments 
of  very  different  character,  indeed,  contributed  at  intervals, 
to  overcome  her  former  aversion  :  sometimes  remorse  for  a 
fault,  and  a  capricious  sensibility  of  devotion;  and  at  other 
times,  her  pride  embittered  and  irritated  by  thè  manners  of 
her  jailer,  who  (often,  it  must  be  confessed,  provoked  to  it) 
revenged  herself  now  by  terrifying  her  with  thè  prospect 
of  thè  threatened  punishment,  or  taunting  her  with  thè  dis- 
grace  of  her  fault.  When,  however,  she  chose  to  be 
benign,  she  would  assume  a  tone  of  protection,  stili  more 
odious  than  insult.  On  these  different  occasions,  thè  wish 
that  Gertrude  felt  to  escape  from  her  clutches,  and  to  raise 
herself  to  a  condition  above  either  her  anger  or  pity,  be- 
carne  so  vivid  and  urgent,  that  it  made  everything  which 
could  lead  to  such  an  end  appear  pleasant  and  agreeable. 

At  thè  end  of  four  or  five  long  days  of  confinement,  Ger¬ 
trude,  disgusted  and  exasperated  beyond  measure  by  one 
of  these  sallies  of  her  guardian,  went  and  sat  down  in  a 
corner  of  thè  room,  and  covering  her  face  with  her  hands, 
remained  for  some  time  secretly  indulging  her  rage.  She 
then  felt  an  overbearing  longing  to  see  some  other  faces, 
to  hear  some  other  words,  to  be  treated  differently.  She 
thought  of  her  father,  of  her  family;  and  thè  idea  made  her 
shrink  back  in  horror.  But  she  remembered  that  it  only 
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depended  upon  her  to  make  them  her  friends;  and  this 
remembrance  awakened  a  momentary  joy.  Then  there 
followed  a  confused  and  unusual  sorrow  for  her  fault,  and 
an  equal  desire  to  expiate  it.  Not  that  her  will  was  already 
deternuned  upon  such  a  resolution,  but  she  had  never  before 
approached  it  so  near.  She  rose  from  her  seat,  went  to  thè 
tathc,  took  up  thè  fatai  pen,  and  wrote  a  letter  to  her  father 
tuli  of  enthusiasm  and  humiliation,  of  affliction  and  hope 
implormg  his  pardon,  and  showing  herself  indefinitely  ready 
to  do .  anything  that  would  please  him  who  alone  could 
grant  it. 


HC 
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CHAPTER  X 


THERE  are  times  when  thè  mind,  of  thè  young  es- 
pecially,  is  so  disposed,  that  any  external  influence, 
however  slight,  suffices  to  cali  forth  whatever  has  thè 
appearance  of  virtuous  self-sacrifice;  as  a  scarcely  expanded 
flower  abandons  itself  negligently  to  its  fragile  stem,  ready 
to  yield  its  fragrance  to  thè  first  breath  of  thè  zephyrs  that 
float  around.  These  moments,  which  others  should  regard 
with  reverential  awe,  are  exactly  those  which.  thè  wily  and 
interested  eagerly  watch  for,  and  seize  with  avidity,  to  fetter 
an  unguarded  will. 

On  thè  perusal  of  this  letter  thè  Prince  *  *  *  instantly  saw 
a  door  opened  to  thè  fulfilment  of  his  early  and  stili  cherished 
views.  He  therefore  sent  to  Gertrude  to  come  to  him,  and 
prepared  to  strike  thè  iron  while  it  was  hot.  Gertrude  had 
no  sooner  made  her  appearance,  than,  without  raising  her 
eyes  towards  her  father,  she  threw  herself  upon  her  knees, 
scarcely  able  to  articulate  thè  word  f  Pardon/  The  Prince 
beckoned  to  her  to  rise,  and  then,  in  a  voice  little  calculated 
to  reassure  her,  replied,  that  it  was  not  sufficient  to  desire 
and  solicit  forgiveness,  for  that  was  easy  and  naturai  enough 
to  one  who  had  been  convicted  of  a  fault,  and  dreaded  its 
punishment;  that,  in  short,  it  was  necessary  she  should  de¬ 
serve  it.  Gertrude,  in  a  subdued  and  trembling  voice,  asked 
what  she  must  do.  To  this  question  thè  Prince  (for  we  can- 
not  find  in  our  heart  at  this  moment  to  give  him  thè  title  of 
father)  made  no  direct  reply,  but  proceeded  to  speak  at  some 
length  on  Gertrude’s  fault,  in  words  which  grated  on  thè  feel- 
ings  of  thè  poor  girl  like  thè  drawing  of  a  rough  hand  over  a 
wound.  He  then  went  on  to  say,  that  even  if  .  .  .  supposing 
he  ever  .  .  .  had  had  at  thè  first  any  intention  of  settling  her 
in  thè  world,  she  herself  had  now  opposed  an  insuperable 
obstacle  to  such  a  pian;  since  a  man  of  honour,  as  he  was, 
could  never  bring  himself  to  give  to  any  gentleman  a  daughter 
who  had  shown  such  a  specimen  of  her  character.  His 
wretched  auditor  was  completely  overwhelmed;  and  then  thè 
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Prince,  gradually  softening  his  voice  and  language,  proceeded 
to  say,  that  for  every  fault  there  was  a  remedy  and  a  hope 
of  mercy  ;  that  hers  was  one  thè  remedy  for  which  was  very 
distinctly  indicated  ;  that  she  ought  to  see  in  this  sad  event  a 
warning,  as  it  were,  that  a  worldly  life  was  too  full  of  danger 
for  her  .  .  . 

*  Ah,  yes  !  *  exclaimed  Gertrude,  excited  by  fear,  subdued 
by  a  sense  of  shame,  and  overcome  at  thè  instant  by  a  mo- 
mentary  tenderness  of  spirit. 

‘  Ah  ;  you  see  it  too/  replied  thè  Prince,  instantly  taking  up 
her  words.  ‘  Well,  let  us  say  no  more  of  what  is  past:  all  is 
cancelled.  You  bave  taken  thè  only  honourable  and  suitable 
course  that  remained  for  you;  but,  since  you  have  chosen  it 
willingly  and  cheerfully,  it  rests  with  me  to  make  it  pleasant 
to  you  in  every  possible  way.  I  have  thè  power  of  turning  it 
to  your  advantage,  and  giving  all  thè  merit  of  thè  action  to 
yourself,  and  PII  engagé  to  do  it  for  you/  So  saying,  he 
rang  a  little  bell  that  stood  on  thè  table,  and  said  to  thè  ser- 
vant  who  answered  it, — ‘  The  Princess  and  thè  young  Prince 
immediately/  Then  turning  to  Gertrude,  he  continued:  ‘I 
wish  them  to  share  in  my  satisf action  at  once;  and  I  wish 
you  immediately  to  be  treated  by  all  as  is  fit  and  proper.  You 
have  experienced  a  little  of  thè  severe  parent,  but  from  hence- 
forth  you  shall  fmd  me  an  affectionate  father/ 

Gertrude  stood  thunderstruck  at  these  words.  One  mo¬ 
ment  she  wondered  how  that  ‘yes/  which  had  escaped  her 
lips,  could  be  made  to  mean  so  much  :  then  she  thought,  was 
there  no  way  of  retracting— of  restricting  thè  sense  ;  but  thè 
Prince’s  conviction  seemed  so  unshaken,  his  joy  so  sensitively 
jealous,  and  his  benignity  so  conditional,  that  Gertrude  dared 
not  utter  a  word  to  disturb  them  in  thè  slightest  degree. 

The  parties  summoned  quickly  made  their  appearance,  and, 
on  seeing  Gertrude,  regarded  her  with  an  expression  of  sur- 
prise  and  uncertainty.  But  thè  Prince,  with  a  cheerful  and 
loving  countenance,  which  immediately  met  with  an  answer- 
ing  look  from  them,  said,— ■  Behold  thè  wandering  sheep: 
and  I  intend  this  to  be  thè  last  word  that  shall  awaken  sad 
remembrances.  Behold  thè  consolation  of  thè  family  1  Ger¬ 
trude  no  longer  needs  advisers,  for  she  has  voluntarily  chosen 
what  we  desired  for  her  good.  She  has  determined — she 
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has  given  me  to  understand  that  she  has  determmed  .  .  ! 
Here  Gertrude  raised  towards  her  father  a  look  between 
terror  and  supplication,  as  if  imploring  him  to  pause,  but 
he  continued  boldly  :  ‘  that  she  has  determined  to  take 
thè  veil/ 

‘Brava!  well  done!  *  exclaimed  thè  mother  and  son,  turn- 
ing  at  thè  same  time  to  embrace  Gertrude,  who  received  these 
congratulations  with  tears,  which  were  interpreted  as  tears 
of  satisfaction.  The  Prince  then  expatiated  upon  what  he 
would  do  to  render  thè  situation  of  his  daughter  pleasant, 
and  even  splendid.  He  spoke  of  thè  distinction  with  which 
she  would  be  regarded  in  thè  monastery  and  thè  surrounding 
country  :  that  she  would  be  like  a  princess,  thè  representative 
of  thè  family;  that,  as  soon  as  ever  her  age  would  allow  of 
it,  she  would  be  raised  to  thè  first  dignity,  and  in  thè  mean 
while  would  be  under  subjection  only  in  name.  The  Princess 
and  thè  young  Prince  renewed  their  congratulations  and 
applauses,  while  poor  Gertrude  stood  as  if  possessed  by  a 
dream. 

‘We  had  better  fix  thè  day  for  going  to  Monza  to  make 
our  request  of  thè  Abbess/  said  thè  Prince.  ‘  How  pleased 
she  will  be  !  I  venture  to  say  that  all  thè  monastery  will 
know  how  to  estimate  thè  honour  which  Gertrude  does  them. 
Likewise  .  .  .  but  why  not  go  this  very  day?  Gertrude  will 
be  glad  to  take  an  airing/ 

‘  Let  us  go,  then/  said  thè  Princess. 

‘  I  will  go  and  give  orders/  said  thè  young  Prince. 

‘  But  .  .  /  suggested  Gertrude,  submissively. 

*  Softly,  softly/  replied  thè  Prince,  ‘  let  her  decide  :  per- 
haps  she  does  not  feel  inclined  to-day,  and  would  rather  delay 
till  to-morrow.  Teli  me,  would  you  prefer  to-day  or  to- 
morrow  ?  * 

‘  To-morrow/  answered  Gertrude,  in  a  faint  voice,  thinking 
it  something  that  she  could  get  a  little  longer  respite. 

‘To-morrow/  pronounced  thè  Prince,  solemnly;  ‘she  has 
decided  that  we  go  to-morrow.  In  thè  mean  while  I  will  go 
and  ask  thè  vicar  of  thè  nuns  to  name  a  day  for  thè  ex- 
amination/ 

No  sooner  said  than  done;  thè  Prince  took  his  departure, 
and  absolutely  went  himself  (no  little  act  of  condescension) 
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to  thè  vicar,  and  obtained  a  promise  that  he  would  attend 
her  thè  day  after  to-morrow. 

During  thè  remainder  of  this  day  Gertrude  had  not  two 
moments  of  quiet.  She  wished  to  have  calmed  her  mind 
after  so  many  scenes  of  excitement,  to  clear  and  arrange  her 
thoughts,  to  render  an  account  to  herself  of  what  she  had 
done,  and  of  what  she  was  about  to  do,  determine  what  she 
wished,  and,  for  a  moment  at  least,  retard  that  machine, 
which,  once  started,  was  proceeding  so  precipitously  ;  but 
there  was  no  opening.  Occupations  succeeded  one  another 
without  interruption — one  treading,  as  it  were,  upon  thè  heels 
of  another.  Immediately  after  this  solemn  interview,  she 
was  conducted  to  her  mother’s  dressing-room,  there,  under 
her  superintendence,  to  be  dressed  and  adorned  by  her  own 
waiting-maid.  Scarcely  was  this  business  completed  when 
dinner  was  announced.  Gertrude  was  greeted  on  her  way  by 
thè  bows  of  thè  servants,  who  expressed  their  congratulations 
for  her  recovery;  and,  on  reaching  thè  dining-room,  she 
found  a  few  of  their  nearest  friends,  who  had  been  hastily 
invited  to  do  her  honour,  and  to  share  in  thè  generai  joy 
for  thè  two  happy  events, — her  restored  health,  and  her 
choice  of  a  vocation. 

The  young  bride — (as  thè  novices  were  usually  distin- 
guished,  and  Gertrude  was  saluted  on  all  sides  by  this  title 
on  her  first  appearance) — thè  young  bride  had  enough  to  do 
to  reply  to  all  thè  compliments  that  were  addressed  to  her. 
She  was  fully  sensible  that  every  one  of  these  answers  was, 
as  it  were,  an  assent  and  confirmation  ;  yet  how  could  she 
reply  otherwise?  Shortly  after  dinner  carne  thè  driving  hour, 
and  Gertrude  accompanied  her  mother  in  a  carriage,  with 
two  uncles  who  had  been  among  thè  guests.  After  thè  usuai 
tour,  they  entered  thè  Strada  Marina,  which  crossed  thè  space 
now  occupied  by  thè  public  gardens,  and  was  thè  rendezvous 
of  thè  gentry  who  drove  out  for  recreation  after  thè  labours 
of  thè  day.  The  uncles  addressed  much  of  their  conversa- 
tion  to  Gertrude,  as  was  to  be  expected  on  such  a  day;  and 
one  of  them,  who  seemed  to  be  acquainted  with  everybody, 
every  carriage,  every  livery,  and  had  every  moment  some- 
thing  to  say  about  Signor  this  and  Lady  that,  suddenly 
checked  himself,  and  turning  to  his  niece— f  Ah,  you  young 
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rogue  !  *  exclaimed  he  ;  *  you  are  turning  your  back  on  all 
these  follies, — you  are  one  of  thè;  saints;  we  poor  worldly 
fqllows  are  caught  in  thè  snare,  but  you  are  going  to  lead 
a  religious  life,  and  go  to  heaven  in  your  carriage/ 

As  evening  approached  they  returned  home,  and  thè  ser- 
vants,  hastily  descending  to  meet  them  with  lights,  announced 
several  visitors  who  were  awaiting  their  return.  The  rumour 
had  spread,  and  friends  and  relations  crowded  to  pay  their 
respects.  On  entering  thè  drawing-room  thè  young  bride  be- 
came  thè  idol — thè  sole  object  of  attention — thè  victim. 
Every  one  wished  to  have  her  to  himself  ;  one  promised  her 
pleasures, — another  visits;  one  spoke  of  Madre  this,  her  re¬ 
lation, — another  of  Madre  that,  an  acquaintance  ;  one  extolled 
thè  chinate  of  Monza, — another  enlarged  with  great  elo- 
quence  upon  thè  distinctions  she  woulci  there  enjoy.  Others, 
who  had  not  yet  succeeded  in  approaching  Gertrude  while 
thus  besieged,  stood  watching  their  opportunity  to  address 
her,  and  felt  a  kind  of  regret  until  they  had  discharged  their 
duty  in  this  matter.  By  degrees  thè  party  dispersed,  and 
Gertrude  remained  alone  with  thè  family. 

‘At  last/  said  thè  Prince,  ‘I  bave  had  thè  pleasure  of 
seeing  my  daughter  treated  as  becomes  her  rank.  I  must 
confess  that  she  has  conducted  herself  very'  well,  and  has 
shown  that  she  will  not  be  prevented  making  thè  first  figure, 
and  maintaining  thè  dignity  of  thè  family/  They  then  went 
to  supper,  so  as  to  retire  early,  that  they  might  be  ready  in 
good  time  in  thè  morning. 

Gertrude,  annoyed,  piqued,  and  at  thè  same  time  a  little 
puffed  up  by  thè  compliments  and  ceremonies  of  thè  day,  at 
this  moment  remembered  all  she  had  suffered  from  her  jailer  ; 
and,  seeing  her  father  so  ready  to  gratify  her  in  everything 
but  one,  she  resolved  to  make  use  of  this  disposition  for  thè 
indulgence  of  at  least  one  of  thè  passions  which  tormented 
her.  She  displayed  a  great  unwillingness  again  to  be  left 
alone  with  her  maid,  and  complained  bitterly  of  her  treat¬ 
ment. 

*  What  !  ’  said  thè  Prince  ;  *  did  she  not  treat  you  with  re- 
spect?  To-morrow  I  will  reward  her  as  she  deserves.  Leave 
it  to  me,  and  I  will  get  you  entire  satisfaction.  In  thè  mean 
while,  a  child  with  whom  I  am  so  well  pleased  must  not  be 
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atteneteci  bv  a  person  she  dislikes/  So  saying,  he  called  an- 
other  servant,  and  gave  her  orders  to  wait  upon  Gertrude, 
who,  though  certainly  enjoying  thè  satisfaction  she  received, 
was  astonished  at  finding  it  so  trifling,  in  comparison  with 
thè  earnest  wishes  she  had  felt  beforehand.  The  thought 
that,  in  spite  of  her  unwillingness,  predominate^  in  her  im- 
agination,  was  thè  remembrance  of  thè  fearful  progress  she 
had  this  day  made  towards  her  cloistral  life,  and  thè  con- 
sciousness  that  to  draw  back  now  would  require  a  far,  far 
greater  degree  of  courage  and  resolution  than  would  have 
sufficed  a  few  days  before,  and  which,  even  then,  she  felt  she 
did  not  possess. 

The  woman  appointed  to  attend  her  was  an  old  servant  of 
thè  family,  who  had  formerly  been  thè  young  Prince’s  gover- 
ness,  having  received  him  from  thè  arms  of  his  nurse,  and 
brought  him  up  until  he  was  almost  a  young  man.  In  him 
she  had  centred  all  her  pleasures,  all  her  hopes,  all  her  pride. 
She  was  delighted  at  this  day’s  decision,  as  if  it  had  been  her 
own  good  fortune  ;  and  Gertrude,  at  thè  dose  of  thè  day,  was 
obliged  to  listen  to  thè  congratulations,  praises,  and  advice  of 
this  old  woman.  She  told  her  of  some  of  her  aunts  and  near 
relations  who  had  been  very  happy  as  nuns,  because,  being 
of  so  high  a  family,  they  had  always  enjoyed  thè  first  honours, 
and  had  been  able  to  have  a  good  deal  of  influence  beyond  thè 
walls  of  thè  convent;  so  that,  from  their  parlour,  they  had 
come  off  victorious  in  undertakings’in  which  thè  first  ladies 
of  thè  land  had  been  quite  foiled.  She  talked  to  her  about 
thè  visits  she  would  receive;  she  would  some  day  be  seeing 
thè  Signor  Prince  with  his  bride,  who  must  certainly  be  some 
noble  lady;  and  then  not  only  thè  monastery,  but  thè  whole 
country  would  be  in  excitement.  The  old  woman  talked  while 
undressing  Gertrude;  she  talked  after  she  had  lain  down,  and 
even  continued  talking  after  Gertrude  was  asleep.  Youth 
and  fatigue  had  been  more  powetful  than  cares.  Her  sleep 
was  troubled,  disturbed,  and  full  of  tormenting  dreams,  but 
was  unbroken,  until  thè  shrill  voice  of  thè  old  woman 
aroused  her  to  prepare  for  her  journey  to  Monza. 

‘  Up,  up.  Signora  bride  ;  it  is  broad  day-light,  and  you  will 
want  at  least  an  hour  to  dress  and  arrange  yourself.  The 
Signora  Princess  is  getting  up;  they  awoke  her  four  hours 
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earlier  than  usuai.  The  young  Prince  has  already  befe  down 
to  thè  stables  and  come  back,  and  is  ready  to  start  whenever 
you  are.  The  creature  is  as  brisk  as  a  hare  !  but  he  was  al- 
ways  so  from  a  child:  I  have  a  right  to  say  so  who  have 
nursed  him  in  my  arms.  But  when  he’s  once  set  a-going,  it 
won’t  do  to  oppose  him;  for,  though  he  is  thè  best-tempered 
creature  in  thè  world,  he  sometimes  gets  impatient  and 
storms.  Poor  f  ellow  !  one  must  pity  him  ;  it  is  all  thè  eff  ect 
of  his  temperament;  and  besides,  this  time  there  is  some 
reason  in  it,  because  he  is  going  to  all  this  trouble  for  you. 
People  must  take  care  how  they  touch  him  at  such  times  !  he 
minds  no  one  except  thè  Signor  Prince.  But  some  day  he 
will  be  thè  Prince  himself  ;  may  it  be  as  long  as  possible  first, 
however.  Quick,  quick,  Signorina,  why  do  you  look  at  me  as 
if  you  were  bewitched?  You  ought  to  be  out  of  your  nest  at 
this  hour.’ 

At  thè  idea  of  thè  impatient  Prince,  all  thè  other  thoughts 
which  had  crowded  into  Gertrude’s  mind  on  awaking,  van- 
ished  before  it,  like  a  flock  of  sparrows  on  thè  sudden  appear- 
ance  of  a  scarecrow.  She  instantly  obeyed,  dressed  herself 
in  haste,  and,  after  submitting  to  thè  decor ation  of  her  hair 
and  person,  went  down  to  thè  saloon,  where  her  parents  and 
brother  were  assembled.  She  was  then  led  to  an  arm-chair, 
and  a  cup  of  chocolate  was  brought  to  her,  which  in  those 
days  was  a  ceremony  similiar  to  that  formerly  in  use  among 
thè  Romans,  of  presenting  thè  toga  virilis . 

When  thè  carriage  was  at  thè  door,  thè  Prince  drew  his 
daughter  aside,  and  said  : *  Come,  Gertrude,  yesterday  you  had 
every  attention  paid  you;  to-day  you  must  overcome  your- 
self.  The  point  is  now  to  make  a  proper  appearance  in  thè 
monastery  and  thè  surrounding  country,  where  you  are  des- 
tined  to  take  thè  first  place.  They  are  expecting  you.’  (It  is 
unnecessary  to  say  that  thè  Prince  had  despatched  a  message 
thè  preceding  day  to  thè  Lady  Abbess.)  *  They  are  expecting 
you,  and  all  eyes  will  be  upon  you.  You  must  maintain  dig- 
nity  and  an  easy  manner.  The  Abbess  will  ask  you  what 
you  wish,  according  to  thè  usuai  form.  You  must  reply  that 
you  request  to  be  allowed  to  take  thè  veil  in  thè  monastery 
where  you  have  been  so  lovingly  educated,  and  have  received 
so  many  kindnesses,  which  is  thè  simple  truth.  You  will  prò- 
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pàrents.  While  some  of  thè  nuns  approached  to  greet  Ger¬ 
trude,  others  complimenting  her  mother,  and  others  thè 
young  Prince,  thè  Abbess  requested  thè  Prince  to  repair  to 
thè  grate  of  thè  parlour  of  conference,  where  she  would  wait 
upon  him.  She  was  accompanied  by  two  elders,  and  on  his 
appearing,  4  Signor  Prince/  said  she  ;  "  to  obey  thè  regula- 
tions  ,  .  .  to  perform  an  indispensable  formalìty,  though  in 
this  case  «  .  .  nevertheless  I  must  teli  you  .  .  .  that  when- 
ever  a  young  person  asks  to  be  admitted  to  take  thè  veil, 
.  .  .  thè  superior,  which  I  am  unworthily  .  .  .  is  obliged  to 
warn  thè  parents  .  .  .  that  if  by  any  chance  .  .  .  they  should 
have  constrained  thè  wilì  of  their  daughter,  they  are  liable  to 
excommunication.  You  will  excuse  me  ,  . 

"  Oh  !  certainly,  certainly,  reverend  mother.  I  admìre 
your  exactness;  it  is  only  right  .  .  .  But  you  need  not 
doubt  .  .  / 

*  Oh  !  think,  Signor  Prince  ...  I  only  spoke  from  abso- 
lute  duty  .  .  .  for  thè  rest  .  .  / 

*  Certainly,  certainly,  Lady  Abbess/ 

Having  exchanged  these  few  words,  thè  two  interlocutors 
reciproeally  bowed  and  departed,  as  if  neither  of  them  felt 
willing  to  prolong  thè  intervièw,  each  retiring  to  his  own 
party,  thè  one  outside,  thè  other  within  thè  threshold  of  thè 
cloister.  ‘  Now  then  let  us  go/  said  thè  Prince:  "Gertrude 
will  soon  have  plenty  of  opportunity  of  enjoying  as  much  as 
she  pleases  thè  society  of  these  good  mothers.  For  thè  pres- 
ent,  we  have  put  them  to  enough  ìnconvenience/  And,  m ab¬ 
bi  g  a  low  bow,  he  signified  his  wish  to  return  :  thè  party  broke 
up,  exchanged  salutations,  and  departed. 

During  thè  drive  home  Gertrude  felt  little  ìnclination  to 
speak.  Alarmed  at  the.step  she  had  taken,  ashamed  at  her 
want  of  spirit,  and  vexed  with  others  as  well  as  herself,  she 
tried  to  enumerate  thè  opportunities  which  stili  remained  of 
saying  no,  and  languidly  and  confusedly  resolved  in  her  own 
mind  that  in  this,  ór  that,  or  thè  other  instance  she  would 
be  more  open  and  courageous.  Yet,  in  thè  midst  of  these 
thoughts,  her  dread  of  her  father’s  frown  stili  held  its  full 
sway  ;  so  that  once,  when,  by  a  stealthy  glance  at  his  face, 
she  was  fully  assured  that  not  a  vestige  of  anger  remained, 
when  she  even  saw  that  he  was  perfectly  satisfied  with  her, 
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she  felt  quite  cheered,  and  experienced  a  reai  but  transient 

j°y- 

On  their  arrivai,  a  long  toilette,  dinner,  visits,  walks,  a 
conversazione  and  supper,  followed  each  other  in  rapid  suc- 
cession.  After  supper  thè  Prince  introduced  another  subject 
— thè  choice  of  a  godmother.  This  was  thè  title  of  thè  persoti 
who,  being  solicited  by  thè  parents,  became  thè  guardian  and 
escori  of  thè  young  novice,  in  thè  interval  between  thè  request 
and  thè  admission;  an  interval  frequently  spent  in  visiting 
churches,  public  palaces,  conver sazioni ,  villas,  and  temples; 
in  short,  everything  of  note  in  thè  city  and  its  environs;  so 
that  thè  young  people,  before  pronouncing  thè  irrevocable 
vow,  might  be  fully  aware  of  what  they  were  giving  up. 

‘  We  must  think  of  a  godmother/  said  thè  Prince;  ‘  for  to¬ 
mo  rrow  thè  vicar  of  thè  nuns  will  be  here  for  thè  usuai  for- 
mality  of  an  examination,  and  shortly  afterwards  Gertrude 
will  be  proposed  in  council  for  thè  acceptance  of  thè  nuns/ 

In  saying  this  he  turned  towards  thè  Princess,  and  she, 
thinking  he  intended  it  as  an  invitation  to  her  to  make  some 
proposai,  was  beginning:  ‘There  should  be  .  .  /  But  thè 
Prince  interrupted  her. 

‘No,  no,  Signora  Princess;  thè  godmother  should  be  ac~ 
ceptable  above  all  to  thè  bride;  and  though  universal  custom 
gives  thè  selection  to  thè  parents,  yet  Gertrude  has  so  much 
judgment,  and  such  excellent  discernment,  that  she  richly  de- 
serves  to  be  made  an  exception/  And  here,  turning  to  Ger¬ 
trude,  with  thè  air  of  one  who  was  bestowing  a  singular 
favour,  he  continued  :  ‘  Any  one  of  thè  ladies  who  were  at  thè 
conversazione  this  evening  possesses  all  thè  necessary  quali- 
fications  for  thè  office  of  godmother  to  a  persoli  of  your 
family;  and  any  one.  of  them,  I  am  willing  to  believe,  will 
think  it  an  honour  to  be  made  choice  of.  Do  you  choose  for 
yourself/ 

Gertrude  was  fully  sensible  that  to  make  a  choice  was  but 
to  renew  her  consent;  yet  thè  propositìon  was  made  with  so 
much  dignity,  that  a  refusai  would  have  borne  thè  appearance 
of  contempt,  and  an  excuse,  of  ignorance  or  fastidiousness. 
She  therefore  took  this  step  also,  and  named  a  lady  who  had 
chiefly  taken  her  fancy  that  evening;  that  is  to  say,  one  who 
had  paid  her  thè  most  attention,  who  had  most  applauded  her, 
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and  who  had  treated  her  with  those  familiar,  affezionate,  and 
engaging  manners,  which,  on  thè  first  acquaintanceship,  coun- 
terfeit  a  friendship  of  long  standing.  ‘  An  excellent  choice/ 
exclaimed  thè  Prince,  who  had  exactly  wished  and  expected 
it.  Whether  by  art  or  chance,  it  happened  just  as  when  a 
card-player,  holding  up  to  view  a  pack  of  cards,  bids  thè 
spectator  think  of  one,  and  then  will  teli  him  which  it  is, 
having  previously  disposed  them  in  such  a  way  that  but  one 
of  them  can  be  seen.  This  lady  had  been  so  much  with  Ger¬ 
trude  all  thè  evening,  and  had  so  entirely  engaged  her  atten- 
tion,  that  it  would  have  required  an  effort  of  imagination  to 
think  of  another.  These  attentions,  however,  had  not  been 
paid  without  a  motive  ;  thè  lady  had  for  some  time  fixed  her 
eyes'upon  thè  young  Prince  as  a  desirable  son-in-law;  hence 
she  regarded  everything  belonging  to  thè  family  as  her  own  ; 
and  therefore  it  was  naturai  enough  that  she  should  interest 
herself  for  her  dear  Gertrude,  no  less  than  for  her  nearest 
relatives. 

On  thè  morrow,  Gertrude  awoke  with  thè  ìmage  of  thè 
approaching  examination  before  her  eyes  ;  and,  while  she  was 
considering  if  and  how  she  could  seize  this  most  decisive  op- 
portunity  to  draw  back,  she  was  summoned  by  thè  Prince. 
‘  Courage,  my  child/  said  he  :  *  until  now  you  have  behaved 
admirably,  and  it  only  remains  to-day  to  crown  thè  work. 
All  that  has  been  done  hitherto  has  been  done  with  your  con- 
sent.  If,  in  this  interval,  any  doubts  had  arisen  in  your  mind, 
any  misgivìngs,  or  youthful  regrets,  you  ought  to  have  ex- 
pressed  them  ;  but  at  thè  point  at  which  we  have  now  arrived, 
it  is  no  longer  thè  time  to  play  thè  child.  The  worthy  man 
who  is  coming  to  you  this  morning,  will  ask  you  a  hundred 
questions  about  your  election,  and  whether  you  go  of  your 
own  good  will,  and  why,  and  how,  and  what  not  besides.  If 
you  tantalize  him  in  your  replies,  he  will  keep  you  under  ex¬ 
amination  I  don’t  know  how  long.  It  would  be  an  annoyance 
and  a  weariness  to  you;  and  it  might  produce  a  stili  more 
serious  effort.  After  all  thè  public  demonstrations  that  have 
been  made,  every  little  hesitation  you  may  display  will  rìsk 
my  honour,  and  may  make  people  think  that  I  have  taken  a 
momentary  fancy  of  yours  for  a  settled  resolution — that  I 
have  rushed  headlong  into  thè  business — that  I  have  .  .  . 
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what  not?  In  this  case,  I  shall  be  reduced  to  thè  necessity 
of  choosing  between  two  painful  alternatives  ;  either  to  let 
thè  world  form  a  derogatory  judgment  of  my  conduct — a 
course  which  I  absolutely  cannot  take  in  justice  to  myself — 
or  to  reveal  thè  true  motive  of  your  resolution,  and  .  .  / 
But  here,  observing  that  Gertrude  coloured  crimson,  that  her 
eyes  became  infkmed,  and  her  face  contracted  like  thè  petals 
of  a  fìower  in  thè  sultry  heat  that  precedes  a  storni,  he  broke 
off  this  strain,  and  continued  with  a  serene  face  :  *  Come, 
come,  all  depends  upon  your  self — upon  your  judgment.  I 
know  that  you  are  not  deficient  in  if,  and  that  you  are  not  a 
child,  to  go  spoil  a  good  undertaking  just  at  thè  conclusion; 
but  I  must  foresee  and  provide  for  all  contingencies.  Let  us 
say  no  more  about  it  ;  only  let  me  feel  assured  that  you  will 
feply  with  frankness  so  as  not  to  excite  suspicion  in  thè 
mind  of  this  worthy  man.  Thus  you,  also,  will  be  set  at  lib¬ 
erty  thè  sooner/  Then,  after  suggesting  a  few  answers  to 
thè  probable  interrogations  that  would  be  put,  he  entered 
upon  thè  usuai  topic  of  thè  pleasures  and  enjoyments  prepared 
for  Gertrude  at  thè  monastery,  and  contrived  to  detain  her 
on  this  subject  till  a  servant  announced  thè  arrivai  of  thè  ex- 
aminer.  After  a  hasty  repetition  of  thè  most  important  hints, 
he  left  his  daughter  alone  with  him,  according  to  thè  usuai 
custom. 

The  good  man  carne  with  a  slight  pre-conceived  opinion 
that  Gertrude  had  a  strong  desire  for  a  cloistral  life,  because 
thè  Prince  had  told  him  so,  when  he  went  to  request  his 
attendance.  It  is  true  that  thè  good  priest,  who  knew  well 
enough  that  mistrust  was  one  of  thè  most  necessary  virtues 
of  his  office,  held  as  a  maxim  that  he  should  be  very  slow  in 
believing  such  protestations,  and  should  be  on  his  guard 
against  pre-conceptìons  ;  but  it  seldom  happens  that  thè  posi¬ 
tive  affirmations  of  a  person  of  such  authority,  in  whatever 
matter,  do  not  give  a  bias  to  thè  mind  of  those  who  hear  them. 
After  thè  usuai  salutations  :  ‘  Signorina/  said  he,  ‘  I  am  Corn¬ 
ing  to  act  thè  part  of  thè  tempter;  I  have  come  to  excite 
doubts  where  your  request  expresses  certainty,  to  place  diffi- 
culties  before  your  eyes,  and  to  assure  myself  whether  you 
have  well  considered  them.  Will  you  allow  me  to  ask  you 
some  questions  ?  * 
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e  Proceed/  replied  Gertrude. 

The  worthy  priest  then  began  to  question  her  in  thè  usuai 
prescribed  forms.  4  Do  you  feel  in  your  heart  a  free,  volun- 
tary  resolution  to  become  a  nun  ?  Have  no  threatenings,  no 
flatteries  been  resorted  to  ?  Has  no  authority  been  made  use 
of  to  persuade  you  to  this  step  ?  Speak  without  reserve  and 
with  perfect  sincerity  to  a  man  whose  duty  it  is  to  ascertain 
your  unbiased  will,  that  he  may  prevent  your  being  compelled 
by  any  exercise  of  force  to  take  such  a  course/ 

The  true  answer  to  such  a  demand  rose  up  before  Ger¬ 
trude^  mind  with  fearful  distinctness.  But  to  make  that 
reply,  she  must  come  to  an  explanation;  she  must  disclose 
what  she  had  been  threatened  with,  and  relate  a  story  .  .  . 
The  unhappy  girl  shrank  back  in  horror  from  such  an  idea, 
and  tried  to  find  some  other  reply,  which  would  more  speedily 
release  her  from  this  unpleasant  interview.  4  I  wish  to  take 
thè  veil/  said  she,  concealing  her  agitation — 4  I  wish  to  take 
thè  veil  at  my  own  desire,  voluntarily/ 

‘  How  long  have  you  had  this  desire  ?  *  again  demanded  thè 
good  priest. 

‘  I  have  always  felt  it,  replied  Gertrude,  rendered  after  this 
first  step  more  unscrupulous  about  speaking  thè  truth. 

4  But  what  is  thè  principal  motive  that  induces  you  to 
become  a  nun  ?  * 

The  good  priest  little  knew  what  a  terrible  chord  he 
was  touching  ;  and  Gertrude  had  to  make  a  great  effort  not 
to  betray  in  her  countenance  thè  effect  which  these  words 
produced  on  her  mind,  as  she  replied:  4  My  motive  is  to 
serve  God,  and  to  fìy  thè  perils  of  thè  world/ 

4  May  there  not  have  been  some  disgust?  Some  .  .  . 
excuse  me  .  .  .  some  caprice?  There  are  times  when  a 
passing  cause  may  make  an  impression  that  seems  at  thè 
moment  sure  to  be  lasting;  but  afterwards,  when  thè  cause 
is  removed,  and  thè  mind  calmed,  then  .  .  / 

4  No,  no/  replied  Gertrude,  precipitately,  4  thè  reason  is 
exactly  what  I  have  told  you/ 

The  vicar,  rather  to  discharge  his  duty  faithfully  than 
because  he  thought  it  necessary,  persisted  in  his  inquiries; 
but  Gertrude  was  resolved  to  deceive  him.  Besides  thè 
horror  she  felt  at  thè  thought  of  making  him  acquainted 
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with  her  weakness,  when  he  seemed  so  far  from  suspecting 
her  of  anything  of  thè  kind,  thè  poor  girl  thought  that 
though  he  couid  certainly  easily  prevent  her  taking  thè 
veil,  yet  that  there  was  thè  end  of  his  authority  over  her,  or  his 
power  of  protection.  When  once  he  had  gone,  she  would  be 
left  alone  with  thè  Prince,  and  of  what  she  'would  then  have 
to  endure  in  that  house,  thè  worthy  priest  couid  know  noth- 
ing;  or,  even  if  he  did,  he  couid  only  pity  her.  The  examiner 
was  tired  of  questioning,  before  thè  unfortunate  girl  of 
deceiving  him  ;  and,  finding  her  replies  invariably  consistent, 
and  having  no  reason  to  doubt  their  sincerity,  he  at  last 
changed  his  tone,  and  said  all  he  couid  to  confirm  her  in 
her  good  resolution;  and,  after  congratulating  her,  he  took 
his  leave.  Passing  through  one  of  thè  apartments,  he  met 
with  thè  Prince,  who  appeared  to  fall  in  with  him  acci- 
dently,  and  congratulateci  him  on  thè  good  dispositions  his 
daughter  had  displayed.  The  Prince  had  been  waiting  in 
a  very  wèarisome  state  of  suspense,  but,  on  receiving  this  ac- 
count,  he  breathed  more  freely,  and,  forgetting  his  usuai 
gravity,  he  almost  ran  to  Gertrude,  and  loaded  her  with 
commendations,  caresses,  and  promises,  with  cordial  satis- 
faction,  and  a  tenderness  of  manner  to  a  great  degree  sincere. 
Such  a  strange  medley  is  thè  human  heart! 

We  will  not  follow  Gertrude  in  her  continuai  round  of 
sights  and  amusements,  nor  will  we  describe,  either  gen- 
erally  or  particularly,  thè  feelings  of  her  mind  during  this 
period;  it  would  be  a  history  of  sorrows  and  fluctuations 
too  monofonous,  and  too  much  resembling  what  we  have 
already  related.  The  beauty  of  thè  surrounding  seats,  thè 
continuai  variety  of  objects,  and  thè  pleasant  excursions  in 
thè  open  air,  rendered  thè  idea  of  thè  place  where  she  must 
shortly  alight  for  thè  last  time,  more  odious  to  her  than 
ever.  Stili  more  painful  were  thè  impressions  made  upon 
her  by  thè  assemblies  and  amusements  of  thè  city.  The 
sight  of  a  bride,  in  thè  more  obvious  and  common  sense  of 
thè  word,  aroused  in  her  envy  and  anguish,  to  a  degree 
almost  intolerable;  and  sometimes  thè  sight  of  some  other 
individuai  made  her  feel  as  if  to  hear  that  title  given  to 
herself  would  be  thè  height  of  felicity.  There  were  even 
times  when  thè  pomp  of  palaces,  thè  splendour  of  orna- 
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ments,  and  thè  excitement  and  clamor ous  festivity  of  thè 
conversazione ,  so  infatuated  her,  and  aroused  in  her  such 
an  ardent  desire  to  lead  a  gay  life,  that  she  resol ved  to 
recant,  and  to  suffer  anything  rather  than  tura  to  thè  cold 
and  death-like  shade  of  thè  cloister.  But  all  these  resolu- 
tions  vanished  into  air,  on  thè  calmer  consideration  of  thè 
difficulties  of  such  a  course,  or  on  merely  raising  her  eyes 
to  thè  Prince’s  face.  Sometimes,  too,  thè  thought  that  she 
must  for  ever  abandon  these  enjoyments,  made  even  this 
little  taste  of  them  bitter  and  wearisome  to  her;  as  thè 
patient,  suffering  with  thirst,  eyes  with  vexation,  and  almost 
refuses  with  contempi  thè  spoonful  of  water  thè  physician 
unwillingly  allows  him.  In  thè  meanwhile,  thè  vicar  of  thè 
nuns  had  despatched  thè  necessary  attestation,  and  permis- 
sion  arrived,  to  hold  thè  conference  for  thè  election  of 
Gertrude.  The  meeting  was  called;  two-thirds  of  thè  secret 
votes,  which  were  required  by  thè  regulations,  were  given, 
as  was  to  be  expected,  and  Gertrude  was  accepted.  She 
her  self,  wearied  with  this  long  struggle,  begged  for  im¬ 
mediate  admission  into  thè  monastery,  and  no  one  carne 
forward  to  oppose  such  a  request.  She  was  therefore 
gratified  in  her  wish;  and,  after  being  pompously  conducted 
to  thè  monastery,  she  assumed  thè  habìt.  After  twelve 
months  of  novitiate,  full  of  alternate  regret  and  repent- 
ings,  thè  time  of  public  confession  arrived;  that  is  to  say, 
thè  time  when  she  must  either  utter  a  f  no/  more  strange, 
more  unexpected,  and  more  disgraceful  than  ever;  or  pro- 
nounce  a  6  yes/  already  so  often  repeated  :  she  pronounced 
it,  and  became  a  nun  for  ever. 

It  is  one  of  thè  peculiar  and  incommunicable  properties 
of  thè  Christian  religion,  that  she  can  afford  guidance  and 
repose  to  all  who,  under  whatever  circumstances,  or  in 
whatever  exigence,  have  recourse  to  her.  If  there  is  a 
remedy  for  thè  past,  she  prescribes  it,  administers  it,  and 
lends  light  and  energy  to  put  it  in  force,  at  whatever  cost; 
if  there  is  none,  she  teaches  how  to  do  that  effectually  and 
in  reality,  which  thè  world  prescribes  proverbially, — make 
a  virtue  of  necessity.  She  teaches  how  to  continue  with 
discretion  what  is  thoughtlessly  undertaken  ;  she  inclines 
thè  mind  to  cleave  ste.adfa.stly  to  what  was  imposed  upon  it 
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by  authority;  and  imparts  to  a  choice  which,  though  rash  at 
thè  time,  is  now  irrevocable,  all  thè  sanctity,  all  thè  ad- 
visedness,  and,  let  us  say  it  boldly,  all  thè  cheerfulness  o£ 
a  lawful  calling,  Here  is  a  path  so  constructed  that,  let  a 
man  approach  it  by  what  labyrinth  or  precipice  he  may,  he 
sets  himself,  from  that  moment,  to  walk  in  it  with  sectirity 
and  readiness,  and  at  once  begins  to  draw  towards  a  joyful 
end.  By  this  means,  Gertrude  might  have  proved  a  holy 
and  contented  nun,  however  she  had  become  one.  But, 
instead  o£  this,  thè  unhappy  girl  struggled  under  thè  yoke, 
and  thus  felt  it  heavier  and  more  galling.  An  incessant 
recurrence  to  her  lost  liberty,  abhorrence  of  her  present 
condition,  and  a  wearisome  clinging  to  desires  which  could 
never  be  satisfìed:  these  were  thè  principal  occupations  o£ 
her  mind.  She  recalled,  over  and  over  again,  thè  bitter- 
5  ness  of  thè  past,  rearranged  in  her  mind  all  thè  circum- 
stances  by  which  she  had  reached  her  present  situation,  and 
undid  in  thought  a  thousand  times  what  she  had  done  in 
act.  She  accused  herself  of  want  of  spirit,  and  others  of 
tyranny  and  perfìdy,  and  pined  in  secret:  she  idolized  and, 
at  thè  same  time,  bewailed  her  beauty;  deplored  a  youth 
destined  to  struggle  in  a  prolonged  martyrdom;  and  envied, 
at  times,  any  woman,  in  whatever  rank,  with  whatever 
acquirements,  who  could  freely  enjoy  these  gifts  in  thè 
world. 

The  sìght  of  those  nuns  who  had  co-operated  in  bringing 
her  hither  was  hateful  to  her:  she  remembered  thè  arts 
and  contrivances  they  had  made  use  of,  and  repaid  them 
with  incivìlities,  caprices,  and  even  with  open  reproaches, 
These  they  were  obliged  to  bear  in  silence;  for  though 
thè  Prince  was  willing  enough  to  tyrannize  over  his  daugh- 
ter  when  he  found  it  necessary  to  force  her  into  thè  clois- 
ter,  yet  having  once  obtained  his  purpose,  he  would  not  so 
willingly  allow  others  to  assume  authority  over  one  of  his 
family;  and  any  little  rumour  that  might  have  reached  his 
ears  would  have  been  an  occasion  of  their  losing  his  pro- 
tection,  or  perhaps,  unfortunately,  of  changing  a  protector 
into  an  enemy.  It  would  seem  that  she  might  have  felt 
some  kind  of  leaning  towards  those  other  sisters  who  had 
not  lent  a  hand  in  this  foul  System  of  intrigue,  and  who, 
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without  having  desired  her  for  a  companìcn,  loved  her  as 
such;  and,  always  good,  busy,  and  cheerful,  showed  her, 
by  their  example,  that  here  too,  it  was  possible  not  only  to 
live,  but  to  be  happy:  but  these,  also,  were  hateful  to  her, 
for  another  reason:  their  consistent  piety  and  contentment 
seepied  to  cast  a  reproof  upon  her  disquietude  and  way- 
wardness  ;  so  that  she  never  suffered  an  opportunity  to 
escape  of  deriding  them  behind  their  backs  as  bigots,  or 
revìling  them  as  hypocrites.  Perhaps  she  would  have  been 
less  averse  to  them,  had  she  known,  or  guessed,  that  thè 
few  black  balls  found  in  thè  urn  which  decided  her  accept- 
ance,  had  been  put  there  by  these  very  sisters. 

She  sometimes  felt  a  little  satisf action  in  commanding, 
in  being  courted  by  those  within  thè  monastery  and  visited 
most  flatteringly  by  those  without,  in  accomplishing  some 
undertaking,  in  extending  her  protection,  in  hearing  herself 
styled  thè  Signora;  but  what  consolations  were  these?  The 
mind  which  feels  their  insufficiency  would  gladly,  at  times, 
add  to  them,  and  enjoy  with  them,  thè  consolations  of  re¬ 
ligioni  yet  thè  one  cannot  be  obtabied  by  renouncing  thè 
other  ;  as  a  shipwrecked  sailor,  who  would  cling  to  thè  plank 
which  is  to  bring  him  safely  to  shore,  must  relinquish  his 
hold  on  thè  unsubstantial  sea-weed  which  naturai  instinct 
had  taught  him  to  grasp. 

Shortly  after  finally  taking  thè  veil,  Gertrude  had  been 
appointed  teac'her  of  thè  yottng  people  who  attended  thè 
convent  for  educatimi,  and  it  may  easily  be  imagined  what 
would  be  their  situation  under  such  discipline.  Her  early 
companions  had  all  left,  but  thè  passions  called  aito  exer- 
cise  by  them  stili  remained  ;  and,  in  one  way  or  thè  other,  thè 
pupils  were  compelled  to  feel  their  full  weight.  When  she 
remembered  that  many  of  them  were  destined  to  that  course 
of  life  of  which  she  had  lost  every  hope,  she  indulged 
against  thè  poor  children  a  feeling  of  rancour,  which 
almost  amounted  to  a  desire  of  vengeance.  This  feel¬ 
ing  she  manifested  by  keeping  them  under,  irritating  them, 
and  depreciating  in  anticipation  thè  pleasures  which  they 
one  day  hoped  to  enjoy.  Any  one  who  had  heard  with 
what  arrogant  displeasure  she  rebuked  them  at  such  times 
for  any  little  fault,  would  have  imagined  her  a  woman  of 
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undisciplined  and  injudicious  temper.  On  other  occasions, 
thè  same  hatred  for  thè  rules  and  discipline  of  thè  cloister 
was  displayed  in  fìts  of  temper  entirely  differenti  then,  she 
not  only  supported  thè  noisy  diversions  of  her  pupils,  but 
excited  them;  she  would  mingle  in  their  games,  and  make 
them  more  disorderly;  and,  joining  in  their  conversations, 
would  imperceptibly  lead  them  far  beyond  their  intended 
limits.  If  one  of  them  happened  to  allude  to  thè  Lady 
Abbess’s  love  of  gossiping,  their  teacher  would  imitate  it  at 
length,  and  act  it  like  a  scene  in  a  comedy;  would  mimic 
thè  expression  of  one  nun  and  thè  manners  of  another;  and 
on  these  occasions  would  laugh  immoderately  ;  but  her  laugh- 
ter  carne  not  from  her  heart  Thus  she  passed  several  years 
of  her  life,  with  neither  leisure  nor  opportunity  to  make  any 
change,  until,  to  her  misfortune,  an  occasion  unhappily 
presented  itself. 

Among  other  privileges  and  distinctions  accorded  to  her 
as  a  compensation  for  her  not  being  abbess,  was  thè  special 
grant  of  a  bed-chamber  in  a  separate  part  of  thè  monastery. 
This  side  of  thè  building  adjoined  a  house  inhabited  by  a 
young  man  of  professedly  abandoned  character;  one  of  thè 
many  who,  in  those  days,  by  thè  help  of  their  retinues  of 
bravoes,  and  by  combinations  with  other  villains,  were 
enabled,  up  to  a  certain  point,  to  set  at  defiance  public  force, 
and  thè  authority  of  thè  laws.  Our  manuscript  merely 
gives  him  thè  name  of  Egidio.  This  man,  having,  from  a 
little  window  which  overlooked  thè  court-yard,  seen  Ger¬ 
trude  occasionally  passing,  or  idly  loitering  there,  and  al- 
lured,  rather  than  intimidated,  by  thè  dangers  and  impiety 
of  thè  act,  ventured  one  day  to  address  her.  The  miserable 
girl  replied.  At  first  she  experienced  a  lìvely,  but  not  un- 
mixed  satisfaction.  Into  thè  painful  void  of  her  soul  was 
infused  a  powerful  and  continuai  stimulus  ;  a  fresh  principle, 
as  it  were,  of  vitality;  but  this  enjoyment  was  like  thè 
restorative  draught  which  thè  ingenious  cruelty  of  thè 
ancients  presented  to  a  condemned  criminal,  to  strengthen 
him  to  bear  thè  agonies  of  martyrdom.  A  great  change,  at 
thè  same  time,  was  observable  in  her  whole  deportment; 
she  became  all  at  once  more  regular  and  tranquil,  less 
bitter  and  sarcastic,  and  even  showed  herself  friendly  and 
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affable;  so  that  thè  sisters  congratulated  each  other  on  thè 
happy  change;  so  far  were  they  from  imagining  thè  reai 
cause,  and  from  understanding  that  this  new  virtue  was 
nothing  else  than  liypocrisy  added  to  her  former  failings. 
This  improvement,  however,  this  external  cleansiug,  so  lo 
speak,  lasted  but  a  short  time,  at  lcast  with  any  steadiness 
or  consistency.  She  soon  returned  to  her  accustomed  scoili 
and  caprice,'  and  renewed  her  imprecations  and  raillery 
against  her  cloistral  prismi,  expressed  sometimes  in  lan- 
guage  hitherto  unheard  in  that  place,  and  from  those  lips. 
Nevertheless,  a  season  of  repentance  succeeded  each  opt-  , 
break,  and  an  endeavour  to  atone  for  it  and  wipe  out  its 
remembrance  by  additional  courtesies  and  kindness.  The 
sisters  were  obliged  to  bear  all  these  vicissitudes  as  they 
best  could,  and  attributed  them  to  thè  wayward  and  fickle 
disposition  of  thè  Signora. 

For  some  time  no  one  seemed  to  think  any  longer  about 
these  matters;  but  one  day  thè  Signora,  having  had  a  dis¬ 
pute  with  a  lay-sister  for  some  trifhng  irregularity,  con- 
tinued  to  insult  her  so  long  beyond  her  usuai  bounds,  that 
thè  sister,  after  having  for  some  urne  gnawed  thè  bit  in 
silence,  could  no  longer  keep  her  patience,  and  threw  out  a 
hint  that  she  knew  something,  and  would  reveal  it  when 
an  opportunity  occurred.  From  that  moment  thè  Signora 
had  no  peace.  It  was  not  long  after  that,  one  morning, 
thè  sister  was  in  vain  expected  at  her  usuai  employment; 
she  was  sought  in  her  celi,  but  fruitlessly;  she  was  called 
loudly  by  many  voices,  but  there  was  no  reply  ;  she  was 
hunted  and  sought  for  diligently,  here  and  there,  above, 
below,  from  thè  celiar  to  thè  roof;  but  she  was  nowhere 
to  be  found.  And  who  knows  what  conjectures  might  have 
been  made,  if,  in  searching  for  her,  it  had  not  happened 
that  a  large  hole  was  discovefed  in  thè  garden  wall,  which 
induced  every  one  to  think  that  she  had  made  hei  escape 
thence.  Messengers  were  immediately  despatched  in  vanous 
directions  to  overtake  her  and  bring  her  back;  every 
inquiry  was  made  in  thè  surrounding  country  ;  but  there 
was  never  thè  slightest  information  about  her.  Perhaps 
they  might  have  known  more  of  her  fate,  had  they,  instead 
of  seeking  at  a  distance,  dug  up  thè  ground  near  at  hand. 
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rtn,?ri,tmiany  e*Pre,ssions  of  surprise,  because  they  never 
thought  her  a  likely  woman  for  such  a  deed;  after  many 
arguments,  they  concluded  that  she  must  have  fled  to  some 
veorptat  taw;  and  because  a  sister  happened  once 

t  w?c  She  TSt  CertJamI3r  have  taken  refuge  in  Holland,’ 
1  7a*  e'rer,  aft®r  said  and  maintained  in  thè  monastery 
that  she  had  fled  to  Holland.  The  Signora,  however,  did 

anv  ntu  i  r  '6  °f  thlS  °Pmion-  Not  *at  she  manifested 
y  disbehef,  or  opposed  thè  prevailing  idea  with  her 
particular  reasons;  if  she  had  any,  certainly  never  were 
reasons  better  concealed;  nor  was  there  anything  from 
which  she  more  wilhngly  abstained,  than  from  alluding  to 
is  event,  nor  any  matter  in  which  she  was  less  desirous 

“mV°t  th®  bott0m  of  the  mystery.  But  thè- less  she 
P  e  of.it,  thè  more  did  it  occupy  her  thoughts.  How 

'  °fttfvVfUri!lg  th.e  day  did  the  hnage  of  the  ill-fated  nun  rush 
unbidden  mto  her  mind,  and  fix  itself  there,  not  easily  to 

HvwTPInÌ  K  ?OW  °ften  did  she  W  to  see  the  reai  and 
<4,  \  em^  be^ore  her,  rather  than  have  her  always  in  her 

thoughts  rather  than  be  day  and  night  in  the  company  of 
that  empty  ternble,  mipassible  formi  How  often  would 
she  gladly  have  hstened  to  her  reai  voice,  and  borne  her 
rebukes,  whatever  they  might  threaten,  rather  than  be  for 
ever  haunted  in  the  depths  of  her  mental  ear  by  the  im- 
aginary  whispenngs  of  that  same  voice,  and  hear  words  to 
which  it  was  useless  to  reply,  repeated  with  a  pertinacity 
and  an  mdefatigable  perseverance  of  which  no  living  beino- 
was  ever  capable  !  s  ^ 

Jl  S0"*1  year  after  this  evellt-  that  Lucia  was  pre- 
nted  to  thè  Signora,  and  had  the  interview  with  her  which 
we  have  described.  The  Signora  multiplied  her  inquiries 
about  Don  Rodngo’s  persecution,  and  entered  into  par- 
ticulars  with  a  boldness  which  must  have  appeared  worse 
an  novel  to  Lucia,  who  had  never  imagined  that  the 
cunosity  of  nuns  could  be  exercised  on  such  subjects.  The 
opimons  also  which  were  mingled  with  these  inquiries,  or 
which  she  allowed  to  appear,  were  not  less  strange.  She 
seemed  almost  to  ridicule  Lucia’s  great  horror  for  the 
nobleman,  and  asked  whether  he  were  deformed  that  he 
excited  so  much  fear;  and  would  have  esteemed  her  retir- 
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ing  disposition  almost  irrational  and  absurd,  if  she  had  not 
beforehand  given  thè  preference  to  Renzo.  And  on  this 
choice,  too,  she  multiplied  questions  which  astonished  thè 
poor  girl,  and  put  her  to  thè  blush.  Perceiving,  however, 
afterwards,  that  she  had  given  too  free  expression  to  her 
imagination,  she  tried  to  correct  and  interpret  her  languagc 
differently  ;  but  she  could  not  divest  Lucia’s  mind  of  a 
disagreeable  wonder,  and  confused  dread.  No  sooner  did 
thè  poor  girl  find  herself  alone  with  her  mother,  than  she 
opened  her  whole  mind  to  her;  but  Agnese,  being  more 
experienced,  m  a  very  few  words  quieted  her  doubts,  and 
solved  thè  mystery.  ‘  Don’t  be  surprised,’  said  she;  ‘when 
you  know  thè  world  as  well  as  I,  you’ll  not  think  it  any- 
thmg  very  wonderful.  Great  people—  some  more,  some 
less,  some  one  way,  and  some  another,— have  all  a  little 
oddity.  We  must  let  them  talk,  particularly  when  we  have 
need  of  them;  we  must  pretend  to  be  listening  to  them 
seriously ,  as  if  they  were  saying  very  bright  things.  Didn’t 
you  hear  how  she  silenced  me,  almost  as  if  I  had  uttered 
some  great  nonsense?  I  was  not  a  bit  surprised  at  it. 
They  are  all  so.  However,  Heaven  be  praised,  that  she 
seems  to  have  taken  such  a  fancy  to  you,  and  will  really 
protect  us.  As  to  thè  rest,  if  you  live,  my  child,  and  it 
falls  to  your  lot  to  have  anything  more  to  do  with  gentle- 
men,  you’ll  understand  it,  you’ll  understand  it.’ 

A  desire  to  oblige  thè  Father-guardian  ;  thè  pleasure  of 
extending  protection;  thè  thought  of  thè  good  opinions 
that  would  result  from  so  charitable  an  exercise  of  that 
protection;  a  certain  indination  for  Lucia,  added  to  a  kind 
of  relief  she  would  feel  in  doing  a  kindness  to  an  innocent 
creature,  and  in  assisting  and  comforting  thè  oppressed, 
were  thè  inducements  which  had  really  inclined  thè  Signora 
to  take  an  interest  in  thè  fate  of  these  two  poor  fugitives. 
In  obedience  to  thè  orders  she  gave,  and  from  regard  to 
thè  anxiety  she  displayed,  they  were  lodged  in  thè  apart- 
rnents  of  thè  portress,  adjoining  thè  cloister,  and  treated 
as  if  they  were  admitted  into  thè  Service  of  thè  monastery. 
Both  mother  and  daughter  congratulated  them  sei  ves  on 
having  so  soon  found  a  secure  and  honourable  asylum, 
and  would  gladly  have  remained  unknown  by  every  one; 
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but  this  was  not  easy  in  a  monastery,.  more  especially  when 
there  was  a  man  determined  to  get  Information  about  one 
of  them  ;  in  whose  mind  vexation  at  having  been  foiled 
and  dece’ived  was  added  to  his  former  passions  and  desires 
Leaving  thè  two  women,  then,  in  their  retreat,  we  will 
return  to  this  wretch’s  palace,  while  he  was  waiting  thè 
result  of  his  iniquitous  undertaking. 


CHAPTER  XI 


4S  a  pack  of  hounds,  after  in  vain  tracking  a  hare,  return 
desponding  to  their  master,  with  heads  hung  down, 
-i.  and  drooping  tails,  so,  on  this  disastrous  night,  did  thè 
bravoes  return  to  thè  palace  of  Don  Rodrigo.  He  was  list- 
lessly  pacing  to  and  fro,  in  an  unoccupied  room  up-stairs 
that  overlooked  thè  terrace.  Now  and  then  he  would  stop 
to  listen,  or  to  peep  through  thè  chinks  in  thè  decayed  win- 
dow-frames,  full  of  impatience,  and  not  entirely  free  from 
disquietude — not  only  for  thè  doubtfulness  of  success,  but 
also  for  thè  possible  consequences  of  thè  enterprise:  this 
being  thè  boldest  and  most  hazardous  in  which  our  valiant 
cavalier  had  ever  engaged.  He  endeavoured,  however,  to 
reassure  himself  with  thè  thought  of  thè  precautions  he  had 
taken  that  not  a  trace  of  thè  perpetrator  should  be  left.  fAs 
to  suspicions,  I  care  nothing  for  them.  I  should  like  to  know 
who  would  be  inclined  to  come  hither,  to  ascertain  if  there 
be  a  young  girl  here  or  not.  Let  him  dare  to  come — thè 
rash  fool — and  he  shall  be  well  received  !  Let  thè  friar 
come,  if  he  pleases.  The  old  woman?  She  shall  be  off  to 
Bergamo.  Justice?  Poh!  Justice  !  The  Podestà  is  neither 
a  child  nor  a  fool.  And  at  Milan  ?  Who  will  care  for  these 
people  at  Milan?  Who  will  listen  to  them?  Who  knows 
even  what  they  are  ?  They  are  like  lost  people  in  thè  world, 
— they  haven’t  even  a  master  :  they  belong  to  no  one.  Come, 
come,  never  fear.  How  Attilio  will  be  silenced  to-morrow  ! 
He  shall  see  whether  I  am  a  man  to  talk  and  boast.  And 
then  ...  If  any  difficulty  should  ensue  .  .  .  What  do  I 
know?  Any  enemy  who  would  seize  this  occasion  .  .  . 
Attilio  will  be  able  to  advise  me  ;  he  is  pledged  to 
it  for  thè  honour  of  thè  whole  family/  But  thè  idea 
on  which  he  dwelt  most,  because  he  found  it  both  a 
soother  of  his  doubts  and  a  nourisher  of  his  predominating 
passion,  was  thè  thought  of  thè  flatteries  and  promises  he 
would  employ  to  gain  over  Lucia.  ‘  She  will  be  so  terrified 
at  finding  herself  here  alone,  in  thè  midst  of  these  faces,  that 
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.  .  .  in  trotti,  mine  is  *  thè  most  human  among  them  .  .  * 
that  she  will  look  to  me,  will  throw  herself  upon  her  knees 
to  pray  ;  and  if  she  prays  .  .  / 

While  indulging  in  these  fine  anticipations,  he  hears  a 
footstep,  goes  to  thè  window,  opens  it  a  little,  and  peeps 
through  :  4  It  is  they.  And  thè  litter  !— Where  is  thè  litter  ? 
Three,  five,  eight;  they  are  all  there;  there’s  Griso  too  ;  thè 
litter’s  not  there: — Griso  shall  give  me  an  account  of  this/ 

When  they  reached  thè  house,  Griso  deposited  his  staff, 
cap,  and  pilgrim’s  habit,  in  a  corner  of  thè  ground-floor 
apartment,  and,  as  if  carrying  a  burden  which  no  one  at 
thè  moment  envied  him,  ascended  to  render  his  account 
to  Don  Rodrigo.  He  was  waiting  for  him  at  thè  head  o£ 
thè  stairs  ;  and  on  his  approaching  with  thè  foolish  and  awk- 
ward  air  of  a  deluded  villain,  ‘Well/  said,  or  rather 
vociferated,  he,  ‘Signor  Boaster,  Signor  Captain,  Signor 
Leave-it-to-me  f9 

‘It  is  hard/  replied  Griso,  resting  one  foot  on  thè  top 
step,  *  it  is  hard  to  be  greeted  with  reproaches  after  having 
laboured  faithfully,  and  endeavoured  to  do  one  s  duty,  at 
thè  risk  of  one’s  life/ 

‘How  has  it  gone?  Let  us  hear,  let  us  bear/  said  Don 
Rodrigo;  and,  turnìng  towards  his  room,  Griso  followed 
him,  and  briefly  related  how  he  had  arranged,  what  he  had 
done,  seen  and  not  seen,  heard,  feared,  and  retrieved;  re- 
lating  it  with  that  order  and  that  confusion,  that  dubiousness 
and  that  astonishment,  which  must  necessarily  have  together 
taken  possession  of  his  ideas. 

‘  You  are  not  to  blame,  and  have  done  your  best/  said  Don 
Rodrigo.  *  You  have  done  what  you  could  ;  but  .  .  .  but, 
ìf  under  this  roof  there  be  a  spy  !  If  there  be,  if  I  succeed 
in  discovering  him  (and  you  may  rest  assured  1 11  discoyer 
him  if  he’s  here),  FU  settle  matters  with  him;  I  promise 
you,  Griso,  Fll  pay  him  as  he  deserves/ 

*  The  same  suspicion,  Signor/  replied  he,  ‘has  crossed 
my  mind;  and  if  it  be  true,  and  we  discover  a  villain  of  this 
sort,  my  master  should  put  it  into  my  hands.  One  who  has 
diverted  himself  by  making  me  pass  such  a  night  as  this; 
it  is  my  business  to  pay  him  for  it.  However,  all  things 
considered,  it  seems  likely  there  may  have  been  some  other 
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cross  purposes,  which  now  we  cannot  fathom.  To-morrow 
Signor*,  to-morrow  we  shall  be  in  clear  water/  * 

Do  you  think  you  have  been  recognized  ?  ’ 

.  replied  tbat  hoped  not  >  and  thè  conclusion  o£  thè 

mterview  was  that  Don  Rodrigo  ordered  him  to  do  thret 
things  next  day,  which  he  would  have  thought  of  well 
enough  by  himself.  One  was,  to  despatch  two  rnen,  In  g^d 

Which  J^Lm°rfnSÀ  t0  the  constabIe-  with  thè  intimation 

to  //w!  n°tlCed;  tW0  others  t0  the  oId  house,  - 

o  ramble  about,  and  keep  at  a  proper  distance  any  loiterer 

who  might  happen  to  come  there,  and  to  conceal  thè  Ser 
m  every  eye  till  nightfall,  when  they  would  send  to  fetch 
it,  since  ìt  would  not  do  to  excite  suspicion  by  any  further 
measures  at  present;  and  lastly,  to  go  himself  on  a  tour  of 
discovery,  and  despatch  several  others,  of  the  most  dexterity 
and  good  sense,  on  the  same  errand,  that  he  might  learn 
something  of  thè  causes  and  issue  of  the  confusion  of  the 
mght.  Iiavmg  given  these  orders,  Don  Rodrigo  retired  to 

nirìit  G/-ÌS°u-  f0l-°W  HÌS  exampIe-  bidding  him  good 

night  and  loading  him  with  praises,  through  which  appeared 

to  ri611’  deSÌrC  /  make  some  atonement,  and  in  a  manner 
to  apologize  for  thè  precipitate  haste  with  which  he  had 
reproached  him  on  bis  arrivai. 

np2>’-*takn  SOm®  .rest’  poor  Griso,  for  thou  must  surely 

hJrd  hàlf  th°r  -TS°-  ,Labouring  hard  all  day,  labouring 
///[  th®  nifht-  vsithout  counting  the  danger  of  fading 

e/1^8  0t.VlIIains’  or  of  having  a  price  set  upoit  thy 
a  for  thè  setzure  of  an  honest  womanf  in  addition  io 
those  already  laid  upon  thee,  and  then  to  be  received  iti  this 
ìanner.  but  thus  men  often  reward  their  fellows.  Thou 

/P!f/rteS*t’  ,nevertheI ®?s,  see  in  this  instance,  that  sometimes 
people  judge  accordmg  to  merit,  and  that  matters  are  ad- 
justed  evep  in  this  world.  Go,  rest  awhile;  for  some  day 
thou  mayest  be  called  upon  to  give  another  and  more  con- 
siderable  proof  of  thy  faithfulness. 

J**3?  f0™5"?*  ,Griso  was  again  surrounded  with  business 
on  all  hands,  when  Don  Rodrigo  rose.  This  nobleman 
quic  y  sought  Count  Attilio,  who,  thè  moment  he  saw  him 

Srrtin'  SS  ?  ^  *“  *  ,0°k  ««*•»  •* 
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‘  I  have  nothing  to  say,’  replied  Don  Rodrigo  as  he  drew 
near  :  ‘  I  will  pay  thè  wager  ;  but  ìt  is  not  this  that  vexes  m 
most  I  told  you  nothing  atout  ìt,  because,  I  confess,  I 
thought  to  surprise  you  this  morning.  But  .  .  .  stay,  I  will 

tCl<1  ThaV'friar  has  a  hand  in  this  business,’  said  his  cousin, 
after  having  listened  to  thè  account  with  suspense  and 
wonderment,  and  with  more  seriousness  than  could 1  have 
been  expected  from  a  man  of  lus  temperament.  I  ahvays 
thought  that  friar,  with  his  dissembling  and  out-of-the-way 
answers  was  a  knave  and  a  hypocrite  And  you  never 
opened  ’yourself  to  me, -you  never  told  me  plamty .  what 
happened  to  entertain  you  thè  other  day.  Don  Rodrigo  re 
lated  thè  conversation.  ‘And  did  you  submit  to  that  ex 
claimed  Count  Attilio.  ‘  Did  you  let  him  go  away  as  he 

Ca‘tWould  you  have  me  draw  upon  myself  all  thè  Capu- 

Ch‘Td°on’ttaknow,’  said  Attilio,  ‘whether  I  should  have  re- 
membered,  at  that  moment,  that  there  was  another  Capuchm 
in  thè  world  except  this  daring  knave;  but  surely  eve 
under  thè  rules  of  prudence,  there  must  be  some  way  of  get- 
even  o,  .  Capaci»!  W.  «anage 

to  redouble  civilities  cleverly  to  thè  whole  body,  and  then 
we  can  give  a  blow  to  one  member  with  impumty.  Howeve  , 
thè  fellow  has  escaped  thè  punishment  he  best  deserved,  but 
HI  take  him  under  my  protection,  and  have  thè  gratificati** 
of  teaching  him  how  to  talk  to  gentlemen  such  as  we  are. 

‘  Don’t  make  matters  worse  for  me.’ 

‘  Trust  me  for  once,  and  ITI  serve  you  like  a  relation  and 

a  friend.’  , 

‘  What  do  you  intend  to  do?  . 

‘I  don’t  know  yet;  but  rest  assured  ITI  pay  off  thè  friar. 
I’ll  think  about  it,  and  .  .  .  my  uncle,  thè  Signor  Count 
thè  Privy  Council,  will  be  thè  man  to  help  me.  E>ear  uncle 
Count  '  How  fine  it  is,  when  I  can  make  a  politician  of  his 
stamp  do  all  my  work  for  me  !  The  day  after  to-morrow 
I  shaU  be  at  Milan,  and,  in  one  way  or  other,  thè  friar  shall 

be  rew&rded/  ,  , 

In  thè  mean  while  breakfast  was  announced,  which,  how- 
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ever,  made  no  mterruption  in  thè  discussion  of  an  affair  of 
so  much  importance.  Count  Attilio  talked  about  it  freely; 
and  though  he  took  that  side  which  his  friendship  to  his 
cousin  and  thè  honour  of  his  name  required,  according  to 
his  ideas  of  friendship  and  honour,  yet  he  could  not  help 
occasionally  finding  something  to  laugh  at  in  thè  ill-success 
of  his  relative  and  friend.  But  Don  Rodrigo,  who  felt  it 
was  his  own  cause,  and  who  had  so  signally  failed  when 
hoping  quietly  to  strike  a  great  blow,  was  agitated  by 
stronger  passions,  and  distracted  by  more  vexatious  thoughts. 
*  Fine  talk/  said  he,  ‘  these  rascals  will  make  in  thè  neigh- 
bourhood.  But  what do  I  care  ?  As  to  justice,  I  laugh  at  it: 
there  is  no  proof  against  me,  and  even  if  there  were,  I 
should  care  for  it  just  as  little:  thè  constable  was  warned 
this  morning  to  take  good  heed,  at  thè  risk  of  his  life,  that 
he  makes  no  deposition  of  what  has  happened.  Nothing  will 
follow  from  it  ;  but  gossiping,  when  carried  to  any  length,  is 
very  annoying  to  me.  It’s  qui  te  enough  that  I  ha  ve  been 
bullied  so  unmercifully/ 

‘You  did  quite  rightly/  replied  Count  Attilio.  ‘Your 
Podestà  .  .  .  an  obstinate,  empty-pated,  prosing  fellow,  that 
Podestà  .  .  .  is  nevertheless  a  gentleman,  a  man  who  knows 
his  duty;  and  it  is  just  when  we  have  to  do  with  such  people, 
that  we  must  take  care  not  to  bring  them  into  difficulties.  If 
that  rascal  of  a  constable  should  make  a  deposition,  thè 
Podestà,  however  well-intentioned,  would  be  obliged  .  .  / 

4  But  you/  iriterrupted  Don  Rodrigo,  with  some  warmth, 
‘  you  spoil  all  my  affairs  by  contradicting  him  in  everything, 
by  silencing  him,  and  laughing  at  him  on  every  occasion. 
Why  cannot  a  Podestà  be  an  obstinate  fool,  when  at  thè 
same  time  he  is  a  gentleman  ?  ’ 

4  Do  you  know,  cousin/  said  Count  Attilio,  glancing  to- 
wards  him  a  look  of  raillery  and  surprise;  ‘do  you  know 
that  I  begin  to  think  you  are  half  afraid?  In  earnest,  you 
may  rest  assured  that  thè  Podestà  .  .  / 

‘Well,  well,  didn’t  you  yourself  say  that  we  must  be 
careful  .  .  .?’ 

‘I  did:  and  when  it  is  a  serious  matter,  FU  let  you  see 
that  l’m  not  a  child.  Do  you  know  all  that  I  have  courage 
to  do  for  you?  I  am  ready  to  go  in  person  to  this  Signor 
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Podestà.  Aha  !  how  proud  he  will  he  of  thè  honottr  !  And 
I  am  ready,  moreover,  to  let  him  talk  for  half  an  hour  about 
thè  Count  Duke,  and  thè  Spanish  Signor,  thè  governor  of 
thè  castle,  and  to  give  an  ear  to  everything,  even  when  he 
talks  so  mightily  about  these  people.  Then  I  will  throw  in 
a  few  words  about  my  uncle,  thè  Signor  Count  of  thè  Privy 
Council,  and  you  will  see  what  effect  these  words  in  thè  ear 
of  thè  Signor  Podestà  will  produce.  After  all,  he  has  more 
need  of  our  protection  than  you  of  his  condescension.  I  will 
do  my  best,  and  will  go  to  him,  and  leave  him  better  dis- 
posed  towards  you  than  ever/ 

After  these,  and  a  few  similar  words,  Count  Attilio  set  off 
on  his  expedition,  and  Don  Rodrigo  remained  awaiting  with 
anxiety  Griso's  return.  Towards  dinner-time  he  made  his 
appearance,  and  reported  thè  success  of  his  reconnoitering 
tour. 

The  tumult  of  thè  preceding  night  had  been  so  clamorous, 
thè  disappearance  of  three  persons  from  a  village  was  so 
strange  an  occurrence,  that  thè  inquiries,  both  from  interest 
and  curiosity,  would  naturally  be  many,  eager,  and  persever- 
ing;  and,  on  thè  other  hand,  those  who  knew  something 
were  too  numerous  to  agree  in  maintaining  silence  on  thè 
matter.  Perpetua  could  not  set  foot  out  of  doors  without 
being  assailed  by  one  or  another  to  know  what  it  was  that 
had  so  alarmed  her  master,  and  she  herself,  reviewing  and 
comparing  all  thè  circumstances  of  thè  case,  and  perceiving 
how  she  had  been  imposed  upon  by  Agnese,  felt  so  much 
indignation  at  thè  act  of  perfidy,  that  she  was  ever  ready 
to  give  vent  to  her  feelings.  Not  that  she  complained  to  thi$ 
or  that  person  of  thè  manner  in  which  she  was  imposed 
upon:  on  this  subject  she  did  not  breathe  a  syllable;  but  thè 
trick  played  upon  her  poor  master  she  could  not  altogether 
pass  over  in  silence;  especially  as  such  a  trick  had  been 
concerted  and  attempted  by  that  gentle  creature,  that  good 
youth,  and  that  worthy  widow.  Don  Abbondio,  fndeed,  might 
positively  forbid  her,  and  earnestly  entreat  her  to  be  silent; 
and  she  could  easily  enough  reply  that  there  was  no  need 
to  urge  upon  her  what  was  so  clear  and  evident  ;  but  certain 
it  is  that  such  a  secret  in  thè  poor  woman’s  breast  was  like 
very  new  wine  in  an  old  and  badly  hooped  cask,  which  fer- 
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for  this,  too,  it  was  easy  to  find  more  than  one  reason  -thè 
fear  of  thè  lovers  on  being  taken  in  a  fault,  or  some  rumour 
of  their  invasion,  when  it  was  discovered,  and  thè  village 
roused.  Lastly,  he  told  him  that  they  had  gone  to  Pesca¬ 
renico,  but  further  than  this  his  knowledge  did  not  extend. 
Don  Rodrigo  was  pleased  to  be  assured  that  no  one  had 
betrayed  him,  and  to  find  that  no  traces  remained  of  his 
enterprise;  but  it  was  a  light  and  passing  pleasure.  ‘Fled 
together  !  ’  cried  he  i  ‘  together  !  And  that  rascally  friar . 
that  friar  !  ’  The  word  burst  forth  hoarsely  from  his  throat, 
and  half-smothered  between  his  teeth,  as  he  bit  his  nails 
with  vexation  :  his  countenance  was  as  brutal  as  his  passion. 

‘  That  friar  shall  answer  for  it.  Griso,  I  am  not  myself  ... 

I  must  know,  I  must  find  out  .  .  .  this  night  I  must  know 
where  they  are.  I  have  no  peace.  To  Pescarenico  directly, 
to  know,  to  see,  to  find  .  .  .  Four  crowns  on  thè  spot,  and 
my  protection  for  ever..  This  night  I  must  know.  And  that  . 
villain  !...  that  friar  .  .  .’ 

Once  more  Griso  was  in  thè  field  ;  and  in  thè  evening 
of  that  same  day  he  could  impart  to  his  worthy  patron  thè 
desired  informatimi,  and  by  this  means. 

One  of  thè  greatest  consolations  of  this  world  is  friend- 1 
ship,  and  one  of  thè  pleasures  of  friendship  is  to  have  some 
one  to  whom  we  may  entrust  a  secret.  Now,  friends  are 
not  divided  into  pairs,  as  husband  and  wife:  everybody,  gen- 
erally  speaking,  has  more  than  one  ;  and  this  f  orms  a  chain 
of  which  no  one  can  find  thè  first  link.  When,  then,  a  friend 
meets  with  an  opportunìty  of  depositing  a  secret  in  thè 
breast  of  another,  he,  in  his  turn,  seeks  to  share  in  thè, 
same  pleasure.  He  is  entreated,  to  be  sure,  to  say  nothmg 
to  anybody  ;  and  such  a  condition,  if  taken  in  thè  strict  sense 
of  thè  words,  would  immediately  cut  short  thè  chain  of  these, 
gratifications  :  but  generai  practice  has  determined  that  it 
only  forbids  thè  entrusting  of  a  secret  to  everybody  but 
one  equally  confidential  friend,  imposing  upon  _  him,  of 
course,  thè  same  conditions.  Thus,  from  confidential  friend 
to  confidential  friend,  thè  secret  threads  its  way  along  this 
immense  chain,  until,  at  last,  it  reaches  thè  ear  of  him  or 
them  whom  thè  first  speaker  exactly  intended  it  should  never 
reach.  However,  it  would,  generally,  have  to  be  a  long 
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tìme  on  thè  way,  if  everybody  had  but  two  friends,  thè  one 
who  tells  him,  and  thè  one  to  whom  he  repeats  it  with  thè 
injunction  of  silence.  But  some  highly  favoured  men  there 
are  who  reckon  these  blessings  by  thè  hundred,  and  when 
thè  secret  comes  into  thè  hands  of  one  of  these,  thè  circles 
multiply  so  rapidly  that  it  is  no  longer  possible  to  pursue 
them. 

Our  author  has  been  unable  to  certi fy  through  how  many 
mouths  thè  secret  had  passed  which  Griso  was  ordered 
to  discover,  but  certain  it  is  that  thè  good  man  who  had 
escorted  thè  women  to  Monza,  returning  in  his  cart  to  Pes¬ 
carenico,  towards  evening,  happened,  before  reaching  home, 
to  light  upon  one  of  these  trustworthy  friends,  to  whom  he 
related,  in  confidence,  thè  good  work  he  had  just  completed, 
and  its  sequel  ;  and  it  is  equally  certain  that,  two  hours  after- 
wards,  Griso  was  able  to  return  to  thè  palace,  and  inform 
Don  Rodrigo  that  Lucia  and  her  mother  had  found  refuge 
in  a  convent  at  Monza,  and  that  Renzo  had  pursued  his  way 
to  Milan.  3 

Don  Rodrigo  felt  a  malicious  satisfaction  on  hearing  of 
this  separation,  and  a  revival  of  hope  that  he  might  at  length 
accomplish  his  wicked  designs.  He  spent  great  part  of  thè 
night  in  meditating  on  his  plans,  and  arose  early  in  thè  morn- 
mg  with  two  projects  in  his  mind,  thè  one  determined  upon, 
thè  other  only  roughly  sketched  out  The  first  was  immedi- 
ately  to  despatch  Griso  to  Monza,  to  learn  more  particular 
tidings  of  Lucia,  and  to  know  what  (if  anything)  he  might 
attempt.  He  therefore  instantly  summoned  this  faithful  ser- 
vant,  placed  in  his  hand  four  crowns,  again  commended  him 
for  thè  ability  by  which  he  had  earned  them,  and  gave  him  thè 
order  he  had  been  premeditating. 

*  Signor  .  .  /  said  Griso,  feeling  his  way. 

6  What?  haven’t  I  spoken  clearly?’ 
f  If  you  would  send  somebody  .  .  / 

4  How  ? 9 

c  Most  illustrious  Signor,  I  am  ready  to  give  my  life  for 
my  master  :  it  is  my  duty  ;  but  I  know  also  you  would  not  be 
willing  unnecessarily  to  risk  that  of  your  dependents/ 
i  Well  ? 9 

‘Your  illustrious  lordship  knows  very  well  how  many 
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prices  are  already  set  upon  my  head;  and  .  .  .  here  I  am 
under  thè  protection  of  your  lordship;  we  are  a  party;  thè 
Signor  Podestà  is  a  friend  of  thè  family;  thè  bailiffs  bear  me 
some  respect;  and  I,  too  .  .  .  it  is  a  thing  that  does  me  little 
honour  but  to  live  quietly  ...  I  treat  them  as  friends.  In 
Milan,  your  lordship’s  livery  is  known;  but  in  Monza  I  am 
known  there  instead.  And  is  your  lordship  aware  that— I 
don’t  say  it  to  make  a  boast  of  myself— that  any  one  who 
could  hand  me  over  to  justice,  or  deliver  in  my  head,  would 
strike  a  great  blow.  A  hundred  crowns  at  once,  and  thè 
privilege  of  liberating  two  banditti/ 

What  !  exclaimed  Don  Rodrigo,  with  an  oath  :  6  you 
showing  yourself  a  vile  cur  that  has  scarcely  courage  to  fly 
at  thè  legs  of  a  passer-by,  looking  behind  him  for  fear  they 
should  shut  thè  door  upon  him,  and  not  daring  to  leave  it 
four  yards  !  * 

‘  I  think,  Signor  patron,  that  I  have  given  proof  .  .  / 

‘Theni* 

#  r^^len>  f rankly  replied  Griso,  when  thus  brought  to  thè 
pomt,  then  your  lordship  will  be  good  enough  to  reckon 
as  if  I  had  never  spoken:  heart  of  a  lion,  legs  of  a  hare,  and 
I  am  ready  to  set  off/ 

And  I  didn  t  say  you  should  go  alone.  Take  with  you 
two  of  thè  bravest  ...  lo  Sfregiato,1  and  il  Tiradritto:2  go 
with  a  good  heart,  and  be  our  own  Griso.  What  !  three  faces 
like  yours,  quietly  passing  by,  who  do  you  think  wouldn’t  be 
glad  to  let  them  pass?  The  bailiffs  at  Monza  must  needs  be 
weary  of  lif e  to  stake  against  it  a  hundred  crowns  in  so 
hazardous  a  game.  And,  besides,  don’t  you  think  I  am  so 
utterly  unknown  there,  that  a  servant  of  mine  would  be 
counted  as  nobody/ 

After  thus  shaming  Griso  a  little,  he  proceeded  to  give  him 
more  ampie  and  particular  instructions.  Griso  took  his  two 
cotnpanions,  and  set  off  with  a  cheerful  and  hardy  look,  but 
cursing,  in  thè  bottom  of  his  heart,  Monza,  and  interdicts, 
and  women,  and  thè  fancies  of  patrons  ;  he  walked  on  like  a 
wolf  which,  urged  by  hunger,  his  body  emaciated,  and  thè 
furrows  of  his  ribs  impressed  upon  his  grey  hide,  descends 
from  thè  mountains,  where  everything  is  covered  with  snow, 

1  Cut-face.  a  Aim-well. 
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proceeds  suspiciously  along  thè  plain,  stops,  from  lime  to  time? 
with  uplifted  foot,  and  waves  his  hairless  tail, 

‘Raises  hisnose,  and  snuffs  thè  faithless  wind.’ 

if  perchance  it  may  bring  him  thè  scent  of  man  or  beast; 
erects  his  sharp  ears,  and  rolls  around  two  sanguinary  eyes, 
from  which  shine  forth  both  eagerness  for  thè  prey  and  terror 
of  pursuit.  If  thè  reader  wishes  to  know  whence  I  have  got 
this  fine  line,  it  is  taken  from  a  small  unpublished  work  on 
Crusaders  and  Lombards,  which  will  shortly  be  published, 
and  make  a  great  stir;  and  I  have  borrowed  it  because  it 
suited  my  purpose,  and  told  where  I  got  it,  that  I  might  not 
take  credit  due  to  others  :  so  let  no  one  think  it  a  pian  of  mine 
to  proclami  that  thè  author  of  this  little  book  and  I  are  like 
brothers,  and  that  I  rummage  at  will  among  his  manuscripts. 

The  other  project  of  Don  Rodrigo'  s,  was  thè  devising  o 
some  pian  to  prevent  Renzo’s  again  rejoining  Lucia,  or  setting 
foot  in  that  part  of  thè  country.  He  therefore  resolved  to 
spread  abroad  rumours  of  threats  and  snares,  which,  commg 
to  his  hearing  through  some  friend,  might  deprive  him  of  any 
wish  to  return  to  that  neighbourhood.  He  thought,  however, 
that  thè  surest  way  of  doing  this  would  be  to  procure  his  ban- 
ishment  by  thè  state;  and  to  succeed  in  his  project,  he  felt 
that  law  would  be  more  likely  to  answer  his  purpose  than 
force  He  could,  for  example,  give  a  little  colouring  to  thè 
attempt  made  at  thè  parsonage,  paint  it  as  an  aggressive  and 
seditious  act,  and,  by  means  of  thè  doctor,  signify  to  thè 
Podestà  that  this  was  an  opportunity  of  issuing  an  appre- 
hension  against  Renzo.  But  our  deliberator  quickly  perceived 
that  it  would  not  do  for  him  to  meddle  in  this  infamous 
negotiation;  and,  without  pondering  over  it  any  longer,  he 
resolved  to  open  his  mind  to  Doctor  Azzecca-Garbugli  ;  .so 
far,  that  is,  as  was  necessary  to  make  him  acquainted  with 
his  desire. — There  are  so  many  edicts  !  thought  Don  Rodrigo  : 
and  thè  Doctor’s  not  a  goose:  he  will  be  sure  to  findvsome- 
thing  to  suit  my  purpose — some  quarrel  to  pick  with  , this 
rascally  f ellow  of  a  weaver  :  otherwise  he  must  give  up  his 
name. — But  (how  strangely  matters  are  brought  about  in  this 
world  !  )  while  Don  Rodrigo  was  thus  fixing  upon  thè  doctor, 
as  thè  man  most  able  to  serve  him,  another  person,  one  that 
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nobody  would  imagine,  even  Renzo  himself,  was  labouring,  so 
to  say,  with  all  his  heart,  to  serve  him,  in  a  far  more  certain 
and  expeditious  way  than  any  thè  doctor  could  possibly  have 
devised. 

I  have  often  seen  a  child,  more  active,  certainly,  than  needs 
be,  but  at  every  movement  giving  earnest  of  becoming,  some 
day,  a  brave  man  :  I  have  often,  I  say,  seen  stich  a  one  busied, 
tow’ards  evening,  in  driving  to  cover  a  drove  of  little  Indian 
pigs,  which  had  been  allowed  all  day  to  ramble  about  in  a 
field’or  orchard.  He  would  try  to  make  them  all  enter  thè  fold 
in  a  drove;  but  it  was  labour  in  vain:  one  would  strike  off  to 
thè  right,  and  while  thè  little  drover  was  running  to  bring 
him  back  into  thè  herd,  another,  or  two,  or  three,  would  start 
off  to  thè  left,  in  every  direction.  So  that,  after  getting  out 
of  all  patience,  he  at  last  adapted  himself  to  their  ways,  first 
driving  in  those  which  were  nearest  to  thè  entrance,  and  then 
going  to  fetch  thè  others,  one  or  two  at  a  time,  as  they  hap- 
pened  to  have  strayed  away.  A  similar  game  we  are  obliged 
to  play  with  our  characters  ; — having  sheltered  Lucia,  we  ran 
to  Don  Rodrigo,  and  now  we  must  leave  him  to  receive  Renzo, 
who  meets  us  in  our  way. 

After  thè  mournful  separation  we  have  related,  he  pro- 
ceeded  from  Monza  towards  Milan,  in  a  state  of  mind  our 
readers  can  easily  imagine.  To  leave  his  own  dwelling;  and, 
what  was  worse,  his  native  village;  and,  what  was  worse, 
stili,  Lucia;  to  find  himself  on  thè  high  road,  without  know- 
ing  where  he  was  about  to  lay  his  head,  and  all  on  account  of 
that  villain!  When  this  image  presented  itself  to  Renzo  s 
mind,  he  would  be  quite  swallowed  up  with  rage  and  thè  de¬ 
sire  of  vengeance;  but  then  he  would  recollect  tbe  prayer 
which  he  had  joined  in  offering  up  with  thè  good  friar  in  thè, 
church  at  Pescarenico,  and  repent  of  his  anger  ;  then  he  woulcf 
again  be  roused  to  indignation;  but  seeing  an  image  in  thè 
wall,  he  would  take  off  his  hat,  and  stop  a  moment  to  repeat 
a  prayer;  so  that  during  this  journey  he  had  killed  Don 
Rodrigo,  and  raised  him  to  life  again,  at  least  twenty  times. 
The  road  here  was  completely  buried  between  two  high  banks, 
muddy,  stony,  furrowed  with  deep  cart-ruts,  which,  after  a 
shower,  becarne  perfect  streams  ;  and  where  these  did  not 
form  a  sufficient  bed  for  thè  water,  thè  whole  road  was  m- 
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undated  and  redticed  to  a  pool,  so  as  to  be  almost  impassable. 
At  such  places,  a  steep  foot-path,  in  thè  form  of  steps,  tip 
thè  bank,  indicated  that  other  passengers  had  made  a  track 
in  thè  fields.  Renzo  mounted  by  one  of  these  passes  to  thè 
more  elevated  ground,  and,  looking  around  him,  beheld  thè 
noble  pile  of  thè  cathedral  towering  alone  above  thè  plain, 
not  as  if  standing  in  thè  midst  of  a  city,  but  rather  as  though 
it  rose  from  a  desert.  He  paused,  forgetful  of  all  his  sor- 
rows,  and  contemplated  thus  at  a  distance  that  eighth  wonder 
of  thè  world,  of  which  he  had  heard  so  much  from  his  in- 
fancy.  But  turning  round,  after  a  moment  or  two,  he  beheld 
along  thè  horizon  that  rugged  ridge  of  mountains  :  he  beheld, 
distinct  and  elevated  among  these,  his  own  Resegone ,  and 
felt  his  blood  curdle  within  him;  then  indulging  for  a  few 
minutes  in  a  mournful  look  in  that  direction,  he  slowly  and 
sadly  turned  round,  and  continued  his  way.  By  degrees,  he 
began  to  discern  belfries  and  towers,  cupolas  and  roof s  ;  then 
descending  into  thè  road,  he  walked  forward  for  a  long  time  ; 
and,  when  he  found  that  he  was  near  thè  city,  accosted  a 
passenger,  and  making  a  low  bow,  with  thè  best  politeness 
he  was  master  of,  said  to  him,  ‘  Will  you  be  kind  enough, 
Signor  .  .  .  ? 9 

‘  What  do  you  want,  my  brave  youth  ? 9 

fCan  you  direct  me  thè  shortest  way  to  thè  Capuchin 
Convent  where  Father  Bonaventura  lives?’ 

The  person  to  whom  Renzo  addressed  himself  was  a 
wealthy  resident  in  thè  neighbourhood,  who  having  been 
that  morning  to  Milan  on  business,  was  returning  with- 
out  having  done  anything,  in  great  haste  to  reach  his  home 
before  dark,  and  therefore  quite  willing  to  escape  this  de- 
tention.  Nevertheless,  without  betraying  any  impatience, 
he  courteously  replied:  ‘  My  good  friend,  there  are  many 
more  convents  than  one;  you  must  teli  me  more  clearly 
which  one  you  are  seeking/  Renzo  then  drew  from  his 
bosom  Father  Cristoforo’s  letter,  and  showed  it  to  thè 
gentleman,  who  having  read  thè  address  ;  ‘  Porta  Orientale/ 
said  he,  returning  it  to  him;  ‘you  are  fortunate,  young 
man;  thè  convent  you  want  is  not  far  hence.  Take  this 
narrow  Street  to  thè  left;  it  is  a  by-way;  not  far  off  you 
will  come  to  thè  corner  of  a  long  and  low  building:  this  is 
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thè  Lazaretto;  follow  thè  moat  that  surrounds  it,  and  you 
yvill  come  out  at  thè  Porta  Orientale.  Enter  thè  gate,  and 
three  or  four  hundred  yards  further,  you  will  see  a  little 
square  surrounded  by  elms;  there  is  thè  convent,  and  you 
cannot  mistake  it.  God  be  with  you,  my  brave  youth,’ 
And,  accompanying  thè  last  words  with  a  courteous  wave 
of  thè  hand,  he  continued  his  way.  Renzo  stood  surprised 
and  edifìed  at  thè  affable  nianners  of  thè  citizens  tpwards 
strangers,  and  knew  not  that  it  was  an  unusual  day — a  day 
in  which  thè  Spanish  cloak  had  to  stoop  before  thè  doublet. 
He  followed  thè  path  that  had  been  pointed  out,  and  arrived 
at  thè  Porta  Orientale.  The  reader,  however,  must  not 
allow  thè  scene  now  associated  with  this  name  to  present 
itself  to  his  mind  :  thè  wide  and  straight  Street  fìanked  with 
poplars,  outside;  thè  spacious  opening  between  two  piles 
of  building,  begun,  at  least,  with  some  pretensions;  on  first 
entering  these  two  lateral  mounds  at  thè  base  of  thè  bas- 
tions,  regularly  sloped,  levelled  at  thè  top,  and  edged  with 
trees  ;  that  garden  on  one  side,  and  further  on,  those  palaces 
on  thè  right  and  left  of  thè  prìncipal  Street  of  thè  suburb, 
When  Renzo  entered  by  that  gate,  thè  Street  outside  ran 
straight  along  thè  whole  length  of  thè  Lazaretto,  it  being 
impossible  for  it,  for  that  distance,  to  do  otherwise;  then 
jt  continued  crooked  and  narrow  between  thè  two  hedges. 
The  gate  consisted  of  two  pillars  with  a  ropfìng  above  to 
protect  thè  door-posts,  and  on  one  side  a  small  cottage  for 
thè  custom-house  officers.  The  bases  of  thè  basdons  were 
pf  irregular  steepness,  and  thè  pavement  was  a  rough  and 
unequal  surface  of  rubbish  and  fragments  of  broken  vessels 
thrown  there  by  chance.  The  Street  of  thè  suburb  which 
opened  to  thè  yiew  pf  a  person  entering  thè  Porta  Orien¬ 
tale,  bore  no  bad  resemblance  to  that  now  facing  thè 
entrance  pf  thè  Porta  Tosa,  A  small  ditch  ran  along  thè 
middle,  till  within  a  few  yards  of  thè  gate,  and  thus  divided 
it  into  two  winding  narrow  streets,  covered  with  dust  or 
mud,  according  to  thè  season.  At  thè  spot  where  was,  and 
now  is,  thè  little  Street  called  thè  Borghetto,  this  ditch 
emptied  itself  into  a  sewer,  and  thence  into  thè  other  ditch 
that  washes  thè  walls.  Herp  stood  a  column  surmounted 
by  a  cross,  called  thè  Column  of  San  Dionigi:  on  thè  right 
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and  left  were  gardens  enclosed  by  hedges,  and  at  intervals 
a  few  small  cottages,  inhabited  chiefly  by  washerwomen. 
Renzo  entered  thè  gate,  and  pursued  his  way;  none  of  thè 
custom-house  officers  spoke  to  him,  which  appeared  to  him 
thè  more  wonderful,  since  thè  few  in  this  country  who  could 
boast  of  having  been  at  Milan,  had  related  marvellous 
stories  of  thè  examinations  and  interrogations  to  which  all 
those  who  entered  were  subjected.  The  Street  was  deserted; 
so  much  so,  that  had  he  not  heard  a  distant  buzz  indicating 
some  great  movement,  he  wotild  bave  fancied  he  was  enter- 
ing  a  forsaken  town.  Advancing  forward,  without  knowing 
what  to  make  of  this,  he  saw  on  thè  pavement  certain 
white  streaks,  as  white  as  snow;  but  snow  it  could  not  be, 
since  it  does  not  fall  in  streaks,  nor  usually  at  this  season. 
He  advanced  to  one  of  these,  looked  at  it,  touched  it,  and 
felt  assured  that  it  was  flour. — A  great  abundance,  thought 
he,  there  must  be  in  Milan,  if  they  scatter  in  this  manner 
thè  gifts  of  God.  They  gave  us  to  understand  that  there 
was  a  great  f amine  everywhere.  See  how  they  go  about 
to  make  us  poor  people  quiet. — Going  a  few  steps  further, 
and  coming  up  to  thè  column,  he  saw  at  its  foot  a  stili 
stranger  sight;  scattered  about  on  thè  steps  of  thè  pedestal 
were  things  which  certainly  were  not  stones,  and,  had  they 
been  on  a  baker’s  counter,  he  would  not  have  hesitated  a 
moment  to  cali  them  loaves.  But  Renzo  would  not  so  readily 
trust  his  eyes  ;  because,  forsooth  !  this  was  not  a  likely 
place  for  bread. — Let  us  see  what  these  things  can  be, — said 
he  again  to  himself;  and,  going  to  thè  column,  he  stooped 
down,  and  took  one  in  his  hand:  it  was  really  a  round,  very 
white  loaf,  and  such  as  Renzo  was  unaccustomed  to  eat, 
except  on  holy  days. — It  is  really  bread!  said  he  aloud,  so 
great  was  his  astonishment  : — is  this  thè  way  they  scatter  it 
in  this  country?  in  such  a  year  too?  and  don’t  they  even 
give  themselves  thè  trouble  to  pick  up  what  falls?  this  must 
be  thè  land  of  thè  Cuccagna  !3  After  ten  miles’  walk  in  thè 
fresh  morning  air,  this  bread,  when  he  had  recovered  his 
self-possession,  aroused  his  appetite. — Shall  I  take  it?  de- 
liberated  he  :  poh  !  they  have  left  it  here  to  thè  discretion 
of  dogs,  and  surely  a  Christian  may  taste  it.  And,  after 

8  The  name  of  an  ideal  country,  affording  all  sorts  of  pleasure. 
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all,  if  thè  owner  comes  forward,  I  will  pay  him.~*-Thus 
reasoning,  he  put  thè  ioaf  he  held  in  his  hand  into  one 
pocket,  took  up  a  second  and  put  it  into  thè  other,  and  a 
thìrd,  which  he  began  to  eat,  and  then  proceeded  on  his 
way,  more  uncertain  than  ever,  and  longing  to  have  this 
strange  mystery  cleared  up.  Scarcely  had  he  started,  when 
he  saw  people  issuing  from  thè  interior  o£  thè  city,  and  he 
stood  stili  to  watch  those  who  first  appeared.  They  were  a 
man,  a  woman,  and,  a  little  way  behind,  a  boy;  all  three 
carrying  a  load  on  their  backs  which  seemed  beyond  their 
strength,  and  all  three  in  a  most  extraordinary  condition. 
Their  dress,  or  rather  their  rags,  covered  with  flour,  their 
faces  floured,  and,  at  thè  same  time,  distorted  and  much 
heated;  they  walked  not  only  as  if  wearied  by  their  load, 
but  trembling  as  if  their  limbs  had  been  beaten  and  bruised. 
The  man  staggered  under  thè  weight  o£  a  large  sack  of 
flour,  which,  here  and  there  in  holes,  scattered  a  shower 
around  at  very  stumble,  at  every  disturbance  o£  his  equili- 
brium.  But  thè  figure  of  thè  woman  was  stili  more  awk- 
ward:  an  unwieldy  bulk,  two  extended  arms  which  seemed 
to  bear  it  up  with  difficulty,  and  looked  like  two  carved 
handles  from  thè  neck  to  thè  widest  part  of  a  large  kilder- 
kin,  and  beneath  this  enormous  body,  two  legs,  naked  up 
to  thè  knees,  which  could  scarcely  totter  along.  Renzo 
gazed  steadily  at  this  great  bulk,  and  discovered  that  it 
was  thè  woman’s  gown  turned  up  around  her,  with  as  much 
flour  in  it  as  il;  could  hold,  and  rather  more,  so  that  from 
time  to  time  it  was  scattered  in  handfuls  over  thè  ground. 
The  boy  held  with  both  hands  a  basket  full  of  bread  upon 
his  head;  but,  from  having  shorter  legs  than  his  parents, 
he  kept  fading  behind  by  degrees,  and  in  running  forward 
to  overtake  them,  thè  basket  lost  its  balance,  and  a  few 
loaves  felì. 

i  If  you  let  another  fall,  you  vile,  helpless  .  .  /  said  thè 
mother,  gnashing  her  teeth  at  thè  child. 

c  I  doiTt  let  them  fall  ;  they  fall  themselves.  How  can  I 
help  it?’  replied  he. 

(  Eh  !  it’s  well  for  you  that  I  have  my  hands  engaged,’ 
rejoined  thè  woman,  shaking  her  fist,  as  if  she  would  have 
given  thè  poor  child  a  blow;  and  with  this  movement  she 
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sent  forth  a  fresh  cloud  of  flour,  enough  to  have  made 
more  than  thè  two  loaves  thè  boy  had  let  fall. 

*  Come,  come/  said  thè  man,  i  we  will  go  back  presently 
to  pick  them  up,  or  somebody  will  do  it  for  us  :  we  have  been 
a  long  while  in  want:  now  that  we  have  got  a  little  abun- 
dance,  let  us  enjoy  it  in  blessed  peace/ 

In  thè  mean  time  people  arrived  from  without;  and  one 
of  them,  accosting  thè  woman,  ‘  Where  must  we  go  to  get 
bread?*  asked  he.  ‘  Forward,  forward/  was  her  reply; 
and  when  they  were  a  few  yards  past,  she  added,  mutter- 
ing,  ‘These  blackguard  peasants  will  come  and  sweep  all 
thè  bake-houses  and  magazines,  and  there  will  be  nothing 
left  for  us/ 

‘  There*s  a  little  for  everybody,  magpie/  said  thè  hus- 
band;  ‘plenty,  plenty/ 

From  this  and  similar  scenes  which  Renzo  heard  and 
witnessed,  he  began  to  gather  that  he  had  -come  to  a  city  in 
a  state  of  insurrection,  and  that  this  was  a  day  of  vic- 
tory;  that  is  to  say,  when  every  one  helped  himself  in 
proportion  to  his  inclination  and  power,  giving  blows  in 
payment.  However  we  may  desire  to  make  our  poor  moun- 
taineer  appear  to  thè  best  advantage,  yet  historical  accuracy 
obliges  us  to  say,  that  his  first  feeling  was  that  of  satisfac- 
tion.  He  had  so  little  to  rejoice  at  in  thè  ordinary  course 
of  things,  that  he  was  inclined  to  approve  of  anything  that 
might  make  a  change,  whatever  it  might  be.  And  besides, 
not  being  a  man  sufierior  to  his  age,  he  entertained  thè 
common  opinion,  or  prejudice,  that  thè  scatcity  of  brèad 
was  produced  by  monopolists  and  bakers;  and  readily  did 
he  esteem  every  method  justifìable  of  rescuing  from  their 
grasp  thè  food,  which  they,  according  to  this  opinion,  so 
cruelly  denied  to  thè  hunger  of  a  whole  people.  He  re- 
solved,  however,  to  get  out  of  thè  tumult,  and  rejoiced  at 
being  directed  to  a  Capuchin,  who  would  give  him  shelter 
and  good  advice.  Engaged  in  such  thoughts,  and  looking 
about  him  at  thè  fresh  victors  who  appeared,  laden  with 
spoil,  he  took  thè  short  road  that  stili  remained  to  reach 
thè  convent. 

On  thè  present  site  of  a  noble  palace,  with  its  beautiful 
portico,  there  was  formerly,  and  till  within  a  very  few 
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dms  standing  before  them.  We^OTmkd"?  no?”  ■t'®' 

"aTdt“L°df  S  "trS  “  »«rMn“h“ 

cing  his  hand  through 


g'ive  it  into  his  own 


-  wuuauy 

Father  Bonaventura  from  J 
‘  Give  it  me,’  said  thè  j  ■ 
thè  grate. 

‘No,  no,’  said  Renzo,  - 
hands/ 

£  TT  «  m  -■  V>\  ■/  ’ 

hle  is  not  m  thè  Convent  * 

Renzo'.  “  “d  1  ""  ™>  f»  hi»,-  repiied 

‘  Follow  my  advice,’  reioined  thè  fnar-  <  < 

thè  church,  where  you  may  be  employing  youreclf^rofi” 
ably.  You  cannot  be  admitted  into  iRe  convent  at  nresent  ’ 
So  saying,  he  closed  thè  wicket.  present 

Renzo  stood  irresolute,  with  thè  Ietter  in  his  hand  He 
then  took  a  few  steps  towards  thè  door  of  thè  churòh 
O  OW  thè  advice  of  thè  porter,  but  thought  he  ^Sfirst 
just  give  another  glance  at  thè  stir  outside.  He  crossed 
he  square,  reached  thè  side  of  thè  road,  and  stood  with 
his  arms  crossed  on  his  breast  to  watch  thè  thickest  and 
most  noisy  part  of  thè  crowd  that  was  issuin-  from  rh« 
nuerior  of  .he  city.  The  verte  ...rSed  ”  fpe  «or- 
h“  ”s  8»  "<1  »»  thought  he;  and  again  latini  ““E 

crowd°f  WhUd’  J?e  began  to  eat’  and  advanced  towards  e 
crowd.  While  he  was  walking  thither,  we  will  relate  Z 

briefly  as  possible,  thè  causes  and  beginnings  of  this  uproar. 


CHAPTER  XII 


T 


HIS  was  thè  second  year  of  thè  scarcity.  In  thè  pre- 
1  cedine  year,  thè  surplus  remaining  from  former  sea- 


1  cedine  year,  me  biupma  u 

SOns  had  more  or  less  supplied  thè  deficiency  ;  and  thè 
people  neither  satiated  nor  famished,  but  certamly  suffi- 
ciently  unprovided  for,  had  reached  thè  harvest  of  1628,  m 
which  our  story  finds  us.  Now,  this  harvest,  so  long  and 

eagerly  looked  “J '^"to'acter 

of  thè  war— that  amiable  ./ar  to  which  we  have  already 

alluded — that  in  thè  parts  of  thè  country,  bordermg  011  its 

scene  much  more  land  than  usuai  remained  uncultivated 
and  deserted  by  thè  peasants,  who  mstead  of  working 
provide  food  for  themselves  and  others,  were  obliged  to 
SS  »b~u,  a,  beggars.  I  ha,.  .a,  n»«  «ha» 

because  thè  insupportable  taxes,  levied  with  une  ua  l« 
rnnlditv  and  folly— thè  habitual  conduct,  even  111  pertect 
TI  Tot le  stationary  troopa, -conduci  „b « 

Io  Sumere  had  for  some  time  been  produemg  this  sad 
effect  throughout  thè  whole  of  thè  Milanese:  thè  partmidai 
circumstances,  of  which  we  are  -w  speakmg  beingto  the 

than  thè  provisions 

for  thè  army,  and  thè  waste  which  always  accompanies  then  , 
Se  .«eh  •’  fearful  void  in  il,  .ha,  scale., y  ,«* y  mad. 
itself  felt,  and  with  scarcity  ìts  melancholy,  bu  p 

“7„?wSnTSSc1rSSac°hc?Tce,,am  poi»,,  .bere 

.  /  a  ipocf  hitherto  it  has  always  arisen,  and 

iMHs  sestili,  after  all  that  has  been  wntten  by '  “  ^ 
learned  men,  what  must  it  have  been  in  those  days .) 
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always  arises  an  opinion  among  thè  many  that  ìt  ìs  not  thè 
effect  of  scarcity.  They  forget  that  they  had  foreseen  and 
predicted  such  an  issue;  they  suddenly  fancy  that  there  is 
plenty  of  corn,  and  that  thè  evil  proceeds  from  there  not 
being  as  much  distributed  as  is  required  for  consumption, 
propositions  sufficiently  preposterous,  but  which  flatter  both 
their  anger  and  their  hopes.  Corn  monopolista,  either  reai 
or  imaginary,  large  landholders,  thè  bakers  who  purchased 
corn  al  in  short,  who  had  either  little  or  much  or  were 
thought  to  have  any,  were  charged  with  being  thè  causes 
of  thè  scarcity  and  dearness  of  provisions;  they  were  thè 
objects  of  universal  complaint,  and  of  thè  hatred  of  thè  mu  - 
titude  of  every  rank.  The  populace  could  teli  with  certamty 
where  there  were  magazines  and  granaries  full  and  o\e  - 
flowing  with  corn,  and  even  requiring  to  be  propped  up, 
they  indicated  most  extravagant  numbers  of  sacks,  they 
talked  with  certainty  of  thè  immense  quantità  of  gram 
secretly  despatched  to  other  places,  where,  probably.  it  was 
asserted  with  equal  assurance  and  equal  excitement.  that  thè 
corn  o-rown  there  was  transported  to  Milan.  They  implored 
from  thè  magistrates  those  precautions  which  always  appear 
or  at  least,  have  always  hitherto  appeared,  so  equitable,  so 
simple,  so  capable  of  drawing  forth  thè  corn  which  they 
affirm  to  be  secreted,  walled  up,  or  buried  and  of  festori  g 
to  them  abundance.  The  magistrates  therefore  busiedthem 
selves  in  fixing  thè  highest  pnce  that  was  to  1,e 
upon  every  commodity;  in  threatemng  pumshment  to  any 
one  who  should  refuse  to  sell;  and  makmg  other  regulationSi 
of  a  similar  nature.  As,  however,  all  human  precautions 
how  vigorous  soever,  can  neither  dimmish  thè  necessity  o 
food,  nor  produce  crops  out  of  season:  and  as  these  in¬ 
dividuai  precautions  offered  no  very  mvitmg  terms  to  othe 
countries  where  there  might  be  a  superabundance  thè  evil 
continucd  and  increased.  The  multitude  attributed  such  an 
effect  to  thè  scarcity  and  feebleness  of  thè  remedies,  and 
loudly  solicited  some  more  spirited  and  decisive  measures. 
Unfortunately,  they  found  a  man  after  their  own  hear  ' 

In  thè  absence  of  thè  governor,  Don  G°n^aì"  J6  !  '; 

de  Cordova,  who  was  encamped  over  Casale  del  Monferrato, 
thè  Hio-h  Chancellor  Antonio  Ferrer,  also  a  Spamard,  sup- 
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plied  his  place  at  Milan.  This  man  saw  (and  who  could  help 
seeing  ìt?)  that  a  moderate  price  on  bread  is  in  itself  a 
most  desirable  thing;  and  he  thought  (here  was  his  mistake) 
that  an  order  from  him  would  suffice  to  produce  it.  He  fixed 
thè  hmit  {la  meta,  by  which  name  thè  tariff  was  distinguished 
in  articles  of  food,)  at  thè  price  that  bread  would  have  had, 

li  u  Ì°r,n  ha,d  ,been  Senerally  sold  at  thirty-three  livres 
thè  bushel,  and  they  sold  it  as  high  as  eighty.  He  acted 
Iike  thè  old  woman  who  thought  to  make  herself  young  again 
by  changing  her  baptismal  faith. 

Regulations  less  irrational  and  less  un  just  had,  on  more 
tiian  one  occasion,  by  thè  resistance  of  actual  circumstances, 
remained  unexecuted;  but  that  this  should  be  carried  into 
effect  was  undertaken  by  thè  multitude,  who,  seeing  their 
aemands  at  last  converted  into  a  law,  would  not  suffer  it 
,  to  be  a  mere  form.  They  immediately  ran  to  thè  bake- 
houses,’  to  demand  bread  at  thè  fixed  price  ;  and  they  re- 
quired  it  with  that  air  of  threatening  resolution  which  pas- 
sion,  force,  and  law  United  could  impart.  It  need  not  be 
asked  ìf  thè  bakers  resisted.  With  sleeves  turned  up,  they 
were  busied  m  carrying,  putting  into  thè  oven,  and  taking 
out  thence,  without  intermission  ;  for  thè  people,  having  a 
confused  idea  that  it  was  too  violent  an  attempt  to  last 
long,  besieged  thè  bake-houses  incessantly,  to  enjoy  their 
temporary  good  fortune;  and  every  reader  can  imagine  what 
a  pleasure  it  must  have  been  to  drudge  like  a  slave,  and 
expose  one  s  self  more  than  usually  to  an  attack  of  pleurisy, 
to  be,  after  all,  a  loser  in  consequence.  But  with  magistrates 
on  one  side  threatening  punishments,  and  thè  people  on 
thè  other  importunate,  murmuring  at  every  delay  that  was 
interposed  in  serving  them,  and  indefinitely  menacing  some 
one  or  other  of  their  chastisements,  which  are  always  thè 
worst  that  are  inflicted  in  this  world— there  was  no  help 
for  it;  drudge  they  must;  they  were  forced  to  empty  and 
replenish  their  ovens,  and  sell.  However,  to  keep  them  up 
to  such  employment,  it  was  of  little  avail  to  impose  strict 
orders  and  keep  them  in  Constant  fear:  it  was  a  question 
of  absolute  practicabihty  ;  and  had  thè  thing  lasted  a  little 
longer,  they  could  have  done  no  more.  They  remonstrated 
incessantly  against  thè  iniquitous  and  insupportable  weight 
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of  thè  burden  laid  upon  thern,  and  protested  they  would 
willingly  throw  thè  shovel  into  thè  oven,  and  take  their 
departure  ;  and  yet  they  continued  to  persevere  as  they  could, 
longing-,  lìoping,  that  some  day  or  other,  thè  High  Chan» 
cellor  would  come  to  his  senses.  But  Antonio  Ferrer,  who 
was  what  would  now  be,  called  a  man  of  character,  replied 
that  thè  bakers  had  made  enormous  profits  in  past  times; 
that  they  would  equally  make  great  gains  in  better  times  to 
come,  that,  therefore,  it  was  both  reasonable  and  necessary 
they  should  make  some  compensation  to  thè  publxc,  and  that, 
in  thè  mean  while,  they  must  get  on  as  they  could.  Whether  . 
he  were  really  convinced  of  thè  truth  of  those  reasons  he 
alleged  to  others,  or  whether,  perceiving,  from  its  effects, 
thè  impossibility  of  maintaining  this  regulation,  he  was 
willing  to  leave  to  others  thè  odium  of  revoking  it;  for  who 
can  now  look  into  Antonio  Ferrer’s  mind?  yet  certain  it  is 
he  did  not  relax  one  iota  of  what  he  had  established.  At 
length,  thè  decurioni  (a  municipal  magistracy  composed  of 
nobles,  which  lasted  till  thè  ninety-sixth  year  of  thè  last 
century)  informed  thè  Governor,  by  letter,  of  thè  state  in 
which  matters  stood,  hoping  he  might  be  able  to  suggest 

some  remedy.  , 

Don  Gonzalo,  buried  over  head  m  thè  affairs  of  _war,  did 
what  thè  reader  will  certainly  imagine:  he  nominated  a 
Council,  which  he  endowed  with  full  authority  to  fix  such 
a  price  upon  bread  as  could  become  current,  thus  doing 
justice  to  both  parties.  T.  •  deputies  assembled,  or  it  was 
expressed,  after  thè  Spanish  fashion,  in  thè  j  argon  of  those 
days,  thè  junta  met;  and,  after  a  hundred  bowings^  com- 
pliments,  preambles,  sighs,  whisperings,  airy  propositions, 
and  subterfuges,  urged,  by  a  necessity  which  all  felt,  to 
come  to  some  determination,  conscious  that  they  were  cast¬ 
ing  an  important  die,  but  aware  that  there  was  no  other 
course  to  be  taken,  they  at  length  agreed  to  augment  thè 
price  of  bread.  The  bakers  once  more  breathed,  but  thè 

people  raved.  _  .  .  ,  . 

The  evening  preceding  thè  day  in  which  Renzo  arnveci  at 
Milan,  thè  streets  and  squares  swarmed  with  men,  who, 
transported  with  indignation,  and  swayed  by  a  prevailing 
opinion,  assembled — whether  acquaìntances  or  strangers  • 
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in  knots  and  parties  without  any  previous  concert,  and  al¬ 
inosi  without  being  aware  of  it,  like  rain-drops  on  a  hill- 
.side.  Lvery  conversation  increased  thè  generai  belief,  and 
roused  thè  passions  of  both  hearer  and  speaker.  Amongst 
thè  many  excited  ones,  there  were  some  few  of  cooler  tem- 
perament  who.  stood  quietly  watching  with  great  satisf ac¬ 
tion  thè  troubhng  of  thè  water,  who  busied  themselves  in 
troubhng  it  more  and  more,  with  such  reasonings  and  stories 
as  rogues  know  how  to  invent,  and  agitated  minds  are  so 
ready  to  beheve,  and  who  determined  not  to  let  it  cairn 
down  without.  first  catching  a  little  fish.  Thousands  went 
to  rest  that  night  with  an  indeterminate  feeling  that  some- 
thmg  must  and  would  be  done.  Crowds  assembled  before 
day-break:  children,  women,  men,  old  people,  workmen 
beggars,  all  grouped  together  at  random;  here  was  a  con- 
fused  whispermg  of  rnany  voices;  there,  one  declaimed  to 
a  crowd  of  applaudmg  bystanders;  this  one  asked  his  near- 
est  tdlow  thè  same  question  that  had  just  been  put  to  him- 
self;  that  other  repeated  thè  exclamation  that  he  heard 
resoundmg  in  his  ears;  everywhere  were  disputes,  threats, 
wondenngs;  and  very  few  words  made  up  thè  materiali 
of  so  many  conversations. 

There  only  wanted  something  to  lay  hold  of;  some  be- 
gmnmg,  some  kind  of  fmpetus  to  reduce  words  to  deeds 
and  this  was  not  long  wanting.  Towards  daybreak,  little  bovs 
issued  from  thè  bakers’  shops,  carrying  baskets  of  bread  to 
thè  houses  or  their  usuai  customers.  The  first  appearance 

one  °f  these  unlucky  boys  in  a  crowd  of  people,  was  like 
thè  fall  of  a  lighted  squib  m  a  gunpowder  magazine.  ‘Let  us 
see  if  there  s  bread  here  !  ’  exclaimed  a  hundred  voices  in 
an  mstant.  ‘Ay,  for  thè  tyrants  who  roll  in  abundance, 
and  would  let  us  die  of  hunger/  said  one,  approaching  thè 
boy;  and,  raismg  lns  hand  to  thè  edge  of  thè  basket,  he 
snatched  at  it,  and  exclaimed,  ‘  Let  me  see  !  ’  The  boy  col- 
oured  turned  pale,  trembled,  and  tried  to  say,  ‘Let  me  -o 
on;  but  thè  words  died  between  his  lips,  and  slackeninjr 
his  arms,  he  endeavoured  to  disengage  thern  hastily  from 
tne  straps. 

‘Down  with.  thè  basket!’  was  thè  instantaneous  cry. 
Many  hands  seized  it,  and  brought  it  to  thè  ground;  they 
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then  threw  thè  cloth  that  covered  it  into  thè  air.  A  tepid 
fragran  ce  was  diffused  around.  £  We,  too,  are  Christians; 
we  must  have  bread  to  eat/  said  thè  fìrst.  He  took  out  a 
loaf,  and,  raising  it  in  thè  view  of  thè  crowd,  began  to  eat: 
in  an  instant  all  hands  were  in  thè  basket,  and  in  less  time 
than  one  can  relate  it,  all  had  disappeared.  Those  who 
had  got  none  of  thè  spoil,  irritated  at  thè  sight  of  what  thè 
others  had  gained,  and  animated  by  thè  facility  of  thè  enter- 
prise,  moved  off  by  parties  in  quest  of  other  straying  baskets, 
which  were  no  sooner  met  with  than  they  were  pillaged 
immediately.  Nor  was  it  necessary  to  attack  thè  bearers: 
those  who  unfortunately  were  on  their  way,  as  soon  as  they 
saw  which  way  thè  wind  blew,  voluntarily  laid  down  their 
burdens,  and  took  to  their  heels.  Nevertheless,  those  who 
remained  without  a  supply  were,  beyond  comparison,  thè 
greater  part;  nor  were  thè  victors  half  satisfied  with  such 
insignifìcant  spoil;  and  some  there  were  mingled  in  thè 
crowds  who  had  resolved  upon  a  much  better  regulated  at¬ 
tack.  £  To  thè  bake-house,  to  thè  bake-house  !  ’  was  thè  cry. 

In  thè  Street  called  La  Corsia  de *  Servì  was  a  bake-house, 
which  is  stili  there,  hearing  thè  same  name, — a  name  that, 
in  Tuscan,  means  £  The  Bakery  of  thè  Crutches/  and,  in 
Milanese,  is  composed  of  words  so  extravagant,  so  whim- 
sical,  so  out-of-the-way,  that  thè  alphabet  of  thè  Italian 
language  does  not  afford  letters  to  express  its  sound.1  In 
this  direction  thè  crowd  advanced.  The  people  of  thè  shop 
were  busy  questioning  thè  poor  boy  who  had  returned  un- 
laden,  and  he,  pale  with  terror,  and  greatly  discomposed, 
was  unintelligibly  relating  bis  unfortunate  avventure,  when, 
suddenly,  they  heard  a  noise  as  of  a  crowd  in  motion;  it 
increases  and  approach.es;  thè  forerunners  of  thè  crowd  are 
in  sight. 

£  Shut,  look  up  ;  quick,  quick  :  ’  onc  runs  to  beg  assistance 
from  thè  sheriff;  thè  others  hastily  shut  up  thè  shop,  and 
bolt  and  bar  thè  doors  inside.  The  multitudes  begin  to  in- 
crease  without,  and  thè  cries  redouble  of — £  Bread  !  bread! 
Open  !  open  !  * 

At  this  juncture  thè  sheriff  arrived,  in  thè  midst  of  a 
troop  of  halberdiers.  £  Make  room,  make  room,  my  boys  ; 

1  El  prestili  di  scasse. 
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go  home,  go  home  :  make  room  for  thè  sheriff  !  ’  cried  he. 
The  throng,  not  too  much  crowded,  gave  way  a  /little,  so 
that  thè  halberdiers  could  advance  and  get  dose  to  thè  door 
of  thè  shop,  though  not  in  a  very  orderly  manner.  ‘  But, 
my  friends/  said  thè  sheriff,  addressing  thè  people  from 
thence,  ‘  what  are  you  doing  here  ?  Go  home,  go  home. 
Where  is  your  fear  of  God?  What  will  our  master  thè 
King  say?  We  don't  wish  to  do  you  any  harm,  but  go 
home,  like  good  fellows.  What  in  thè  world  cali  you  do 
here,  in  such  a  crush?  There  is  nothing  good  to  be  got 
here,  either  for  thè  soul  or  body.  Go  home,  go  home  !  * 
But  how  were  those  next  thè  speaker,  who  saw  his  face 
and  could  hear  his  words,  even  had  they  been  willing  to 
obey — how  were  they  to  accomplish  it,  urged  forward  as 
they  were,  and  almost  trampled  upon  by  those  behind; 
who,  in  their  tura,  were  trodden  upon  by  others,  like  wave 
upon  wave,  and  step  upon  step,  to  thè  very  edge  of  thè 
rapidly  increasing  throng?  The  sheriff  began  to  feel  a  little 
alarmed.  f  Make  them  give  way,  that  I  may  get  a  little 
breath/  said  he  to  his  halberdiers  ;  *  but  don’t  hurt  any- 
body.  Let  us  try  to  get  into  thè  shop.  Knock;  make  them 
give  way  !  ’ 

‘  Back  !  back  !  *  cried  thè  halberdiers,  throwing  themselves 
in  a  body  upon  their  nearest  neighbours,  and  pushing  them 
back  wìth  thè  point  of  their  weapons.  The  people  replied 
with  a  grumbling  shout,  and  retreated  as  they  could,  dis- 
persing  blows  on  thè  breast  and  stomach  in  profusion,  and 
treading  upon  thè  toes  of  those  behind;  while  such  was  thè 
generai  rush,  thè  squeezing  and  trampling,  that  those  who 
were  in  thè  middle  of  thè  throng  would  have  given  any- 
thing  to  have  been  elsewhere.  In  thè  mean  while,  a  small 
space  was  cleared  before  thè  house;  thè  sheriff  knocked 
and  kicked  against  thè  door,  calling  to  those  within  to  open 
it:  these,  seeing  from  thè  window  how  things  stood,  ran 
down  in  haste  and  admitted  thè  sheriff,  followed  by  thè 
halberdiers,  who  crept  in  one  after  another,  thè  last  repuls- 
ing  thè  crowd  with  their  weapons.  When  all  were  secured, 
they  re-bolted  thè  door,  and,  running  up-stairs,  thè  sheriff 
displayed  himself  at  thè  window.  We  leave  thè  reader  to 
imagine  thè  outcry! 
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words  in  thè  savage  voc  have  vet  tinte  given 

'*r:°  r  rri 

have  bread;  boi  thi.  anM  thè  way  o  pt  ■  Fie, 

yha,  are  you  domg  *>™. c„el  It  is 
fie  upon  you  !  I  s®e’ 1  3Eh ,  eh ,  away  with  those  irons  ; 
crtme.  .  ?'1j”1"11j  ancis  i  pie  !  you  Milanese,  who  are  talked 

S  "tr  you 

have  always  been  good  sub  .  .  .A  ,J  which, 

This  rapid tran.it. ■<«  of  «rtyU *  w. *  ^^9ubject8|  struck 

coming  from  the  band®  .ff  the  leftSpr°tuberance  of  hlS 
thè  forehead  of  thè  shenff,  ontoeM  P^,.  continued 

metaphysical  profuni  _•  retiring  from  view. 

he,  shutting  thè  ot  he  powers  of  his 

But  though  he  had  shouted  to  the  cxte“  °  ^heA  and  con- 
throat,  his  words,  both  good  »d  bad,  had  ;a“““sme  f„m 

,umed  in  th.n  a.r^  repu>  d  y  h  ^  afterwards  ,.i,,,cril,ed, 

below.  The  objects  tn  ,  stones  and  xron  bars, 

Hhe“n,tS'^ 

,be  «PP"  w“”S’XeryS  o«l  •”  those  bdow,  with  hor- 

unpaved  the  yard,)  and  y  &  «  thev  showed  their 

rible  looks  and  gestures  to  letthem  alone, ^ 
weapons,  and  threatened  to  let  fly  m  £  at  them  }n 

nothing  else  would  avail,  th  y  g  h  that 

conid  no,  have 

bread  you  gxve  to  P00£  P®°pl  than  one  was  injured,  and 

was  ratsed  rom  be^ow.  More  tha^  of 

ir.  1S  dire  »d  bàrs  gale  way  ;  and  the  crowd  ponred  mio 
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chests,  and  instanti/ pillafed  them  nth  ^  Up0n,  tfle  Iar.?e 
to  tear  open  thè  counter  *  <,-9t^ers'  instea^  hastened 

pocketed^nd  se^off  with  ^  t0°k  °Ut  ^  handfuIs> 

afterwards,  if  there  remained  My  ^The  ^  bread 

themselves  throu°*h  thè  inferir  crowc*  dispersed 

of  thè  sacks  and  drew  the£ o»t  “nT2”1!8'  S?me  Iaid  hold 
stde  upwards,  and  untying  thè  Wrong 

weight  which  thev  coidd  ma  ,  to  re<^uce  them  to  a 
thè  "flour  ;  .th.^Tn,  0T‘Ì',  “  S-t**  “T”  «f 
to  prevent  this  waste  by  catelli^  K  1  6  "nderneath 

aprons;  others,  again  fili  uDon&3  V  jbeir  cIothes  and 
seized  thè  <Io„sh,  ihilh  ™  over  th,tTandfT„d  ^  “J 
their  grasp  on  everv  ci7ì~ .  e:r  <ncis  ano  escaped 

m«»hIv.!ca„«VbrrLdfhi„h",\^  r  “P  “ 

go,  some  handle:  men  women  Some  conie,  some 

pushes,  blows  and  criés  are  £  ?  ,d  T’  SWarm  around: 
powder  that  rises  in  clouds  and  depolhs  Sfì/™1  *  r^6 

*  *  **  znzz 

nately  separate  and  interni  in  e7erse  Processions,  which  alter- 

PrWh°ltheR-  6nterÌng  t0  g  g  °Ut  WÌth  thdr 

plundered,  none  of 

thè  people  assembled  in  such  numbeJaf to  bf  ^  "T  -had 
In  some,  thè  masters  had  collected  a  few  2I,  Y®r^.  darlng- 
stood  upon  their  deferire  •  Jr  ,  '  aUxlIianes,  and 
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where  in  sufficient  force  to  keep  in  awe  these  smaller  parties 
°.f  mutineers.  By  this  means,  thè  confusion  and  concourse  con- 
tinued  to  augment  at  this  first  unfortunate  bake-house  ;  for  all 
those  whose  fingers  itched  to  be  at  work,  and  whose  hearts 
were  set  upon  doing  some  great  deed,  repaired  thither,  where 
their  friends  were  in  greatest  numbers,  and  impunity  was 
secure. 

Such  was  thè  state  of  things,  when  Renzo,  finishing,  as  we 
have  related,  his  piece  of  bread,  carne  to  thè  suburb  of  thè 
Porta  Orientale,  and  set  off,  without  being  aware  of  it,  ex- 
acfly  to  thè  centrai  scene  of  thè  tumult.  He  continued  his 
way,  now  urged  forward,  now  hindered,  by  thè  crowd;  and  as 
he  walked,  he  watched  and  listened,  to  gather  from  thè  con- 
fused  murmurs  of  voices  some  more  positive  Information  of 
thè  state  of  things.  The  following  are  nearly  thè  words  he 
caught  on  his  way. 

How,  said  one,  thè  infamous  imposture  of  these  villains 
is  discovered,  who  said  there  was  no  more  bread,  nor  flour, 
nor  corn.  Now  we  see  things  clearly  and  distinctly,  and  they 
can  no  longer  deceive  us  as  they  have  done.  Hurrah  for 
plenty  !  ’ 

‘ 1  tel1  y°u  all  this  just  goes  for  nothing/  said  another;  ‘  it  is 
only  like  making  a  hole  in  water;  so  that  it  will  be  thè  worse 
for  us,  if  we  don’t  get  full  justice  done  us.  Bread  will  be 
sold  at  a  low  price:  but  they  will  put  poison  in  it  to  kill  us 
poor  people  like  flies.  They’ve  said  already  that  we  are  too 
many .  they  said  so  in  thè  council  ;  and  I  know  it  for  certain, 
because  I  heard  it  with  these  ears  from  an  acquaintance  of 
mine,  who  is  thè  friend  of  a  relation  of  a  scullion  of  one  of 
these  lords/ 

‘  They  are  not  things  to  be  laughed  at/  said  another  poor 
wretch,  who  was  foaming  at  thè  mouth,  and  holding  up  to 
his  bleeding  head  a  ragged  pocket-handkerchief  ;  some  neigh- 
bour,  by  way  of  consolation,  echoing  his  remark. 

‘  Make  way,  gentlemen  :  pray  be  good  enough  to  make  way 
for  a  poor  father  of  a  family,  who  is  carrying  something  to 
eat  to  fi  ve  famished  children/  These  were  thè  words  of  one 
who  carne  staggering  under  thè  weight  of  a  large  sack  of 
flour;  and  everybody  instantly  drew  back  to  attend  to  his 
request.’ 


214 


ALESSANDRO  MANZONI 


‘  I,’  said  another,  almost  in  an  under-tone,  to  his  companion, 

‘  I  shall  take  my  departure.  I  am  a  man  of  thè  world,  and  I 
know  how  these  things  go.  These  clowns  who  now  make  so 
much  noise,  to-morrow  or  next  day  will  be  shut  up  in  their 
houses,  cowering  with  fear.  I  have  already  noticed  some 
faces,  some  worthy  fellows,  who  are  going  about  as  spies, 
and  taking  note  of  those  who  are  here  and  not  here  ;  and  when 
all  is  over  they  will  render  in  an  account,  and  bring  punish- 
ment  on  those  who  deserve  it.’ 

‘He  who  protects  thè  bakers,’  cried  a  sonorous  voice, 
which  attracted  Renzo’s  attention,  ‘  is  thè  superintendent  of 
provisions.' 

‘  They  are  all  rascals,’  said  a  by-stander. 

‘  Yes  ;  but  he  is  at  thè  head  of  them/  replied  thè  first. 

The  superintendent  of  provisions,  elected  every  year  by  thè 
governor,  from  a  list  of  six  nobles,  formed  by  thè  council  of 
decurioni,  was  thè  president  of  this  council,  as  well  as  of  thè 
court  of  provisions,  which,  composed  of  twelve  noblenien, 
had,  together  with  other  duties,  that  of  overlooking  thè  dis- 
tribution  of  corn  in  thè  city. 

The  person  who  occupied  this  post  must,  necessarily,  m 
times  of  scarcity  and  igno rance,  have  been  regarded  as 
thè  author  of  thè  evil,  unless  he  had  acted  like  Ferrei 
a  course  which  was  not  in  his  power,  even  had  thè  idea 
entered  his  mind. 

‘Rascals!'  exclaimed  another:  ‘could  they  do  worse . 
They  have  actually  dared  to  say  that  thè  high  chancellor  is 
an  old  fool,  to  rob  him  of  his  credit,  and  get  thè  government 
into  their  own  hands.  We  ought  to  make  a  large  hen-coop, 
and  put  them  in,  to  live  upon  vetches  and  cockle-weed,  as 
they  would  treat  us.' 

‘  Bread,  eh  !  '  said  one  who  was  making  as  great  haste  as 
he  could/  ‘  Bread?  Blows  with  stones  of  a  pound  weight— 
stones  fading  plump,  that  carne  down  like  hall.  And  such 
breaking  of  ribs  !  I  long  to  be  at  my  own  house.’ 

Among  such  sentences  as  these,  by  which  ìt  is  difficult  to 
say  whether  he  were  more  informed  or  perplexed,  and  among 
numberless  knocks  and  pushes,  Renzo  at  last  arrived  opposite 
thè  bake-house.  The  crowds  here  had  considerably  dispersed, 
g0  that  he  could  contemplate  thè  dismal  scene  of  recent  con- 
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fuslon — thè  walls  unplastered  and  defaced  with  stones  and 
bricks,  thè  Windows  broken,  and  thè  door  destroyed. 

'  These  are  no  very  fine  doings/  thought  Renzo  to  himself  : 

*  If  they  treat  all  thè  bake-hotlses  in  this  way,  where  will  they 
Inake  brèad  ?  In  thè  ditches  ? f 

From  time  to  time  somebody  would  issue  from  thè  house, 
earfying  part  of  a  bin,  of  a  tub,  or  of  a  bolting  hutch,  thè 
pole  of  a  kneading  instrument,  a  bench,  a  basket,  a  journaì, 
a  waste-book,  or  something  belonging  to  this  unfortunate 
bake-house;  and  shouting  *  Make  roorn,  make  room/  would 
pàss  on  through  thè  crowd.  All  these,  he  observed,  went  in 
thè  sam.e  direction,  and  to  some  fixed  place.  Renzo,  deter- 
mined  to  find  out  thè  meaiiing  of  this  procedure,  followed 
behind  a  man  who,  having  ti  ed  together  a  bundle  of  broken 
planks  and  chips,  carried  it  off  on  his  back,  and,  like  thè 
others,  tóok  thè  road  that  runs  along  thè  northern  side  of  thè 
cathedral,  and  receives  its  name  from  thè  flight  of  steps 
which  was  then  in  existence,  and  has  only  lately  been  re~ 
moved.  The  wish  of  observing  what  happened,  did  not  pre- 
vent  our  mountaineer,  on  arriving  in  sight  of  this  noble  pile, 
from  stopping  to  gaze  upwards,  with  open  mouth.  He  then 
quickened  his  pace  to  oVertake  his  self-chosen  guide  ;  and,  on 
turning  thè  corner,  gave  another  glance  at  thè  front  of  thè 
building,  at  that  time  in  a  rude  and  far-from-finished  state, 
keeping  all  thè  while  dose  behind  his  leader,  who  advanced 
towards  thè  middle  of  thè  square.  The  crowds  became  more 
dense  as  he  went  forward,  but  they  made  way  for  thè  car¬ 
rier;  and  while  he  cleft  thè  waves  of  péople,  Renzo,  follow- 
ing  in  his  wake,  arrived  with  him  in  thè  very  centre  of  thè 
throng.  Here  was  a  space,  and  in  thè  midst  a  bonfire,  a  heap 
of  embers,  thè  relics  of  thè  impìements  before  mentioned. 
Around,  thè  people  were  dancing  and  clapping  their  hands, 
mingling  in  thè  uproar  a  thousand  shouts  of  triumph  and  im¬ 
precatimi. 

The  man  with  thè  bundle  upset  it  into  thè  embers  ;  others, 
with  a  long  half-burnt  pole,  gathered  them  up  and  raked  them 
together  from  thè  sides  and  underneath:  thè  smoke  increased 
and  thickened,  thè  flame  again  burst  forth,  and  with  it,  thè 
fedoubled  cries  of  thè  by-standers:  'Hurrah  for  plenty! 
Death  to  those  who  would  starve  us  !  Away  with  thè  f amine  ! 
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Perish  thè  Court  of  Provision  !  Perish  thè  junta  !  Hurrah 
for  plenty  !  Hurrah  for  bread  !  ’ 

To  say  thè  truth,  thè  destruction  of  sieves  and  kneading- 
troughs,  thè  pillaging  of  bake-houses,  and  thè  routing  of 
bakers,  are  not  thè  most  expeditious  means  of  providing  a 
supply  of  bread;  but  this  is  one  of  those  metaphysical  sub- 
tleties  which  never  enter  thè  mind  of  thè  multitude.  Renzo, 
without  being  of  too  metaphysical  a  turn,  yet  not  being  in 
such  a  state  of  excitement  as  thè  others,  could  not  avoid 
making  this  reflection  in  his  mind;  he  kept  it,  however, 
to  himself,  for  this,  among  other  reasons:  because,  out  of 
so  many  faces,  there  was  not  one  that  seemed  to  say,  ‘  My 
friend,  if  I  am  wrong,  correct  me,  and  I  shall  be  indebted 
to  you/ 

The  flame  had  again  sunk;  no  one  was  seen  approaching 
with  fresh  combustibles,  and  thè  crowd  was  beginning  to  feel 
impatient,  when  a  rumour  was  spread  that  at  thè  Cordusio  (a 
small  square  or  cross-way  not  far  distant)  they  had  laid  siege 
to  a  bake-house.  In  similar  circumstances,  thè  announce- 
ment  of  an  event  very  often  produces  it.  Together  with  this 
rumour,  a  generai  wish  to  repair  thither  gained  ground 
among  thè  multitude  :  ‘  I  am  going  ;  are  you  going  ?  Let  us 
go,  let  us  go  !  *  were  heard  in  every  direction  ;  thè  crowd  broke 
up,  were  set  in  motion,  and  moved  on.  Renzo  remained  be¬ 
li  ind,  almost  stationary,  except  when  dragged  forward  by  thè 
torrent;  and  in  thè  mean  while  held  counsel  with  himself, 
whether  he  should  make  his  escape  from  thè  stir,  and  return 
to  thè  convent  in  search  of  Father  Bonaventura,  or  go  and 
see  this  affray  too.  Curiosity  prevailed.  He  resolved,  how¬ 
ever,  not  to  mingle  in  thè  thickest  of  thè  crowd,  at  thè  risk 
of  broken  bones,  or  something  worse;  but  to  keep  at  a  dis- 
tance  and  watch.  Having  determined  on  his  plans,  and  find- 
ing  himself  tolerably  unobserved,  he  took  out  thè  second  roll, 
and,  biting  off  a  mouthful,  moved  forward  in  thè  rear  of  thè 
tumultuous  body. 

By  thè  outlet  at  one  corner  of  thè  square,  thè  multitude 
had  already  entered  thè  short  and  narrow  Street  Pescheria 
vecchia2  and  thence,  through  thè  crooked  archway,  into  thè 
Piazza  de’  Mercanti /  Very  few  were  there  who,  in  passing 
2  The  Old  Fish  Market.  8  The  Square  of  thè  Merchants. 
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thè  niche  which  divides,  about  thè  centre,  thè  terrace  o?  thè 
edifice  then  called  thè  College  of  Doctors,  did  not  cast  a 
slight  glance  upwards  at  thè  great  statue  that  adorns  it — at 
that  serious,  surly,  frowning,  morose  countenance  o£  Don 
Filippo  IL,  which,  even  in  marble,  enforces  a  feeling  of  re- 
spect,  and  seems  ready  to  say,  ‘  I  am  here,  you  rabbie  1  * 

This  niche  is  now  empty,  by  a  singular  accident.  About 
a  hundred  and  seventy  years  after  thè  events  we  are  now 
relating,  one  morning,  thè  head  of  thè  statue  that  stood  there 
was  exchanged,  thè  sceptre  was  taken  out  of  hìs  hand,  and  a 
dagger  placed  there  instead,  and  on  his  statue  was  inscribed 
thè  name  of  Marcus  Brutus.  Thus  adorned,  it  remained,  per- 
haps,  a  couple  of  years;  but,  one  morning,  some  persons  who 
had  no  sympathies  with  Marcus  Brutus,  and  who  must  even 
have  borne  him  a  secret  grudge,  threw  a  rope  around  thè 
statue,  tore  it  down,  and  bestowed  upon  it  a  hundred  in- 
juries;  thus  mangled,  and  reduced  to  a  shapeless  trunk,  they 
dragged  it  along,  with  a  profuse  accompaniment  of  epithets, 
through  thè  streets,  and  when  they  were  well  tired,  threw  it 
— no  one  knows  where.  Who  would  have  foretold  this  to 
Andrea  Biffi,  when  he  sculptured  it  ? 

From  thè  square  of  thè  Mercanti  thè  clamorous  multitude 
turned  into  thè  by-street  de*  Fustagnai,  whence  they  poured 
into  thè  Cordusio.  Every  one,  immediately  on  entering  thè 
square,  turned  their  eyes  towards  thè  bake-house  that  had 
been  indicated  to  them.  But,  instead  of  thè  crowd  of  friends 
whom  they  expected  to  find  already  at  work,  they  saw  only  a 
few,  irresolutely  hovering  about  at  some  distance  from  thè 
shop,  which  was  fastened  up,  and  protected  by  armed  men 
at  thè  windows,  who  gave  tokens  of  a  determination  to  de- 
fend  themselves  in  case  of  need.  They,  therefore,  turned 
back  and  paused,  to  inform  those  who  were  coming  up,  and 
see  what  course  thè  others  would  wish  to  take;  some  re- 
turned,  or  remained  behind.  There  was  a  generai  retreat  and 
detention,  asking  and  answering  of  questions,  a  kind  of  stag- 
nation,  sighs  of  irresolution,  then  a  generai  murmur  of  con- 
sultation.  At  this  moment  an  ill-omened  voice  was  heard  in 
thè  midst  of  thè  crowd  :  *  The  house  of  thè  superintendent  of 
provisions  is  dose  by;  let  us  go  and  get  justice,  and  lay 
siege  to  it/  It  seemed  rather  thè  common  recollection  of  an 
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agreement  already  concluded,  than  thè  acceptance  of  a  pro- 
posal.  ‘  To  thè  superintendent’s  !  to  thè  superintendent’s  ! J 
was  thè  only  cry  that  could  be  heard,  The  crowd  moved  for- 
ward  with  imanimous  fury  towards  thè  Street  where  the- 
house,  named  at  such  an  ill-fated  moment,  was  situated. 
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good,  that  thè  most  ardent  abettors  of  a  work  become  its 
greatest  impediments. 

The  first  raagistrates  who  had  notice  of  thè  insurrection 
immediately  sent  off  to  thè  commander  of  thè  castle,  which 
tlien  bore  thè  name  of  Porta  Giovia,  for  thè  assistance  of 
some  troops  ;  and  he  quickly  despatched  a  band  of  men. 
But  what  with  thè  Information,  and  thè  orders,  and  thè 
assembling,  and  getting  on  their  way,  and  their  march,  thè 
troops  did  not  arrive  till  thè  house  was  completely  sur- 
rounded  by  an  immense  army  of  besiegers  and  they,  there- 
fore,  halted  at  a  sufficient  distance  from  it,  at  thè  extremity 
of  thè  crowd.  The  officer  who  commanded  them  knew  not 
what  course  to  pursue.  Here  was  nothing  but  an  assembly 
of  idle  and  unarmed  people,  of  every  age  and  both  sexes. 
O11  orders  being  given  to  disperse  and  make  way,  they 
replied  by  a  deep  and  prolonged  murmur  ;  but  no  one  moved. 
To  fìre  down  upon  thè  crowd  seemed  to  thè  officer  not  only 
a  cruel,  but  a  dangerous,  course,  which,  while  it  offended 
thè  less  formidable,  would  irritate  thè  more  violent  :  besides, 
he  had  received  no  such  instructions.  To  push  through  this 
first  assembly,  overthrow  them  right  and  left,  and  go  for- 
ward  to  carry  war  where  it  was  given,  would  have  been  thè 
best  ;  but  how  to  succeed  was  thè  point.  Who  knew  whether 
thè  soldiers  would  be  able  to  proceed,  united  and  in  order? 
For  if,  instead  of  breaking  through  thè  crowd,  they  should 
be  routed  on  entering,  they  would  be  left  to  thè  mercy  of 
thè  people,  after  having  exasperated  them.  The  irresolu- 
tion  of  thè  commander,  and  thè  inactivity  of  thè  soldiers, 
appeared,  whether  justly  or  not,  to  proceed  from  fear. 
Those  who  stood  next  to  them  contented  themselves  with 
looking  them  in  thè  face  with  an  air,  as  thè  Milanese  say, 
of  I-don’t-care-for-you  ;  those  who  stood  a  little  farther  off, 
could  not  refrain  from  provoking  them,  by  making  faces 
at  them,  and  by  cries  of  mockery;  farther  on,  few  knew  or 
cared  who  was  there;  thè  spoilers  continued  to  batter  thè 
wall,  without  any  other  thought  than  of  succeeding  quickly 
in  their  undertaking;  thè  spectators  ceased  not  to  animate 
them  with  shouts. 

Amongst  these  appeared  one,  who  was  himself  a  spectacle, 
an  old  and  half-starved  man,  who,  rolling  about  two  sunken 
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and  fiery  eyes,  composing  his  wrinkled  face  to  a  smile  of 
diabolical  complacency,  and  with  his  hands  raised  above 
his  infamous,  hoary  head,  was  brandishing  in  thè  air  a 
hammer,  a  rope,  and  four  large  nails,  with  which  he  said 
he  meant  to  nail  thè  vicar  to  thè  posts  of  his  own  door,  alive 
as  he  was. 

Fie  upon  you  !  for  shame  !  9  burst  forth  from  Renzo, 
horrified  at  such  words,  and  at  thè  sight  of  so  many  faces 
betokening  approbation  of  them;  at  thè  same  time  encour- 
aged  by  seeing  others,  who,  aìthough  silent,  betrayed  in  their 
countenances  thè  same  horror  that  he  felt.  f  For  shame! 
Would  you  take  thè  executioner’s  business  out  of  his  hand? 
Murder  a  Christian!  How  can  you  expect  that  God  will 
give  us  food,  if  we  do  such  wicked  things  ?  He  will  send  us 
thunder-bolts  instead  of  bread  ! 9 

‘Ah,  dog  !  traitor  to  his  country  !  ’  cried  one  of  those  who 
could  hear,  in  thè  uproar,  these  sacred  words,  turning  to 
Renzo,  with  a  diabolical  countenance.  ‘  Wait,  wait  !  He 
is  a  servant  of  thè  superintendent’s,  dressed  like  a  peasant; 
he  is  a  spy  ;  give  it  him  !  give  it  him  ! 9  A  hundred  voices 
echoed  thè  cry.  ‘  What  is  it?  where  is  he?  who  is  he?-— A 
servant  of  thè  superintendent  ! — A  spy  ! — The  superintendent 
disguised  as  a  peasant,  and  making  his  escape  ! — Where  is 
he  ?  where  is  he  ?  give  it  him  !  give  it  him  ! ? 

Renzo  became  dumb,  shrank  into  a  mere  nothing,  and 
endeavoured  to  make  his  escape;  some  of  his  neighbours 
helped  him  to  conceal  himself,  and,  by  louder  and  different 
cries,  attempted  to  drown  these  adverse  and  homicidal  shouts. 
But  what  was  of  more  use  to  him  than  anything  else,  was  a 
cry  of  ‘  Make  way,  make  way  !  ’  which  was  heard  dose  at 
hand  :  ‘  Make  way  !  here  is  help  :  make  way  ;  ho,  hey  !  ’ 

What  was  it?  It  was  a  long  ladder,  that  some  persons 
were  bringing  to  rear  against  thè  house,  so  as  to  gain  an 
entrance  through  one  of  thè  Windows.  But  by  great  good 
fortune  this  means,  which  would  have  rendered  thè  thing 
easy,  was  not,  in  itself,  so  easy  of  execution.  The  bearers, 
who  at  each  end,  and  here  and  there  at  intervals,  supported 
it,  pushed  it  about  and  impeded  by  thè  crowd,  reeled  to  and 
fro  like  waves;  one,  with  his  head  between  two  steps  and 
thè  sides  resting  on  his  shoulders,  groaned  beneath  thè 
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weight,  as  under  a  galling  yoke  ;  another  was  separated  f rom 
his  burden  by  a  violent  push  ;  thè  abandoned  machine  bruised 
heads,  shoulders,  and  arms:  and  thè  reader  must  imagine 
thè  complaints  and  murmurs  of  those  who  thus  suffered. 
Others,  raising  thè  dead  weight  with  their  hands,  crept  under- 
neath  it,  and  carried  it  on  their  backs,  crying,  ‘  It  is  our  turn  ; 
let  us  go  !  The  fatai  machine  advanced  by  bounds  and  ex- 
changes  now  straightforward,  now  obliquely.  It  carne,  how< 
ever,  in  time  to  distract  and  cìivert  thè  attention  of  Renzo’s 
persecutors,.  and  he  profited  by  this  confusion  within  confu- 
sion;  creeping  quietly  along  at  first,  and  then  elbowing  his 
way  as  well  as  he  could,  he  withdrew  from  thè  post  where  he 
found  hjmself  in  such  a  perilous  situation,  with  thè  intention 
of  making  thè  best  of  his  escape  from  thè  tumult,  and  of 
going,  in  reai  earnest,  to  find  or  to  wait  for  Father  Bona¬ 
ventura. 

All  on  a  sudden,  a  movement,  begun  at  one  extremity,  ex- 
tended  itself  through  thè  crowd,  and  a  cry  was  echoed  from 
mouth  to  mouth,  in  chorus  :  ‘  Ferrer  !  Ferrer  !  '  Surprise,  ex- 
pressions  of  favour  or  contempt,  joy  and  anger,  burst  forth 
wherever  thè  name  was  heard  :  some  echoed  it,  some  tried 
to  drown  it  ;  some  afhrmed,  some  denied,  some  blessed,  some 
cursed. 

fIs  Ferrer  here?— It  isn’t  true,  it  isn’t  true!— Yes,  yesì 
long  live  Ferrer  ;  he  who  gives  bread  at  a  low  price  ! — No, 
no!— He’s  here,  he’s  here,  in  his  carriage.— What  is  this 
f  ellow  going  to  do  ?  Why  does  he  meddle  in  it  ?  We  don’t 
want  anybody  !— Ferrer  !  long  live  Ferrer!  thè  friend  of 
poor  people!  he^s^come  to  take  thè  superintendent  to  prison. 
•—•No,  no:  we  will  get  justice  ourselves:  back,  back!— Yes, 
yes!  ^  Ferrer!  let  Ferrer  come!  off  with  thè  superintendent 
to  prison  ! J 

And  everybody,  standing  on  tiptoe,  turned  towards  thè 
part  where  thè  unexpected  new  arrivai  was  announced.  But 
everybody  rising,  they  saw  neither  more  nor  less  than 
if  they  had  all  remained  standing  as  they  were;  yet  so  it 
vras:  all  arose. 

#  at  thè  extremity  of  thè  crowd,  on  thè  opposite 

side  to  where  thè  soldiers  were  stationed,  Antonio  Ferrer, 
thè  high  chancellor,  was  approaching  in  his  carriage;  feeling 
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conscious,  probably,  that  by  his  mistakes  and  obstinacy,  he 
was  thè  cause,  or,  at  any  rate,  thè  occasion,  of  this  outbreak, 
he  now  carne  to  try  and  allay  it,  and  to  avert,  at  least,  thè 
most  terrible  and  irreparable  effects:  he  carne,  in  short,  to 
employ  worthily  a  popularity  unworthily  acquired. 

In  popular  tumults  there  is  always  a  certain  number  o£ 
men,  who,  either  from  overheated  passions,  or  from  fanatical 
persuasion,  or  from  wicked  designs,  or  from  an  execrable 
love  of  destruction,  do  all  they  can  to  push  matters  to  thè 
worst  ;  they  propose  or  second  thè  most  inhuman  advice,  and 
fan  thè  flame  whenever  it  seems  to  be  sinking:  nothing  is 
ever  too  much  for  them,  and  they  wish  for  nothing  so  much 
as  that  thè  tumult  should  have  neither  limits  nor  end.  But, 
by  way  of  counterpoise,  there  is  always  a  certain  number 
of  very  different  men,  who,  perhaps,  with  equal  ardour  and 
equal  perseverance,  are  aiming  at  a  contrary  effect  :  some  in- 
fluenced  by  friendship  or  partiality  for  thè  threatened  ob- 
jects;  others,  without  further  impulse  than  that  of  a  pious 
and  spontaneous  horror  of  bloodshed  and  atrocious  deeds. 
Heaven  blesses  such.  In  each  of  these  two  opposite  parties, 
even  without  antecedent  concert,  conformity  of  inclination 
creates  an  instantaneous  agreement  in  operation.  Those 
who  make  up  thè  mass,  and  almost  thè  materials  of  thè 
tumult  besides,  are  a  mixed  body  of  men,  who,  more  or  less, 
by  infinite  gradations,  hold  to  one  or  thè  other  extreme  : 
partly  incensed,  partly  knavish,  a  little  inclined  to  a  sort 
of  justice,  according  to  their  idea  of  thè  word,  a  little  de- 
sirous  of  witnessing  some  grand  act  of  villainy;  prone  to 
ferocity  or  compassion,  to  adoration  or  execration,  accord¬ 
ing  as  opportunities  present  themselves  of  indulging  to  thè 
full  one  or  other  of  these  sentiments  ;  craving  every  moment 
to  know,  to  believe,  some  gross  absurdity  or  improbability, 
and  longing  to  shout,  applaud,  or  revile  in  somebody’s  train. 
‘Long  live/  and  ‘Down  with/  are  thè  words^most  readily 
uttered;  and  he  who  has  succeeded  in  persuading  them  that 
such  an  one  does  not  deserve  to  be  quartered,  has  need  of 
very  few  words  to  convince  them  that  he  deserves  to  be 
carried  in  triumph  :  actors,  spectators,  instruments,  obstacles, 
whichever  way  thè  wind  blows  ;  ready  even  to  be  silent,  when 
there  is  no  longer  any  one  to  give  them  thè  word  ;  to  desist, 
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when  instigators  fa.il  ;  to  disperse,  when  many  concordant 
and  uncontradicted  voices  have  pronounced,  *  Let  us  go  ;  ’ 

and  to  return  to  their  own  homes,  demanding  of  each  other _ 

What  has  happened  ?  Since,  however,  this  body  has,  hence, 
thè  greatest  power,  nay,  is,  in  fact,  thè  power  itself;  so,' 
each  of  thè  two  active  parties  uses  every  endeavour  to  bring 
it  to  its  own  side,  to  engross  its  Services  :  they  are,  as  it  were, 
two  adverse  spirits,.  struggling  which  shall  get  possession 
of,  and  animate,  this  huge  body.  It  depends  upon  which 
side  can  diffuse  a  cry  thè  most  apt  to  excite  thè  passions, 
and  direct  their  motions  in  favour  of  its  own  schemes  ;  can 
most  seasonably  find  information  which  will  arouse  or  allay 
their  indignation,  and  excite  either  their  terror  or  their 
hopes  ;  and  can  give  thè  word,  which,  repeated  more  and 
more  vehemently,  will  at  once  express,  attest,  and  create 
thè  vote  of  thè  majority  in  favour  of  one  or  thè  other  party. 

All  these  remarks  are  intended  as  an  introduction  to  thè 
information  that,  in  thè  struggle  of  thè  two  parties  who 
were  contending  for  thè  suffrages  of  thè  populace  crowded 
around  thè  house  of  thè  superintendent,  thè  appearance  of 
Antonio  Ferrer  mstantly  gave  a  great  advantage  to  thè 
more  moderate  side,  which  had  evidently  been  kept  in  awe, 
and,  had  thè  succour  been  a  little  longer  delayed,  would  have 
had  neither  power  nor  scope  for  combat.  This  person  was 
acceptable  to  thè  multitude  on  account  of  thè  tariff  of  his 
own  appointment,  which  had  been  so  favourable  to  pur- 
chasers,  and  also  for  his  heroic  resistance  to  every  argu- 
ment  on  thè  contrary  side.^  Minds  already  thus  biased  were 
now  more  than  ever  captivated  by  thè  bold  confidence  of 
thè  old  man,  who,  without  guards  or  retinue,  ventured  thus 
to  seek  and  confront  an  angry  and  ungoverned  multitude. 
The  announcement  also  that  he  carne  to  take  thè  superin¬ 
tendent  prisoner  produced  a  wonderful  effect:  so  that  thè 
fury  entertained  towards  thè  importunate  man,  which  would 
have  been  rendered  more  violent,  whoever  had  come  to 
oppose  it  without  making  any  concessions,  was  now,  with 
this  promise  of  satisfaction,  and,  to  use  a  Milanese  ex- 
pression,  with  this  bone  in  their  mouth,  a  little  allayed,  and 
made  way  for  other  and  far  different  sentiments  which 
pervaded  thè  minds  of  thè  greater  part  of  thè  crowd. 
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The  favourers  of  peace,  having  recovered  their  breath, 
seconded  Ferrer  in  a  hundred  ways:  those  who  were  next  to 
him,  by  exciting  and  re-exciting  thè  cries  of  generai  ap¬ 
piause  by  their  own,  and  endeavouring  at  thè  same  time  to 
repulse  thè  people  so  as  to  make  a  clear  passage  for  thè 
carriage;  thè  others,  by  applauding,  repeating,  and  spread- 
ing  his  words,  or  what  appeared  to  them  thè  best  he  could 
utter  by  silencing  thè  furious  and  obstinate,  and  turning 
against'them  thè  new  passions  of  thè  fickle  assembly.  ‘  Who 
is  there  that  won’t  say,  “Long  live  Ferrer?”  Don’t  you 
wish  bread  to  be  sold  cheap,  eh?  They  are  all  rascals  who 
don’t  wish  for  justice  like  Christians:  they  want  to  make 
as  much  noise  as  they  can,  to  let  thè  vicar  escape.  To 
prison  with  thè  vicar!  Long  live  Ferrer!  Make  room  for 
Ferrer  !  '  As  those  who  talked  in  this  strain  continued  to 
increase,  thè  courage  of  thè  opposite  party  rapidly  cooled* 
so  that  thè  former  proceeded  from  reprimands  so  far  as  to 
lay  hands  upon  thè  demolishers,  to  repulse  them,  and  even 
to  snatch  thè  weapons  from  their  grasp.  These  grumbled, 
threatened,  and  endeavoured  to  regain  their  implements  ; 
but  thè  cause  of  blood  had  given  way,  and  thè  predominating 
cries  were— ‘  Prison  !  Justice!  Ferrer  !’  After  a  little 
struggle,  they  were  driven  back  :  thè  others  possessed  them- 
selves  of  thè  door,  both  to  defend  it  from  further  assaults, 
and  to  secure  access  for  Ferrer;  and  some  of  them,  calling 
to  those  within  (apertures  for  such  a  purpose  were^  not 
wanting)  informed  them  of  thè  assistance  that  had  arrived, 
and  bid  them  get  thè  superintendent  ready,  ‘to  go  directly 
.  .  .  to  prison,  ehem,  do  you  hear  !  ’  # 

‘  Is  this  thè  Ferrer  who  helps  to  make  out  proclamations? ? 
demanded  our  friend,  Renzo,  of  a  new  neighbour,  remem- 
bering  thè  Vidit  Ferrer  that  thè  doctor  had  pointed  out  to 
him  at  thè  bottom  of  one  of  these  edicts,  and  which  he  had 
resounded  so  perseveringly  in  his  ears. 

‘  Yes  ;  thè  high  chancellor/  was  thè  reply. 

4  He  is  a  worthy  man,  isn’t  he  ? y 

4  More  than  that!  it  is  he  who  fixed  bread  at  a  low  price; 
and  they  wouldn’t  have  it  so  ;  and  now  he  is  come  to  take 
thè  superintendent  prisoner,  who  has  not  dealt  justice  to  us. 

It  is  unnecessary  to  say  that  Renzo  was  instantly  for 
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Ferrei-.  He  wished  t0  uh  th/help^T  sundry  breastings 
was  no  easy  matter,  y  ,  * .  .  he  succeeded  in  forcing  a 

-  *°  -  ■* 

and  was  at  this  moment  -n  a  j0Urney  of  this 

inevitable  impediments  so  freq  d£  nJQW  at  one  win- 

sort.  The  aged  Ferrerpresen  d  with  a  countenence 

dow  of  thè  camage.  now  at  benevolence_a  Countenance 
full  of  humihty,  affabihty,  a  nercbanCe  he  should  ever 
which  he  had  always  reserv  pilippo  IV.;  hut  he  was  com- 
have  an  interview.  with  Don  F  PP  ^  He  talked  too; 
pelled  to  display  it  alsoon*  many  voices,  and  thè  Long 
but  thè  noise  and  murmw  0  Jlowed  only  few  of  his 

Uves  which  were  addIfs^ t  h  ,  recourse  to  gestures 
words  to  be  heard.  He  *bis  lips  t0  receive  a  kiss,  which 
now  laying  his  finge™  on  ^  - P  distributed  right  and 

his  hands,  on  quickly  extendmg  these  pubbc 

left,  as  an  acknowledgment  of  tbem  and  wav- 

demonstrations  offa*®.  windoL  to  beg  a  little  room; 
ing  them  slowly  outside  renuest  a  moment  s  silence. 

now  politely  lowering  them  to  «quest  a_^  ^  ^  nearest 

When  he  had  partly  s^cC®^ted  his  WOrds:  *  Bread,  abun- 

to  thè  carriage  heard  and  p  *  a  Uttle  room,  if  you 

dance:  I  come  to  give  yo  1  ^  were,  smothered  with 

please.’  Then  overcome,  an  so  m  crowded 

!>•»'*“  *taM-  Yot  “e  8  v,ortl,y 
"**  /SS  bearti  A'!...' 

promise  you/  and  he  lai  d^t  voice*  *1  am  coming  to  take 
room/  added  he,  m  his  loJd®stJst  pUnishment:’  continumg, 
him  to  P«son-  Jnf  f  rfd  culpabler  Then  bending  forward 
in  an  under-tone,  «  r  aJ{  he  be  guUty. 
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—  ’  j, 

si  puedes /h,e  C0achman'  he  said>  hastl'Jy,  ‘  Adelant e,  Pedro, 

sion  on  thlmuRitudes  llsVhe  ^  WÌth  gracious  condescen- 
and  with  ineffable  Jwlitene^s^wa'vTd  f?me^reat  personage; 
nght  and  3eft(  tQ  £  his  incommoA118  Whl-P  slowIy  t0 
strain  themselves,  and  retire  a  i;f?,dl°US  nei£hbours  to  re- 
good  en ough,  gentlemen/  said  he  ^ther  SÌde'  <Be 

roorn,  a  very  little;  just  enough  to  1  et  ’  t0  ™ake  a  IittIe 
The  most  active  pnri  ^  t0  Iet  us  Pass- 

to  make  thè  passao-e  ^evolent  now  exerted  themselves 
before  thè  horses  thè  ^  /e^e.stedi  some 

putting  their  hands  on  their  br?asts  Y  dvil  WOrds’  V 
Pushes:  ‘There,  there,  a  httlj  Zn V  ?  Sundr3'  gentle 

pursued  thè  same  pian  at  the  s,VlP=  r  S^tìemen.’  Others 
rt  mi£ht  Proceed  without  cmshW  t°f  16  carria?e-  so  that 
mustachios;  for,  besides  injury  f0  oth  °r  m/nnging  upon 

S  —  ^  ^utati^  ^ 

of  thè  oldVmIn,t0whoa  ^hough’T't  the  behavi‘our 

overcome  with  fatiguè  wa,g  agltated  by  perplexity  and 
and  adorned,  so  to  say/with  thè  hoo!!113^  W*h  solicitudc, 
creature  from  mortai  anguish  RenlP  °f  rffmn?  a  fellow- 
°f  gomg  away,  and  resolvedto  lend  ì  h^  ever^  thought 
not  to  leave  him  unti!  he  had  2Ì  T’u-  t0  Ferrer>  “d 
sooner  said  than  done •  he  i omeri  hls  PurP0se-  No 

-°  ciear  a  passage/and  certamT*  *  6  reSt  'n  endeavour- 

effiaent  A  space  was  cleared  •  ”  L^3  n0t  am°ng  the  least 
more  than  one  to  thè  coachmèn  N  J  .come  forward/  said 

t0  make  room  further  on  ‘Adeln^T^  °r  g°ing  before 
said  his  master,  and  the  carnai  con  Àlicio-’1 

midst  of  salutations  which  heS]222  °n’  Ferrer>  ìn  thè 
multitude,  returned  many  particular  ^t  3t  fandom  on  thè 
?  smi  e  of  marked  notice  to  tho/e  3ckn°f Iedgments  with 
mg  themselves  for  him-  and  nf  1  h°  hf  saw  interesL 
°ne  fell  to  Renzo’s  shar’e  wln  •  u  f  smiIes  m°re  than  ^ 
rendered  more  assistale  'to  Jhe  them’  and 

than  the  bravest  of  his  secretaries mdd  Ta  ^  day 

‘Go  on,  Peter,  jf  you  can.  **  ~aId  have  àone.  The 

Forward,  quickly,  but  eafefil%> 


I  PROMESSI  SPOSI 


229 


young  mountaineer,  delighted  with  these  marks  of  distinc- 
tion,  almost  fancied  he  had  made  acquaintance  with  Antonio 
Ferrei*. 

The  carriage,  once  more  on  its  way,  continued  to  advance, 
more  or  less  slowly,  and  not  without  some  further  trifling 
delays.  The  distance  to  be  traversed  was  not  perhaps  above 
a  stone’s  throw;  but  with  respect  to  thè  time  it  occupied,  it 
might  have  appeared  a  little  journey  even  to  one  who  was 
not  in  such  urgent  haste  as  Ferrer.  The  crowds  moved 
onward,  before,  behind,  and  on  each  side  of  thè  carriage, 
like  thè  mighty  billows  around  a  vessel  advancing  through 
thè  midst  of  a  storm.  The  noise  was  more  shrill,  more  dis- 
cordant,  more  stunnìng,  even  than  thè  whistling  and  howling 
of  a  storm  itself.  Ferrer,  looking  out  first  at  one  side  and 
then  at  thè  other,  beckoning  and  making  all  sorts  of  gestures 
to  thè  people,  endeavoured  to  catch  something  to  which  he 
might  accommodate  his  replies;  he  tried  as  well  as  he  could 
to  hold  a  little  dialogue  with  this  crowd  of  friends;  but  it 
was  a  difficult  task,  thè  most  difficult,  perhaps,  that  he  had 
yet  met  with  during  so  many  years  of  his  high  chancellor- 
ship.  From  time  to  time,  however,  a  single  word,  or  occa- 
sionally  some  broken  sentence,  repeated  by  a  group  in  his 
passage,  made  itself  heard,  as  thè  report  of  a  large  squib  is 
heard  above  thè  continued  crackling  and  whizzing  of  a  dis¬ 
play  of  fìreworks.  Now  endeavouring  to  give  a  satisfactory 
answer  to  these  cries,  now  loudly  ejaculating  thè  words  that 
he  knew  would  be  most  acceptable,  or  that  some  instant 
necessity  seemed  to  require,  he,  too,  continued  to  talk  thè 
whole  way.  ‘Yes,  gentlemen;  bread,  abundance — I  will  con- 
duct  him  to  prison  :  he  shall  be  punished — si  està  culpable. 
Yes,  yes  :  I  will  command  :  bread  at  a  lo wprice.  Asies.  .  .  . 
So  it  is,  I  mean  to  say  :  thè  King  our  master  would  not  wish 
such  faithful  subjects  to  suffer  from  hunger.  Oxt  oxì 
guardaos :  take  care  we  do  not  hurt  you,  gentlemen.  Pedro , 
addante ,  con  juicio.  Plenty,  plenty  !  A  little  room,  for 
pity’s  sake.  Bread,  bread.  To  prison,  to  prison.  What?’ 
then  demanded  he  of  one  who  had  thrust  half  his  body 
through  thè  window  to  shout  in  his  ear  some  advice  or 
petition  or  appiause,  or  whatever  it  might  be.  But  he, 
without  having  time  to  hear  thè  *  what  ?  ’  was  forcibly  pulled 
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back  by  one  who  saw  him  on  thè  point  of  being  run  over 
by  thè  wheels.  With  such  speeches  and  replies,  amongst 
incessant  acclamations,  and  some  few  grumbles  of  opposi- 
tion,  which  were  distinguishable  here  and  there,  but  were 
quickly  silenced,  Ferrer  at  last  reached  thè  house,  principali 
by  thè  aid  of  these  good  auxiliaries. 

The  rest,  who,  as  we  have  before  related,  were  already 
here  with  thè  same  good  intentions,  had  in  thè  mean  while 
laboured  to  make  and  maintain  a  clear  space.  They  begged, 
exhorted,  threatened;  and  stamping,  trampling,  and  pacing 
up  and  down,  with  that  increased  ardour  and  renewed 
strength  which  thè  near  approach  of  a  desired  result  usually 
excites,  had  succeeded  in  dividing  thè  crowd  into  two,  and 
then  in  repressing  thè  two  parties,  so  that  when  thè  carriage 
stopped  before  thè  door,  there  was  left  between  it  and  thè 
house  a  small  empty  space.  Renzo,  who,  by  acting  a  little 
both  as  a  scout  and  guide,  had  arrived  with  thè  carriage, 
managed  to  place  himself  in  one  of  thè  two  frontiers  of 
worthy  people,  who  served  at  once  both  as  wings  to  thè 
carriage,  and  as  a  rampart  to  thè  too  eager  crowd  of  gazing 
by-standers.  And  helping  to  restrain  one  of  these  with  his 
own  powerful  shoulders,  he  was  also  conveniently  placed 
for  seeing. 

Ferrer  drew  a  long  deep  breath  on  perceiving  this  small 
open  space,  and  thè  door  stili  shut.  ‘  Shut/  here  means  not 
open  ;  for,  as  to  thè  rest,  thè  hinges  were  almost  wrenched 
out  of  thè  pillars  ;  thè  door-posts  shivered  to  pieces,  crushed, 
forced,  and  dissevered  ;  and  through  a  large  hole  in  thè  door 
might  be  seen  a  piece  of  a  chain,  twisted,  bent,  and  almost 
broken  in  two,  which,  if  we  may  say  só,  stili  held  them 
together.  Some  kind-hearted  person  had  placed  himself  at 
this  opening  to  cali  to  those  within;  another  ran  to  let  down 
thè  steps  of  thè  carriage:  thè  old  man  rose,  put  out  his 
head,  and  laying  his  right  hand  on  thè  arm  of  this  worthy 
assistant,  carne  out  and  stood  on  thè  top  step. 

The  crowd  on  each  side  stretched  themselves  up  to  see  him  : 
a  thousand  f aces,  a  thousand  beards  pressed  forward  ;  and  thè 
generai  curiosity  and  attention  produced  a  moment  of  generai 
silence.  Ferrer,  standing  for  that  moment  on  thè  step,  cast  a 
glance  around,  saluted  thè  people  with  a  bow,  as  if  from  a 
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rostnim,  and  laying  his  left  hand  on  his  heart,  cried:  '  Bread 
and  justice;  then  bold,  upright,  and  in  his  robes,  he  descended 
amidst  acclamations  whicli  rcnt  thè  skics. 

Those  withm  had,  in  thè  mean  while,  opened  thè  door  or 
o  speak  more  correctly,  had  finisfied  thè  work  of  wresting  out 
thè  cham  together  with  thè  already  more  than  half-loosened 
Staples.  They  made  an  opening,  to  admit  so  ardently-desired 
a  guest  takmg,  however,  great  care  to  limit  thè  aperture  to  a 
space  that  his  person  Would  occupy.  ‘  Quick,  quick,’  said  he  : 
open  it  wide  and  let  me  in  :  and  you,  Iike  brave  fellows,  keep 
back  thè  people;  don’t  let  them  follow  me,  for  Heaven’s  sake  ! 
Make  ready  a  passage,  for  by  and  by  ...  Eh  !  eh  !  gentlemen, 
one  moment,  said  he  to  those  within  :  ‘  softly  with  this  door, 
let  me  pass  :  oh  !  my  ribs  :  take  care  of  my  ribs.  Shut  it  now  : 
no,  eM  eh!  my  gown,  my  gown !  ’  It  would  have  remained 
caught.m  thè  door,  if  Ferrer  had  not  dexterously  withdrawn 
thè  tram  which  disappeared  from  thè  outside  like  thè  tail  of 
a  snàke  that  shps  into  a  hiding-place  when  pursued. 

The  door  pushed  to,  and  closed  as  it  best  could  be,  was  then 
propped  up  with  bars  within.  Outside,  those  who  constituted 
themselves  Ferrer’s  body-guard  laboured  with  shoulders, 
arms,  and  cries  to  keep  thè  space  clear,  praying  from  thè 
bottom  of  their  hearts  that  he  would  be  expeditious. 

Be  quick,  be  quick,’  said  he,  also,  as  he  stood  within  thè 
portico  to  thè  servants  who  had  gathered  round  him,  and 
who  almost  out  of  breath,  were  exclaiming:  ‘Blessings  on 

ExcellencyT’11'  ExCeIlenCy  !  °h>  your  ExCellency  !  uh,  your 

Quick,  quick,’  repeated  Ferrer;  ‘  where  is  this  poor  màh?  ’ 
The  superintendent  carne  down-stairs,  half  dragged  along, 
and  half  carried  by  his  servants,  as  white  as  a  sheet.  When 
he  saw  his  kind  helper,  he  once  more  breathed  freely;  his 
pulse  again  beat,  a  little  life  returned  into  his  limbs,  and  a 
little  co Iour  into  his  cheeks:  he  hastened  towards  Ferrer,  say- 
ing,  I  am  in  thè  hands  of  God  and  your  Excellency.  ’  But 
how  shall  we  get  out  of  this  house  ?  It  is  surrounded  by  thè 
mob,  who  desire  my  death.’ 

.  Venga  con  migo  ustedf  and  be  of  good  courage  :  my  caf- 
riage  is  outside  ;  quick,  quick  !  ’  And  taking  his  hand,  he  led 

e  Come  with  me,  sir. 
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him  towards  thè  door,  doing  his  best  to  entourage  him: 
but  in  his  heart  thinking,  Aqui  està  et  busillis !  Dios  nos 
valga !* 

The  door  opened  ;  Ferrer  led  thè  way,  followed  by  his  com- 
panion,  who,  creeping  along,  clung  to  thè  toga  of  his  deliv- 
erer,  like  a  little  child  to  its  mother’s  gown.  Those  who  had 
kept  thè  space  clear,  now  raised  their  hands  and  hats  so  as  to 
form  a  kind  of  net  or  cloud  to  screen  thè  superintendent  from 
thè  perilous  gaze  of  thè  populace,  and  allow  him  to  enter  thè 
carriage,  where  he  concealed  himself,  by  crouching  in  a  cor¬ 
ner.  Ferrer  then  got  in,  and  thè  door  was  shut.  The  people 
knew  or  guessed  what  had  happened,  and  sent  forth  a  con- 
fused  shout  of  applauses  and  imprecations. 

It  may  seem  that  thè  most  difficult  and  hazardous  part  of 
thè  journey  stili  remained  to  be  performed;  but  thè  public 
desire  of  letting  thè  superintendent  be  carried  to  prison,  was 
sufficienti  evident;  and  during  thè  stay  of  thè  chancellor  in 
thè  house,  many  of  those  who  had  facilitated  his  arrivai  had 
so  busied  themselves  in  preparing  and  maintaining  a  passage 
through  thè  midst  of  thè  crowd,  that  on  its  return  thè  carriage 
could  proceed  at  a  quicker  pace,  and  without  further  delays. 
As  fast  as  it  advanced,  thè  two  crowds,  repelled  on  both  sides, 
fell  back  and  mingled  again  behind  it. 

As  soon  as  Ferrer  had  seated  himself,  he  bent  down,  and 
advised  thè  vicar  to  keep  himself  well  concealed  in  thè 
corner,  and  not  show  himself  for  Heaven’s  sake;  but  there 
was  no  necessity  for  this  warning.  He,  on  thè  contrary,  was 
obliged  to  display  himself  at  thè  window,  to  attract  and 
engagé  thè  attention  of  thè  multitude  :  and  through  thè  whole 
course  of  this  drive  he  was  occupied,  as  before,  in  making, 
to  his  changeable  audience,  thè  most  lengthened  and  most 
unconnected  harangue  that  ever  was  uttered;  only  interrupt- 
ing  it  occasionali  with  some  Spanish  word  or  two,  which 
he  turned  to  whisper  hastily  in  thè  ear  of  his  squatting  com- 
panion.  ‘  Yes,  gentlemen,  bread  and  justice.  To  thè  castle, 
to  prison,  under  my  guard.  Thank  you,  thank  you;  a  thou- 
sand  thanks.  No,  no;  he  shall  not  escape !  Pot  ablaudarlos . 
It  is  too  just;  we  will  examine,  we  will  see.  I  also  wish  you 
well,  gentlemen.  A  severe  punishment.  Esto  lo  digo  por  su 

«Here  is  thè  difficult  point.  God  help  usi  7  It  is  to  coax  them. 
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bien.5  A  just  tariffi,  a  fair  limit,  and  punishment  to  those 
who  would  starve  you.  Stand  aside,  I  beg  of  you. — Yes,  yes, 
I  am  an  honest  man,  a  friend  of  thè  people.  He  shall  he 
punished.  It  is  true,  he  is  a  rogue,  a  rascal.  Perdone 
usted !9  It  will  go  ili  with  him,  it  will  go  ili  with  him  .  .  * 
Si  està  culpableP  Yes,  yes;  we  will  make  thè  bakers  plough 
straightforward.  Long  live  thè  king,  and  thè  good  Milanese, 
his  most  faithful  subjects!  It  is  bad,  very  bad.  Animo ; 
estamos  ya  quasi  af  nera? 11 

They  had,  in  fact,  traversed  thè  thickest  part  of  thè  crowd, 
and  were  now  just  on  thè  point  of  issuing  into  thè  open 
Street.  Here  Ferrer,  as  he  began  to  give  his  lungs  a  little 
rest,  met  his  tardy  allies,  those  Spanish  soldiers,  who, 
towards  thè  end,  had  not  been  quite  useless,  since,  supported 
and  directed  by  some  Citizen,  they  had  assisted  to  disperse 
a  few  of  thè  mob  in  quiet,  and  to  keep  open  a  passage  for 
thè  final  exit.  On  thè  arrivai  of  thè  carriage,  they  made  way 
and  presented  arms  to  thè  high  chancellor,  who  returned  thè 
acknowledgment  by  a  bow  to  thè  right  and  left;  and  to  thè 
officer  who  approached  nearer  to  salute  him,  he  said,  accorri- 
panying  thè  words  with  a  wave  of  his  right  hand  ‘Beso  d 
usted  las  manosf 12  which  thè  officer  took  for  what  it  really 
meant — You  have  given  me  fine  assistance  !  In  reply,  he 
made  another  low  bow,  and  shrugged  his  shoulders.  It 
would  have  been  appropriate  enough  to  add,  Cedant  arma 
iogcz,  but  Ferrer  was  not  at  that  moment-  in  a  humour  for 
quotations;  and  had  he  been,  his  words  would  have  been 
wasted  on  thè  winds,  for  thè  officer  did  not  understand  Latin. 

Pedro  regained  his  ancient  spirit  in  passing  between  these 
two  files  of  puppets  and  these  muskets  so  respectfully  ele- 
vated.  Hàving  recovered  from  his  consternation,  he  remem- 
bered  who  he  was,  and  whom  he  was  driving  ;  and  shouting 
4  Ohey  !  ohey  !  ’  without  thè  addition  of  other  compHmentary 
speeches  to  thè  mob,  now  sufficiently  reduced  in  number  to 
allow  of  his  venturing  on  such  treatment,  he  whipped  on  his 
horses,  and  took  thè  road  towards  thè  castle. 

‘ Levante  se ,  levantese ;  estamos  afuera/13  said  Ferrer  to 

8  I  say  this  for  your  good.  0  Excuse  me,  sir.  10  If  he  be  gnilty. 

11  Courage  !  we  are  almost  out  of  datiger. 

12  Your  servant,  sir:  literally,  ‘  I  kiss  your  hartd.’ 

13  Get'  up,  get  up;  we  are  out  of  danger. 
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thè  superintendent,  who,  reassured  by  thè  cessation  of  thè 
cries,  by  thè  rapid  motion  of  thè  carriage,  and  by  these 
words,  uncovered  and  stretched  himself,  rose,  and  recov- 
ering  himself  a  little,  began  to  overwhelm  his  liberator  with 
thanks.  Ferrer,  after  having  condoled  with  him  on  his 
perilous  situation,  and  congratulated  him  on  his  safety,  ex- 
claimed,  running  thè  palm  of  his  hand  over  his  bald  paté, 
‘Ah,  que  dirà  de  esto  su  Excelencia ,14  who  is  already  beside 
himself,  for  this  cursed  Casale,  that  won’t  surrender?  Que 
dirà  el  Conde  Duque,1*  who  starts  with  fear  if  a  leaf  makes 
more  noise  than  usuai  ?  Que  dirà  el  Rey  nuestro  senor ,16  who 
will  be  sure  to  hear  something  of  a  great  tumult  ?  And  when 
will  it  be  over?  Dios  lo  sabe ,17 

‘Ah  !  as  to  myself,  I  will  meddle  no  more  in  thè  business/ 
%càd  thè  superintendent:  ‘I  wash  my  hands  of  it;  I  resigli 
my  office  into  your  Excellency’s  hands,  and  will  go  and  live 
in  a  cave,  or  on  a  mountain,  like  a  hermit,  far,  far  away 
from  this  inhuman  rabbie/ 

‘ Usted  will  do  what  is  best  por  el  servicio  de  su  Magestad ,18 
gravely  replied  thè  chancellor. 

‘His  Majesty  does  not  desire  my  death/  answered  thè 
superintendent.  ‘  In  a  cave,  in  a  cave,  far  from  these  people/ 
What  followed  afterwards  upon  this  proposai  is  not  recorded 
by  our  author,  who,  after  accompanying  thè  poor  man  to  thè 
castle,  makes  no  further  mention  of  his  proceedings. 

14  What  will  his  Excellency  say  of  this?  15  What  will  thè  Count  Duke 
say?  #  16  What  will  thè  King  our  master  say?  ^  17 God  knows. 

18  You  will  do,  sir,  what  is  best  for  thè  Service  of  his  Majesty. 


CHAPTER  XIV 


THE  crowd  that  was  left  behind  began  to  disperse* 
and  to  branch  off  to  thè  right  and  left  along  thè  dif- 
ferent  streets.  One  went  home  to  attend  to  his 
business;  another  departed  that  he  might  breathe  thè  fresh 
air  in  a  little  liberty,  after  so  many  hours  of  crowded  con- 
finement;  while  a  third  set  off  in  search  of  acquaintances, 
with  whom  he  might  have  a  little  chat  about  thè  doìngs  of 
thè  day.  The  same  dispersion  was  going  on  at  thè  other 
end  of  thè  Street,  where  thè  crowd  was  sufficiently  thinned 
to  allow  thè  troop  of  Spaniards  to  advance,  and  approach 
thè  superintendent’s  house,  without  having  to  fight  thelr  way. 
Around  this,  thè  dregs,  so  to  say,  of  thè  insurgents  were  stili 
congregated — a  handful  of  rascals  who,  discontented  with 
so  quiet  and  imperfect  a  termination  to  such  great  prepara- 
tions,  grumbled,  cursed,  and  consulted,  to  encourage  them- 
selves  in  seeking  if  something  further  might  not  be  under- 
taken  ;  and,  by  way  of  experiment,  began  beating  and 
pounding  at  thè  unfortunate  door,  which  had  been  again 
barred  and  propped  up  within.  On  thè  arrivai  of  thè  troop, 
these,  without  previous  consultation,  but  with  a  unanimous 
resolution,  moved  off,  and  departed  by  thè  opposite  side, 
leaving  thè  post  free  to  thè  soldiers,  who  took  possession 
of  it,  and  encamped  as  a  guard  to  thè  house  and  Street.  But 
thè  neighbouring  streets  and  squares  were  stili  full  of  scat- 
tered  groups  :  where  two  or  three  were  standing,  three,  four, 
twenty  others  would  stop;  some  would  depart,  others  arrive: 
it  was  like  those  little  straggling  clouds  that  sometimes  re- 
main  scattered  and  shifting  over  thè  azure  sky  after  a  storna, 
and  make  one  say,  on  looking  upwards,  The  weather  is 
not  settled  yet.  There  was  heard  a  confused  and  varying 
sound  of  voices:  one  was  relating  with  much  energy  thè 
particular  incidents  he  had  witnessed  ;  another  recounted 
what  he  himself  had  done;  another  congratulated  his  neigh- 
bours  on  this  peaceable  termination,  applauded  Ferrer,  and 
prognosticated  dire  evils  about  to  fall  on  thè  superintendent  ; 
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others  laughed  a t  thè  idea,  and  asserted  that  no  harm  would 
be  done  him,  because  a  wolf  does  not  prey  upon  a  wolf; 
while  others  more  angrily  murmured  because  things  had  not 
been  managed  properly — said  that  it  was  all  a  hoax,  and 
that  they  were  fools  to  have  made  such  a  hubbub,  only  to 
allow  themselves,  after  all,  to  be  cozened  in  this  manner. 

Meanwhile,  thè  sun  had  set,  and  twilight  spread  its  uni- 
form  sombreness  over  all  objects.  Many,  wearied  with  thè 
exertions  of  thè  day,  and  tired  of  gossiping  in  thè  dark,  re- 
turned  to  their  respective  homes.  Our  youth,  after  having 
assisted  thè  progress  of  thè  carriage  so  long  as  there  was 
need  of  assistance,  and  having  followed  it  even  between  thè 
two  files  of  soldiers,  as  in  triumph,  was  satisfied  when  he 
saw  it  rolling  along,  uninterruptedly,  out  of  danger;  and 
accompanying  thè  crowd  a  little  way,  he  soon  deserted  it  by 
thè  fìrst  outlet,  that  he  might  breathe  a  little  fresh  air  in 
quiet  After  taking  a  few  steps  at  large,  in  thè  midst  of 
much  agitation  from  so  many  new  scenes,  so  many  passions, 
and  so  many  recent  and  confused  remembrances,  he  began 
to  feel  his  need  both  of  food  and  rest;  and  kept  looking  up 
from  side  to  side,  in  hopes  of  seeing  a  sign  of  some  inn,  silice 
it  was  too  late  to  go  to  thè  convent.  As  he  thus  proceeded, 
gazing  upwards,  he  suddenly  lit  upon  a  group  of  gossips; 
and  stopping  to  listen,  he  heard  them,  as  they  talked,  making 
conjectures,  proposals,  and  designs  for  thè  morrow.  After 
listening  a  moment  or  two,  he  could  not  resist  putting  in 
his  word,  thinking  that  he  who  had  done  so  much  might, 
without  presumption,  join  a  little  in  thè  conversation.  Per- 
suaded,  from  what  he  had  seen  during  thè  day,  that  to 
accomplìsh  anything,  it  was  only  necessary  to  suggest  it  to 
thè  populace,  ‘  My  good  sirs/  cried  he,  by  way  of  exordium  : 
‘  may  I,  too,  give  my  poor  opinion  ?  My  poor  opinion  is 
this:  that  there  are  other  iniquities  besides  this  of  bread. 
Now  weVe  seen  plain  enough  to-day  that  we  can  get  justice 
by  making  ourselves  felt.  Then  let  us  proceed  until  all 
these  grievances  ar-e  cured,  that  thè  world  may  move  for- 
ward  in  a  little  more  Christian  fashion.  Isn’t  it  true,  gentle- 
men,  that  there’s  a  set  tyrants  who  set  at  nought  thè  Ten 
Commandments,  and  se&rch  out  poor  people,  (who  don’t 
trouble  their  heads  aboiit  them,)  just  to  do  them  every 
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mischief  they  can;  and  yet  they’re  always  in  thè  righi? 
Nay,  when  they've  been  acting  thè  rascal  more  than  usuai, 
then  hold  their  heads  higher  than  at  other  times?  Yes,  and 
even  Mìlan  has  its  share  of  them/ 

‘  Too  man y/  said  a  voice. 

‘So  I  say/  rejoined  Renzo:  ‘thè  accounts  o£  them  bave 
already  reached  our  ears.  And,  besides,  thè  thing  speaks 
for  itself.  Let  us  suppose,  for  instance,  that  one  of  those 
I  am  talking  about  should  have  one  foot  outside  and  one 
in  Milan:  if  he’s  a  devii  there,  he  won’t  be  an  angel  here, 
I  fancy.  Yet  just  teli  me,  sirs,  whether  you’ve  e  ver  seen 
one  of  these  men  behincì  thè  grating  !  And  thè  worst  of  it 
is  (and  this  I  can  affirm  with  certainty),  there  are  proclama- 
tions  in  plenty  published,  to  punish  them;  and  those  not 
proclamations  without  meaning,  but  well  drawn  out;  you 
can*t  find  anything  better  done:  there  are  all  sorts  of  vii- 
lanies  clearly  mentioned,  exactly  as  they  happen,  and  to  each 
pne  its  proper  punishment.  It  says  :  “  Whoever  it  may  be, 
ignoble  or  plebeians,”  and  what  not  besides.  Now,  just  go 
and  ask  doctors,  scribes,  and  pharisees,  to  see  justice  done 
to  you,  as  thè  proclamation  warrants,  and  they  will  give  you 
as  much  ear  as  thè  Pope  does  to  vagabonds:  iPs  enough  to 
make  any  honest  fellow  tura  desperate.  It  ìs  plain  enough, 
then,  that  thè  king,  and  those  who  command  under  him, 
are  desirous  that  knaves  should  be  duly  punished;  but 
nothing  is  done  because  there  is  some  league  between  them. 
We,  therefore,  ought  to  break  it;  we  should  go  to-morrow 
morning  to  Ferrer,  who  is  a  worthy  man,  and  a  tractable 
signor;  we  saw  to-day  how  glad  he  was  to  be  amongst  thè 
poor  people,  and  how  he  tried  to  hear  what  was  said  to  him, 
and  answered  with  such  condescension.  We  should  go  to 
Ferrer,  and  teli  him  how  things  stand;  and  I,  for  my  pari, 
can  teli  him  some  fine  doings;  for  I  saw  with  my  own  eyes 
a  proclamation  with  ever  so  many  arms  at  thè  top,  which 
had  been  made  by  three  of  thè  rulers,  for  there  was  thè  name 
of  each  of  them  printed  plain  below,  and  one  of  these  names 
was  Ferrer,  seen  by  me  with  my  own  eyes:  now,  this  edict 
exactly  suited  my  case  ;  and  a  doctor,  to  whom  I  applied  for 
justice,  according  to  thè  intention  of  these  three  gentlemen, 
among  whom  was  Ferrer  himself,  this  signor  doctor,  who 
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had  himself  shown  me  thè  proclamation,  and  a  fine  one  it  is, 
aha  !  thought  that  I  was  talking  to  him  like  a  madman  !  Fm 
sure  that  when  this  worthy  old  fellow  hears  some  of  these 
fine  doings,  for  he  cannot  know  all,  particularly  those  in  thè 
country,  he  won't  be  willing  to  let  thè  world  go  on  this 
way,  but  will  find  some  remedy  for  it.  And  besides,  they 
who  make  thè  proclamations  ought  to  wish  that  they  should 
be  obeyed;  for  it  is  an  insult  to  count  as  nothing  an  edict 
with  their  name  fixed  to  it.  And  ìf  thè  powerful  ones  won’t 
lower  their  heads,  and  will  stili  play  thè  fool,  we  are  ready 
to  make  them,  as  we’ve  done  to-day.  I  donff  say  that  he 
should  go  about  in  hìs  carriage,  to  carry  off  every  powerful 
and  overbearing  rascal:  eh,  eh!  it  would  require  Noah’s  ark 
for  that.  But  he  ought  to  command  all  those  whose  business 
it  is,  not  only  in  Milan,  but  everywhere,  to  do  things  as  thè 
proclamations  require;  and  draw  up  an  indictment  against 
all  those  who  have  committed  these  iniquities;  and  where  it 
says,  prison, — to  prison;  where  it  says,  galleys, — to  thè  gal- 
leys;  and  bid  thè  podestà  do  his  duty;  if  he  wonff,  send  him 
about  his  business,  and  put  a  better  man  in  his  place; 
and  then  besides,  as  I  said,  we  should  be  ready  to  lend 
a  hand.  And  he  ought  to  order  thè  lawyers  to  listen  to 
thè  poor,  and  to  talk  reasonably.  Don’t  I  say  right,  my 
good  sirs  ?  ’ 

Renzo  had  talked  so  earnestly,  that  from  thè  beginning 
a  great  part  of  thè  assemblage  had  stopped  all  other  con- 
versation,  and  had  turned  to  listen  to  him;  and,  up  to  a 
certain  point,  all  had  continued  his  auditors.  A  confused 
clamour  of  appiause,  of  ‘Bravo;  certainly,  he  is  right;  it  is 
too  true  ! 9  followed  his  harangue.  Critics,  however,  were 
not  wanting.  ‘  Oh,  yes/  said  one,  ‘  listen  to  a  mountaineer  : 
they  are  all  advocates  ; 9  and  he  went  away.  ‘  Now/  muttered 
another,  f  every  ragamuffin  must  put  in  his  word  ;  and  what 
with  having  too  many  irons  in  thè  fire,  we  shanff  have  bread 
sold  cheap,  which  is  what  we’ve  made  this  stir  for/  Renzo, 
however,  heard  nothing  but  compliments,  one  taking  him  by 
this  hand,  another  by  that.  ‘  I  will  see  you  to-morrow. — 
Where? — At  thè  square  of  thè  Cathedral. — Very  well. — Very 
well, — And  something  will  be  done. — And  something  will 
be  done/ 
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4  Which  of  these  good  gentlemen  will  direct  me  to  an  inn, 
where  I  can  get  something  to  eat,  and  a  lodgìng  for  thè 
night,  that  will  suit  a  poor  youth’s  pocket  ?  ’  said  Renzo, 

4 1  am  at  your  Service,  my  brave  fellow/  said  one  who 
had  listened  attentively  to  his  harangue,  and  had  not  yet 
said  a  word.  ‘I  know  an  inn  that  will  just  suit  you; 
and  I  will  introduce  you  to  thè  landlord,  who  is  my  friend, 
and  a  very  worthy  man/ 

4  Near  at  hand?  *  asked  Renzo. 

4  Only  a  little  way  off/  replied  he. 

The  assembly  dispersed;  and  Renzo,  after  several  warm 
shakes  of  thè  hand  from  strangers,  went  off  with  his  new 
acquaintance,  thanking  him  heartily  for  his  kindness. 

4  Not  a  word,  not  a  word/  said  he:  4  one  hand  washes  thè 
other,  and  both  thè  face.  Is  it  not  one’s  duty  to  serve  one’s 
neighbour  ?  ’  And  as  he  walked,  he  kept  making  of  Renzo, 
in  thè  course  of  conversation,  first  one  and  then  another  in- 
quiry.  4  Not  out  of  curiosity  about  your  doings;  but  you 
seem  tired  :  where  do  you  come  from  ?  * 

4 1  come/  replied  Renzo,  4  as  far  as  from  Lecco/ 

4  From  Lecco  !  Are  you  a  native  of  Lecco  ?  ’ 

4  Of  Lecco  .  .  .  that  is,  of  thè  territory/ 

4  Poor  fellow  !  from  what  I  have  gathered  in  your  con¬ 
versation,  you  seem  to  have  been  badly  treated/ 

4  Eh  !  my  dear  fellow,  I  was  obliged  to  speak  rather  care- 
fully,  that  I  might  not  publish  my  affairs  to  thè  world;  but 
.  .  .  it’s  enough;  some  day  it  will  be  known,  and  then  .  .  > 
But  I  see  a  sign  of  an  inn  here;  and,  to  say  thè  truth,  I 
am  not  inclined  to  go  any  further/ 

4  No,  no;  come  where  I  told  you:  it’s  a  very  little  way 
further/  said  thè  guide  :  4  here  you  won’t  be  comfortable/ 

4  Very  well/  replied  thè  youth:  4  Fm  not  a  gentleman, 
accustomed  to  down,  though:  something  good  to  supply  thè 
garrison,  and  a  straw  mattress,  are  enough  for  me:  and 
what  I  most  want  is  to  find  both  directly.  Here  we  are, 
fortunately/  And  he  entered  a  shabby-looking  doorway, 
over  which  hung  thè  sign  of  The  Full  Moon. 

4  Well;  I  will  lead  you  here,  since  you  wish  it/  said  thè 
incognito  ;  and  he  followed  him  in. 

4  Don’t  trouble  yourself  any  further/  replied  Renzo, 
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‘  However/  added  he,  ‘you  will  do  me  thè  favour  of  taking 
a  glass  with  me/ 

‘I  accept  your  kind  offer/  replied  he;  and  he  advanced,  as 
being  better  acquainted  with  thè  place,  before  Renzo,  throngh 
a  little  court, ^  approached  a  glass  door,  lifted  up  thè  latch, 
and,  opening  it,  entered  with  his  companion  into  thè  kitchen. 

Two  lìghts  illuminated  thè  apartment,  suspended  from 
two  hooks  fixed  in  thè  beam  of  thè  ceiling.  Many  persons, 
all  of  whom  were  engaged,  were  lounging  on  benches  which 
stretched  along  both  sides  of  a  narrow,  dirty  table,  occupying 
almost  thè  whole  of  one  side  of  thè  room  :  here  and  there 
a  cloth  was  s|)read,  and  a  few  dishes  set  out;  at  intervals, 
cards  were  played,  and  dice  cast,  and  gathered  up;  and 
everywhere  were  bottles  and  glasses.  On  thè  wet  table  were 
to  be  seen  berlinghe ,  reali ,  and  parpagliole /  which,  could  they 
have  spoken,  would  probably  have  said:  This  morning  we 
were  in  a  baker’s  till,  or  in  thè  pockets  of  some  of  thè 
spectators  of  thè  tumult  ;  for  every  one,  intent  on  watching 
how  public  matters  went,  forgot  to  look  after  their  own 
private  interests.  The  clamour  was  great.  A  boy  was  going 
backwards  and  forwards  in  haste  and  bustle,  waiting  upon 
this  table  and  sundry  chess-boards  :  thè  host  was  sitting  upon 
a  small  bench  under  thè  chimney-piece,  occupied,  apparently, 
in  making  and  un-making  certain  fìgures  in  thè  ashes  with 
thè  tongs;  but,  in  reality,  intent  on  all  that  was  going  on 
around  him.  He  rose  at  thè  sound  of  thè  latch,  and  ad¬ 
vanced  towards  thè  new  comers.  When  he  saw  thè  guide.— 
Cursed  fellow  !  thought  he  : — you  are  always  coming  to 
plague  me,  when  I  least  want  you  !— Then,  hastily  glancing 
at  Renzo,  he  again  said  to  himself  I  don’t  know  you  ;  but, 
coming  with  such  a  hunter,  you  must  be  either  a  dog  or  a 
hare  ;  when  you  have  said  two  words,  I  shall  know  which. — 
However,  nothing  of  this  mute  soliloquy  appeared  in  thè 
landlord's  countenance,  which  was  as  immovable  as  a  pie- 
ture  :  a  round  and  shining  face,  with  a  thick  reddish  beard, 
and  two  bright  and  starìng  eyes. 

‘  What  are  your  commands,  gentlemen  ?  ’  said  he. 

‘  First  of  all,  a  good  flask  of  wine/  said  Renzo,  ‘  and  then 
something  to  eat/  So  saying,  he  sat  down  on  a  bench  towards 
xDifferent  kinds  of  Spanish  and  Milanese  coins. 
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thè  end  of  thè  table,  and  uttered  a  sonorous  ‘Ah  !  ’  which 
seemed  to  say  :  it  does  one  good  to  sit  down  after  having  been 
so  long  standing  and  working  so  hard.  But  immediafely 
thè  recollection  of  thè  bench  and  thè  table  at  which  he  had 
last  sat  with  Lucia  and  Agnese,  rushed  to  his  mind,  and 
forced  from  him  a  sigh.  He  shook  his  head  to  drive  away 
thè  thought,  and  then  saw  thè  host  coming  with  thè  wine. 
His  companion  had  sat  down  opposite  to  Renzo,  who  poured 
him  out  a  glass,  and  pushed  it  towards  him,  saying  :  ‘  To 
moisten  your  lips/  And  filling  thè  other  glass,  he  emptied 
it  at  one  draught. 

‘  What  can  you  give  me  to  eat?  ’  then  demanded  he  of  thè 
landlord. 

'A  good  bit  of  stewed  meat  ?  ?  asked  he. 
f  Yes,  sir  ;  a  hit  of  stewed  meat/ 

f  You  shall  be  served  directi y/  said  thè  host  to  Renzo;  and 
turning  to  thè  boy  :  ‘Attend  to  this  stranger/ 

And  he  retreated  to  thè  fire-place.  ‘  But  .  .  /  resumed  he, 
turning  again  towards  Renzo  :  ‘  we  have  no  bread  to-day/ 

(  ^  bread,  said  Renzo,  in  a  loud  voice  and  laughing, 

Providence  has  provided  that/  And  drawing  from  his 
pocket  thè  third  and  last  loaf  which  he  had  picked  up  under 
thè  Cross  of  San  Dionigi,  he  raised  it  in  thè  air,  exclaim ing: 
Behold  thè  bread  of  Providence  !  *  Many  turned  on  hearing 
this  exclamation  ;  and,  seeing  such  a  trophy  in  thè  air,  some- 
body  called  out  :  ‘  Hurrah  for  bread  at  a  low  price  ! ’ 

At  a  low  price  ?  *  said  Renzo  :  ‘ Gratis  et  amore  ? 

*  Better  stili,  better  stili/ 

‘But/  added  he,  immediately,  ‘I  should  not  like  these  gen- 
tlemen  to  think  ili  of  me.  I  have  not,  as  they  say,  stolen  iti 
I  found  it  on  thè  ground  ;  and  if  I  could  fin.d  its  owner,  X  am 
ready  to  pay  him  for  it/ 

‘  Bravo  !  bravo  !  ’  cried  his  companions,  laughing  more 
loudly,  without  its  entering  into  one  of  their  minds  that  these 
words  seriously  expressed  a  reai  fact  and  intention. 

*  They  think  l’m  joking;  but  it’s  just  so/  said  Renzo,  to  his 
guide;  and,  turning  thè  loaf  over  in  his  hand,  he  added:  ‘  See 
how  they’ ve  crushed  it;  it  looks  like  a  cake:  but  there  were 
plenty  dose  by  it  !  if  any  of  them  had  had  very  tender  bones 
they  d  have  come:  badly  off/  Then,  biting  off  and  devouring 
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three  or  four  mouthfuls,  he  swallowed  another  glass  of  wine, 
and  added,  *  This  bread  won’t  go  down  alone.  I  never  had 
so  dry  a  throat.  A  great  shouting  there  was  ! ’ 

‘Prepare  a  good  bed  for  this  honest  fellow/  said  thè 
guide  ;  ‘  for  he  intends  to  sleep  hered 

4  Do  you  wish  a  bed?’  asked  thè  landlord  o£  Renzo,  ad^ 
vancing  towards  thè  table. 

‘  Certainly/  replied  he  :  ‘  a  bed,  to  be  sure  ;  only  let  thè 
sheets  be  clean;  for,  though  Fili  but  a  poor  lad,  I’m  accus- 
tomed  to  cleanliness/ 

‘  Oh  !  as  to  that/  said  thè  host  :  and  going  to  a  counter  that 
stood  in  a  corner  of  thè  kitchen,  he  returned  with  an  ink- 
stand  and  a  little  bit  of  writing-paper  in  one  hand,  and  a  pen 
in  thè  other. 

f  What  does  this  mean  ? ’  exclaimed  Renzo,  gulping  down 
a  mouthful  of  thè  stew  that  thè  boy  had  set  before  him,  and 
then  smiling  in  astonishment  :  ‘  Is  this  thè  white  sheet,  eh  ?  ’ 

Without  making  any  reply,  thè  landlord  laid  thè  paper  on 
thè  table,  and  put  thè  inkstand  by  thè  paper:  then  stooping 
forward,  he  rested  his  left  arm  on  thè  table  and  his  right 
elbow,  and  holding  thè  pen  in  thè  airs  with  his  face  raised 
towards  Renzo,  said  to  him  :  ‘  Will  you  be  good  enough  to 
teli  me  your  name,  surname,  and  country  ?  9 

*  What?'  said  Renzo  :  *  What  has  all  this  to  do  with  my  bed? 

‘I  do  my  duty/  said  thè  host,  looking  towards  thè  guide; 
Sve  are  obliged  to  give  an  account  and  relation  of  every 
one  that  comes  to  sleep  in  our  house  :  name  and  surname ,  and 
of  what  nailon  he  is,  on  what  business  he  comes,  if  he  has 
any  arms  with  him  .  .  .  how  long  he  intends  io  stay  in  this 
city  .  .  .  They  are  thè  very  words  of  thè  proclamation/ 

Before  replying,  Renzo  swallowed  another  glass;  it  was 
thè  third,  and  from  this  time  forward,  I  fear  we  shall  not 
be  able  to  count  them.  He  then  said,  ‘Ah  !  ah  !  you  have  thè 
proclamation  !  And  I  pride  myself  upon  being  a  doctor  of 
law;  so  I  know  well  enough  what  importance  is  attached  to 
edictsd 

‘  I  speak  in  earnest/  said  thè  landlord,  keeping  his  eye  on 
Renzo’s  mute  companion;  and  going  again  to  thè  counter, 
he  drew  out  a  large  sheet,  an  exact  copy  of  thè  proclamation, 
and  carne  to  display  it  before  Renzo’s  eyes. 


I  PROMESSI  SPOSI 


243 


‘Ah  !  see!  ’  exclaimed  thè  youth,  raising  thè  re-fìlled  glass  ! 
in  one  hand,  and  quickly  emptying  it,  while  he  stretched  out 
thè  other,  and  pointed  with  his  finger  towards  thè  unfolded 
proclamation  ;  4  Look  at  that  fine  sheet,  like  a  missal.  I  ni 
delighted  to  see  it.  I  know  those  arms  ;  and  I  know  what  that  : 
heretical  face  rneans,  with  thè  noose  round  its  neck.  (At  thè 
head  of  thè  edicts  thè  arms  of  thè  governor  were  usually 
placed;  and  in  those  of  Don  Gonzalo  Fernandez  de  Cordova ; 
appeared  a  Moorish  king,  chained  by  thè  throat.) 

4  That  face  means  :  Command  who  can,  and  obey  who  will. 
When  that  face  shall  have  sent  to  thè  galleys  Signor  don 
— —  never  mind,  I  know  who  ;  as  another  parchment  says, 
like  this  ;  when  it  has  provided  that  an  honest  youth  may 
marry  an  honest  girl  who  is  willing  to  be  married  to  him, 
then  I  will  teli  my  name  to  this  face,  and  will  give  it  a  kiss 
into  thè  bargain.  I  may  have  very  good  reasons  for  not.tell- 
ing  my  name.  Oh,  truly!  And  if  a  rascal,  who  had  under 
his  command  a  handful  more  of  rascals  ;  for  if  he  were  alone 

- 5  Here  he  finished  his  sentence  with  a  gesture  :  ‘  If  a  ras* 

cal  wanted  to  know  where  I  am,  to  do  me  an  ili  turn,  I  ask  if, 
that  face  would  move  itself  to  help  me.  I  ni  to  teli  my  busi¬ 
ness  !  This  is  something  new.  Supposing  I  had  come  to 
Milan  to  confess,  I  should  wish  to  confess  to  a  Capuchin 
Father,  I  beg  to  say,  and  not  to  a  landlord.’ 

The  host  was  silent,  and  looked  towards  thè  guide,  who 
gave  no  token  of  noticing  what  passed.  Renzo,  we  grieye 
to  say,  swallowed  another  glass,  and  continued:  ‘I  will 
give  you  a  reason,  my  dear  landlord,  which  will  satisfy  you. 
If  those  proclamations  which  speak  in  favour  of  good  Chris1 
tians  are  worth  nothing,  those  which  speak  against  them  are 
worth  stili  less.  So  carry  away  all  these  bothering  things, 
and  bring  us  instead  another  fi  ask  ;  for  this  is  broken,’  So 
saying,  he  tapped  it  lightly  with  his  knuckles,  and  added  : 
‘Listen,  how  it  sounds  like  a  cracked  bottle/  ^  . 

Renzo’s  language  had  again  attracted  thè  attention  of 
thè  party;  and  when  he  ceased,  there  arose  a  generai  murmur 
of  approbation. 

4  What  must  I  do?  y  said  thè  host,  looking  at  thè  incognito, 
who  was,  hovrever,  no  stranger  to  him. 

‘Away,  away  with  them/  cried  many  of  thè  guests;  ‘thi^ 
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countryman  has  some  sense;  they  are  grievances,  tricks,  im- 
positions  ;  new  laws  to-day,  new  laws  !  ’ 

In  thè  midst  of  these  cries,  thè  incognito,  glancing  towards 
thè  landlord  a  look  of  reproof  for  this  too  public  magisterial 
summons,  said,  ‘  Let  him  have  his  own  way  a  little  ;  don’t  rive 
any  offence/ 

‘I  have  d?ne  my  duty/  said  thè  host,  in  a  loud  voice;  and 
added,  to  himself:  Now  I  have  my  shoulders  against  thè 
watt.— He  then  removed  thè  pen,  ink,  and  paper,  and  took 
thè  empty  fìagon  to  give  it  to  thè  boy. 

‘  Bring  thè  same  sort  of  wine/  said  Renzo;  'for  I  find 
it.a  worthy  fellow,  and  will  send  it  to  sleep  with  thè  other, 
without  asking  its  name  or  surname,  and  what  is  its  business, 
and  if  it  intends  to  stay  'any  time  in  thè  city/ 

. ‘Some  more  of  thè  same  sor  t/  said  thè  landlord,  to  thè  boy, 
giving  him  thè  flask;  and  he  returned  to  his  seat  under  thè 
chimney-piece.  More  simple  than  a  hare  ! — thought  he,  fig- 
uring  away  in  thè  cinders  and  into  what  hands  hast  thou 
fallen  !  Thou  great  ass  !  If  thou  wilt  drown,  drown;  but  thè 
landlord  of  thè  Full  Moon  isn’t  obliged  to  go  shares  in  thy 
folly  ! — 

Renzo  returned  thanks  to  his  guide,  and  to  all  thè  rest  who 
had  taken  his  part.  'Brave  friends/  said  he,  'now  I  see 
clearly  that  honest  fellows  give  each  other  a  hand,  and  sup- 
port  each  other/  Then  waving  his  hand  in  thè  air,  over  thè 
table,  and  again  assuming  thè  air  of  a  speaker,  '  Isn’t  it  an 
admirable  thing/  exclaimed  he,  '  that  all  our  rulers  will  have 
pen,  ink,  and  paper,  intruding  everywhere?  Always  a  pen 
in  thè  hand  !  They  must  have  a  mighty  passion  for  wieldin0, 
thè  pen  !  ’  & 

'Eh!  you  worthy  countryman!  would  you  like  to  know 
thè  reason  ?  said  a  winner  in  one  of  thè  games,  laughing. 

'  Let  us  hear/  replied  Renzo. 

'  The  reason  is/  said  he,  '  that  as  these  Signori  eat  geese, 
they  find  they  have  got  so  many  quills  that  they  are  obliged 
to  make  something  of  them/ 

All  began  to  laugh,  excepting  thè  poor  man  who  had  just 
been  a  loser. 

Oh,  said  Renzo,  this  man  is  a  poet.  You  have  some 
poets  here,  then  :  they  are  springing  up  everywhere.  I  have 
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a  little  tura  that  way  nryself;  and  sometimes  I  make  some 
fine  verses  .  .  .  but  that’s  when  things  go  smoothly/ 

To  understand  this  nonsense  of  poor  Renzo’s,  thè  reader 
must  know  that,  amongst  thè  lower  orders  in  Milan,  and  stili 
more  in  thè  country,  thè  term  poet  did  not  signify,  as  among 
all  educated  people,  a  sacred  genius,  an  inhabitant  of  Pindus, 
a  votary  of  thè  Muses  ;  it  rather  meant  a  humorous  and  even 
giddy-headed  person,  who  in  conversation  and  behaviour  had 
more  repartee  and  novelty  than  sense.  So  daring  are  these 
mischief-makers  among  thè  vulgar,  in  destroying  thè  mean- 
ing  of  words,  and  making  them  express  things  thè  most  for- 
eign  and  contrary  to  their  legitimate  signification  !  For  what, 
I  should  like  to  know,  has  a  poet  to  do  with  a  giddy  brain  ? 

4  But  FU  teli  you  thè  trae  reason/  added  Renzo  ;  ‘  It  is  be- 
cause  they  hold  thè  pen  in  their  own  hand  :  and  so  thè  words 
that  they  utter  fly  away  and  disappear;  thè  words  that  a 
poor  lad  speaks,  are  carefully  noted,  and  very  soon  they  fiy 
through  thè  air  with  his  pen,  and  are  down  upon  paper  to  be 
made  use  of  at  a  proper  time  and  place.  TheyVe  also  another 
trick,  that  when  they  would  bother  a  poor  fellow  who  doesn’t 
know  letters,  but  who  has  a  little  ...  I  know  what  .  .  / 
and  to  illustrate  his  meaning  "he  began .  tapping,  and  almost 
battering  his  forehead  with  his  forefinger,  ‘  no  sooner  do  they 
perceive  that  he  begins  to  understand  thè  puzzle,  than,  for- 
sooth,  they  must  throw  in  a  little  Latin,  to  make  him  lose  thè 
thread,  to  prevent  his  defending  himself,  and  to  perplex  his 
brain.  Well,  well  !  it  is  our  business  to  do  away  with  these 
practices  !  To-day  everything  has  been  done  reasonably,  in 
our  own  tongue,  and  without  pen,  ink  and  paper  :  and  to-mor- 
row,  if  people  will  but  govern  themselves,  we  will  do  stili 
better  ;  without  touching  a  hair  of  their  heads,  though  ;  every¬ 
thing  must  be  done  in  a  fair  way/ 

In  thè  mean  time  some  of  thè  company  had  returned  to  their 
gaming,  others  to  eating,  and  many  to  shouting;  some  went 
away,  and  others  arrived  in  their  place;  thè  landlord  busied 
himself  in  attending  upon  all;  but  these  things  have  nothing 
to  do  with  our  story. 

The  unknown  guide  was  impatient  to  take  his  departure; 
yet,  though  he  had  not,  to  all  appearance,  any  business  at  thè 
house,  he  would  not  go  away  till  he  had  chatted  a  little  with 
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Renzo,  individually.  He,  therefore,  turned  to  him,  and  re- 
newed  thè  conversation  about  bread;  and  after  a  few  of  those 
expressions  which  had  been,  for  some  time,  in  everybody’s 
mouth,  he  began  to  give  his  own  opinion.  ‘  Eh  !  if  I  were 
ruling/  said  he,  ‘  I  would  find  a  way  of  rnaking  things  right.9 

‘  How  would  you  do  ?  9  asked  Renzo,  fixing  on  him  two 
eyes  more  sparkling  than  usuai,  and  twisting  his  mouth  away, 
as  it  were  to  be  more  attentive. 

‘  How  would  I  do  ? 9  said  he  ;  ‘  I  would  have  bread  for  all  : 
for  poor  as  well  as  neh/ 

‘Ah  !  so  far  well/  said  Renzo. 

‘  See  how  I  would  do.  First,  I  would  fix  a  moderate  price, 
that  everybody  couJd  reach.  Then  I  would  distribute  bread 
according  to  thè  number  of  mouths:  for  there  are  some  in¬ 
considerate  gluttons  who  would  have  all  to  themselves,  and 
strive  who  can  get  thè  most,  buying  at  a  high  price,  and  thus 
there  isn’t  bread  enough  for  thè  poor  people.  Therefore,  dis¬ 
tribute  bread.  And  how  should  that  be  done?  See:  give  a 
note  to  every  family,  in  proportion  to  thè  number  of  mouths, 
to  go  and  get  bread  at  thè  bakehouses.  To  me,  for  example, 
they  should  give  a  note  of  this  kind  : — Ambrogio  Fusella,  by 
trade  a  sword-cutler,  with  a  wife  and  four  children,  all 
of  an  age  to  eat  bread  (note  that  well)  :  let  them  have  so 
much  bread;  and  pay  so  many  pence.  But  to  do  things 
justly  it  must  always  be  in  proportion  to  thè  number  of 
mouths.  You,  we  will  suppose,  ought  to  have  a  note  for 
.  .  .  your  name  ? 9 

‘  Lorenzo  Tramaglino/  said  thè  youth;  who,  delighted  with 
thè  pian,  never  recollected  that  it  was  entirely  founded  on 
paper,  pen  and  ink,  and  that  to  put  it  in  execution  thè  first 
thing  must  be  to  get  everybody’s  name. 

‘  Very  well/  said  thè  stranger;  ‘but  have  you  a  wife  and 
children  ?  9 

‘I  ought,  indeed  .  .  .  children,  no  .  .  .  too  soon  .  .  .  but 
a  wife  .  .  .  if  thè  world  went  as  it  ought  .  .  / 

‘Ah!  you  are  single!  Well,  have  patience;  but  a  smaller 
portion  .  .  / 

‘You  are  right;  but  if  soon,  as  I  hope  .  .  .  and  by  thè 
help  of  God  .  .  .  Enough;  and  when  I’ve  a  wife  too?  9 

‘  Then  change  thè  note,  and  increàse  thè  quantity.  As  I 
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said;  always  in  proportion  to  thè  number  of  mouths’  said 
thè  unknown,  rising  from  his  seat.  ’  Said 

That  is  all  very  good/  cried  Renzo;  and  he  continued 
vociferously,  as  he  struck  his  hand  upon  thè  table-  'And  whv 

don’t  they  make  a  law  of  this  kind  ?  ’  '  y 

r,ff  If°WTCf11  1  teU?  But  1  must  bid  y°u  &00<1  night  and  be 

?  an<3  ChÌldr6n  haVC  been  l00kinS  «* 

Utitle  droP— a.nother  little  drop/  cried  Renzo 
f  ,  •  y  b  hls  &lass;  and,  rising  quickly,  he  seized  thè  skirt 

ofhis  doublet,  and  tned  to  force  him  t°  sit  down  again  ‘An 

other  little  drop;  don’t  do  me  this  insule  §  " 

.  .  hl!  fnend  disengaged  himself  with  a  sudden  ierk  and 

leavmg  Renzo  to  indulge  in  importunity  and  reproaches  as  ! 
|ePea,SeÌagt‘n  Sakl:‘Good  night/  and  went  away  Renzo 
then  sani  bLkm  ^  CVen  reached  the  steeet,  and 

had  iSt  filfeH  T”  S  ST'  He  eyed  the  SIass  that  he 
,  .  J  hhed;  and  seeing  the  boy  passing  the  table  he  de- 

tained  him  with  a  beckon  of  his  hand,  as  if  he  had  some  ' 

andTwith  a  t0  W“ ;  h«  tben  PO»ted  to  t£  glaTs 

words^in  l  °W  r  graVe  enunciatio«>  and  pronouncing  thè 
words  n  a  peculiar  manner,  said:  ‘  See,  I  had  prepared  it 

for  that  worthy  gentleman:  do  you  see?  full  to  thè  brim  fit 
or  a  friend;  but  he  wouldn’t  have  it;  people  have  very  ódd 
ideas,  sometimes.  I  couldn’t  do  otherwise;  I  let  him  see  mv 
ind  mtentions.  Now,  then,  since  the  thing  is  done  I  mus’n't 

at*  a^draught WaStC  '  S°  he  t0°k  and  * 

‘  a  ™derstand’’  said  thè  boy,  going  away. 

•  ,Ah!  ££  understand>  do  yon?’  replied  Renzo;  ‘then  it 
is  true.  When  reasons  are  sensible  »  » 

Nothing  less  than  our  love  of  truthfulness  would  induce 
us  to  prosecute  a  faithful  account  which  does  so  little  credi?  : 
to  so  important  a  person,  we  may  almost  say,  to  the  principal 

howé  °f  °Ur  St°ry‘  Fr°m  thÌS  Same  J110tive  of  inipartiality 
however,  we  must  also  state,  that  this  was  the  first  time  that 

such  a  thing  happened  to  Renzo;  and  it  is  just  because  he  was 
not  accustomed  to  such  excesses  that  his  first  attempt  sue-  ' 
ceeded  so  fatally.  The  few  glasses  that  he  had  swallowed 
one  after  another,  at  first,  contrary  to  his  usuai  habits,  partly 
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to  cool  his  parched  throat,  partly  from  a  sort.of  excitement 
of  mmd  which  gave  him  no  liberty  to  do  anythmg  in  modera- 
tion,  quickly  went  to  his  head;  a  more  practised  drmker  would 
probably  never  have  felt  them.  Our  anonymous  author  here 
makes  an  observation  which  we  repeat  for  thè  benefit  of 
those  of  our  readers  who  know  how  to  value  it.  Temperate 
and  honest  habits,  says  he,  bring  with  them  this  advantage  ; 
that  thè  more  they  are  stablished  and  rooted  in  a  man,  so 
much  thè  more  easily,  when  he  acts  contrary  to  them,  does  he 
immediately  feel  thè  injury  or  inconvenience,  or  to  say  thè 
least  thè  disagreeability  of  such  an  action:  so  that  he  has 
something  to  remember  for  a  time;  and  thus  even  a  slight 

fault  serves  him  for  a  lesson.  .  ,  .  ,  . 

However  this  may  be,  certain  it  is  that  when  these  first 
fumes  had  mounted  to  Renzo’s  brain,  wine  and  words  con- 
tinued  to  flow,  one  down,  thè  other  up,  without  measure  or 
reason:  and  at  thè  point  where  we  have  left  him  he  had  got 
quite  beyond  his  powers  of  self-government.  He  felt  a  grea 
desire  to  talk  :  auditors,  or  at  least  men  present  whomhe  could 
imagine  such,  were  not  wanting;  and  for  some  time  also 
words  had  readily  occurred  to  him,  and  he  had  been  able 
to  arrange  them  in  some  sort  of  order.  But  by  degrees  his 
power  of  connecting  sentences  began  woefully  to  fari.  The 
thought  that  had  presented  itself  vividly  and  definitively  to 
his  mind,  suddenly  clouded  over  and  vanished  ;  while  thè  word 
he  wanted  and  waited  for,  was,  when  it  occurred  to  him,  m- 
applicable  and  unseasonable.  In  this  perplexity,  by  one  of 
those  false  instincts  that  so  often  rum  men,  he  would  again 
have  recourse  to  thè  fìagon;  but  any  one  with  a  grain  of 
sense  will  be  able  to  imagine  of  what  use  thè  flagon  was  to 

him  then.  , 

We  will  only  relate  some  of  thè  many  words  he  uttered  m 

this  disastrous  evening;  thè  others  which  we  omit  would  be 
too  unsuitable  ;  for  they  not  only  had  no  meamng,  but  made 
no  show  of  having  any— a  necessary  requisite  in  a  printed 

hook.  .  .  .  .11* 

‘Ah,  host,  host/  resumed  he,  followmg  him  with  his^  eye 

round’  thè  table,  or  under  thè  chimney-piece  ;  sometimes 
p-azing  at  him  where  he  was  not,  and  talking  all  thè  time  in 
thè  midst  of  thè  uproar  of  thè  party  :  ‘  What  a  landlord  you 
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are!  I  cannot  swallow  this  .  .  .  this  trìck  about  thè  name, 
surname,  and  business.  To  a  youth  like  me  !  ...  You  have 
not  behaved  well.  What  satisfaction  now,  what  advantage, 
what  pleasure  .  ,  .  to  put  upon  paper  a  poor  youth?  Don’t 
I  speak  sense,  gentlemen?  Landlords  ought  to  stand  by  good 
youths  .  .  .  Listen,  listen,  landlord;  I  will  compare  you  .  .  . 
because  .  .  .  Do  you  laugh,  eh  !  I  am  a  little  too  far  gone, 
I  know  .  .  .  but  thè  reasons  I  would  give  are  right  enough. 
Just  teli  me,  now,  who  is  it  that  keeps  up  your  trade?  Poor 
fellows,  isn’t  it?  See  if  any  of  these  gentlemen  of  thè  proda-, 
mations  ever  come  here  to  wet  their  lips/ 

*  They  are  all  people  that  drink  water/  said  one  of  Renzo’s 
neighbours. 

*  They  want  to  have  their  heads  clear/  added  another,  4  to 
be  able  to  teli  lies  cleverly/ 

‘Ah  ! J  cried  Renzo.  ‘  That  was  thè  poet  who  spoke  then. 
Then  you  also  understand  my  reason.  Answer  me,  then, 
landlord;  and  Ferrer,  who  is  thè  best  of  all,  has  he  ever  come 
here  to  drink  a  toast,  or  to  spend  a  quarter  of  a  farthing? 
And  that  dog  of  a  villain,  Don  .  .  .  Idi  hold  my  tongue,  be¬ 
cause  Tm  a  careful  fellow.  Ferrer  and  Father  Cr-r-r  .  .  . 
I  know,  they  are  two  worthy  men  ;  but  there  are  so  few  worthy 
men  in  thè  world.  The  old  are  worse  than  thè  young;  and  thè 
young  .  .  .  worse  again  than  thè  old.  However,  I  am  glad 
there  has  been  no  murdering;  fye;  cruelties  that  should  be 
left  for  thè  hangmairs  hands.  Bread;  oh  yes  !  I  got  some 
great  pushes,  but  ...  I  gave  some  away  too.  Room  ! 
plenty  !  long  live!  .  .  .  However,  even  Ferrer  .  .  .  some  few 
words  in  Latin  .  .  .  siés  baraòs  trapolorum  .  .  .  Cursed 
trick  !  Long  live  !...  justice  !  bread  !  Ah,  these  are  fair 
words  !...  There  we  wanted  these  comrades  .  .  .  when 
that  cursed  ton,  ton,  top,  broke  forth,  and  then  again  ton,  ton, 
ton.  We  did  not  flee  then,  do  you  see,  to  keep  that  signor 
curate  there  ...  I  know  what  Fm  thinking  about  ! J 

At  these  words  he  bent  down  his  head,  and  remained  some 
time  as  if  absorbed  in  some  idea  ;  he  then  heaved  a  deep  sigh, 
and  raised  a  face  with  two  piteous-looking  eyes,  and  such 
an  expression  of  disagreeable  and  stupid  grief,  that  woe  to 
him  if  thè  object  of  it  could  have  seen  him  at  that  moment. 
But  thè  wicked  men  around  him,  who  had  already  begun 
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to  divert  themselves  with  thè  impassioned  and  confuseti  elo- 
quèiice  of  Renzo,  now  hastened  to  ridicule  his  countenance 
tinctured  with  remorse  ;  thè  nearest  to  him  said  to  thè  others  : 

*  Look  at  him  ; J  and  all  turned  towards  thè  poor  f  ellow,  so 
that  he  became  thè  laughing-stock  of  thè  unruly  company. 
Not  that  all  of  them  were  in  their  perfect  senses,  or  in  their 
ordinary  senses,  whatever  they  might  be;  but,  to  say  thè 
truth,  none  of  them  had  gone  so  far  as  poor  Renzo  :  and  stili 
more,  he  was  a  countryman.  They  began,  first  one  and  then 
another,  to  provoke  him  with  foolish  and  immannerly  ques- 
tions,  and  jesting  ceremonies.  One  moment  he  would  seem 
to  be  offended,  thè  next,  would  take  thè  treatment  in  joke; 
now,  without  taking  notice  of  all  these  voices,  he  would  talk 
of  something  quite  different,  now  replying,  now  interrogating, 
but  always  by  starts  and  blunders.  Fortunately,  in  all  this 
extravagance,  he  had  preserved  a  kind  of  instinctive  careful- 
ness  not  to  mention  thè  names  of  persons,  so  that  even  that 
which  was  most  likely  to  be  firmly  fixed  in  his  memory  was 
not  once  uttered;  for  deeply  it  would  have  grieved  us  if  that 
name  for  which  even  we  entertain  a  degree  of  respect  and 
affection,  had  been  bandied  about,  and  become  thè  sport  of 
these  abandoned  wretches. 


CHAPTER  XV 


THE  landlord,  seeing  thè  game  was  lasting  too  long, 
and  being  carried  too  far,  had  approached  Renzo, 
and,  with  thè  greatest  politeness,  requesting  thè 
others  to  leave  hini  alone,  began  shaking  him  by  thè  arm, 
and  tried  to  make  him  understand,  and  persuade  him  that 
he  had  better  go  to  bed.  But  Renzo  could  not  forget  thè 
old  subject  o£  thè  name,  and  surname,  thè  proclamations,  and 
worthy  youths.  However,  thè  words  ‘bed*  and  ‘sleep/ 
repeated  in  his  ear,  wrought  some  kmd  of  impression  on 
bis  mind;  they  made  him  feel  a  little  more  distinctly  his 
need  of  what  they  signified,  and  produced  a  momentary 
lucid  interval.  The  little  sense  that  returned  to  his  mind, 
made  him,  in  some  degree,  sensible  that  most  of  his  com- 
panions  had  gene  :  as  thè  last  glimmering  torch  in  an 
illumination  shows  all  thè  others  extinguished.  He  made 
a  resolution;  placed  his  open  hands  upon  thè  table;  tried 
once  or  twice  to  raise  him  self  ;  sighed,  staggered,  and  at 
a  third  attempt,  supported  by  his  host,  he  stood  upon  his 
feet.  The  landlord,  steadying  him  as  he  walked  along, 
guided  him  from  between  thè  bendi  and  thè  table,  and  tak- 
ing  a  lamp  in  one  hand,  partly  conducted,  and  partly 
dragged  him  with  thè  other,  towards  thè  door  of  thè  stairs. 
Here,  Renzo,  on  hearing  thè  noise  of  thè  salutations  which 
were  shouted  after  him  by  thè  company,  hastily  turned 
round,  and  if  his  suppcrter  had  not  been  very  alert,  and 
held  him  by  thè  arm,  thè  evolution  would  have  ended  in  a 
heavy  fall:  however,  he  managed  to  turn  back,  and,  with 
his  unconfined  arm,  began  figuring  and  describing  in  thè 
air  sundry  salutes  like  a  running  knot. 

Let  us  go  to  bed  ;  to  bed/  said  thè  landlord,  pushing 
him  forward  through  thè  door;  and  with  stili  more  diffi- 
culty  drawing  him  to  thè  top  of  thè  narrow  wooden  staìr- 
case,  and  then  into  thè  room  he  had  prepared  for  him. 
Renzo  rejoiced  on  seeing  his  bed  ready;  he  looked  gra- 
ciously  upon  his  host,  with  eyes  which  one  moment  glistened 
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more  than  ever,  and  thè  next  faded  away,  like  two  fire-flies  : 
he  endeavoured  to  steady  himself  on  his  legs,  and  stretched 
out  his  hand  toward  his  host’s  cheek  to  take  it  between  his 
first  and  middle  fingers,  in  token  of  friendship  and  grati- 
tude,  but  he  could  not  succeed.  ‘  Brave  landlord/  he  at 
last  managed  to  stammer  out  :  ‘  now  I  see  that  you  are  a 
worthy  fellow:  this  is  a  kind  deed,  to  give  a  poor  youth  a 
bed  ;  but  that  trick  about  thè  name  and  surname,  that  wasn’t 
like  a  gentleman.  By  good  luck,  I  saw  through  it  .  .  / 

The  landlord,  who  little  thought  he  could  have  uttered 
anything  so  connected,  and  who  knew,  by  long  experience, 
how  men  in  such  a  condition  may  be  induced  more  easily 
than  usuai,  suddenly  to  change  their  minds,  was  determined 
to  take  advantage  of  this  lucid  interval,  to  make  another 
attempt. 

*  My  dear  fellow/  said  he,  with  a  most  coaxing  tone  and 
look,  ‘  I  didn’t  do  it  to  vex  you,  nor  to  pry  into  your  affairs. 
What  would  you  have?  There  are  thè  laws,  and  we  must 
obey  them;  otherwise  we  are  thè  first  to  suffer  thè  punish- 
ment.  It  is  better  to  satisfy  them,  and  .  .  .  After  all,  what 
is  it  all  about  ?  A  great  thing,  certainly,  to  say  two  words  ! 
Not,  however,  for  them,  but  to  do  me  a  favour.  Here, 
between  ourselves,  face  to  face,  let  us  do  our  business  :  teli  me 
your  name  .  .  .  and  then  go  to  bed  with  a  quiet  mind/ 

‘  Ah  rascal  !  ’  exclaimed  Renzo  :  ‘  Cheat  !  you  are  again 
returning  to  thè  charge,  with  that  infamous  name,  surname, 
and  business  !  * 

4  Hold  your  tongue,  simpleton,  and  go  to  bed/  said  thè 
landlord. 

But  Renzo  pursued  more  vehemently  :  ‘  I  understand  : 
you  are  one  of  thè  league.  Wait,  wait,  and  Idi  settle  it/ 
And  directing  his  voice  towards  thè  head  of  thè  stairs,  he 
began  to  shout  more  vociferously  than  ever,  ‘Friends!  thè 
landlord  is  of  thè  .  .  / 

‘  I  only  said  it  in  a  joke/  cried  he,  in  Renzo’s  face,  repuls- 
ing  him,  and  pushing  him  towards  thè  bed — ‘In  joke: 
didn’t  you  understand  that  I  only  said  it  in  joke?’ 

‘Ah!  in  joke:  now  you  speak  sensibly.  When  you  say 
in  joke  .  .  .  Tliey  are  just  thè  things  to  make  a  joke  of/ 
And  he  sank  upon  thè  bed. 
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‘Here;  tmdress  yourself,  and  be  quick/  said  thè  hosf; 
addmg  assistance  to  his  advice  ;  and  there  was  need  of  it. 
When  Renzo  had  succeeded  in  getting  off  his  waistcoat, 
thè  landlord  took  it,  and  put  his  hands  in  thè  pockets  to 
see  if  there  were.  any  money  in  them.  His  search  was 
successful;  and  thinking  that  his  guest  would  have  some- 
thmg  else  to  do  than  to  pay  him  on  thè  morrow,  and  that 
this  money  would  probably  fall  into  hands  whence  a  land¬ 
lord  would  not  easily  be  able  to  recover  any  share,  he 
resolved  to  risk  another  attempt. 

‘You  are  a  good  youth,  and  an  honest  man,  aren’t  you?’ 
said  he.  J  ’ 

Good  youth,  and  honest  man/  replied  Renzo,  vainly 
endeavouring  to  undo  thè  buttons  of  thè  clothes  which 
he  had  not  yet  been  able  to  take  off. 

*  Very  well/  rejoined  thè  host:  ‘just  settle,  then,  this 
little  account  ;  for  to-morrow  I  must  go  out  on  some 
business  .  .  / 

‘  That’s  only  fair/  said  Renzo:  ‘  Fm  a  fool,  but  Fm  honest 
.  .  .  But  thè  money  ?  Am  I  to  go  look  for  monev 
now!  .  .  /  J 

‘IFs  here/  said  thè  innkeeper;  and  calling  up  all  his 
practice,  patience,  and  skill,  he  succeeded  in  settling  thè 
account,  and  securing  thè  reckoning. 

‘Lend  me  a  hand  to  finish  undressing,  landlord/  said 
Renzo;  ‘Fm  beginning  to  feel  very  sleepy/ 

The  landlord  performed  thè  required  office:  he  then  spread 
thè  quilt  over  him,  and,  almost  before  he  had  time  to  say 
disdainfully,  Good  night  ! 9  Renzo  was  snoring  fast 
asleep.  Yet,  with  that  sort  of  attraction  which  sometimes 
mduces  us  to  contemplate  an  object  of  dislike  as  well  as 
of  affection,  and  which,  perhaps,  is  nothing  else  than  a 
desire  of  knowing  what  operates  so  forcibly  on  our  mind, 
he  paused,^  for  a  moment,  to  contemplate  so  annoying  a 
guest,  holding  thè  lamp  towards  his  face,  and  throwing  thè 
light  upon  it  with  a  strong  reflection,  by  screening  it  with 
his  hand,  almost  in  thè  attitude  in  which  Psyche  is  depicted, 
when  stealthily  regarding  thè  features  of  her  unknown 
consort,  Mad  blockhead  !■ — said  he,  in  his  mind,  to  thè 
poor  sleeper, — you’ve  certainly  taken  thè  way  to  look  for 
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it.  To-morrow  you’ll  be  able  to  teli  me  how  you  ve  liked 

it.  Clowns,  who  will  stroll  over  thè  world,  without  know- 
ing  whereabouts  thè  sun  rises,  just  to  bring  themselves  and 
their  neighbours  into  trouble! —  # 

So  saying,  or  rather  thinking,  he  withdrew  thè  hght, 
and  left  thè  room,  locking  thè  door  behind  him.  On  thè 
landing-place  at  thè  top  of  thè  stairs,  he  called  thè  land- 
lady,  and  bade  her  leave  thè  children  under  thè  care  of  a 
young  servant  girl,  and  go  down  into  thè  kitchen,  to  pre¬ 
side  and  keep  guard  in  his  stead.  £I  must  go  out,  than  s 
to  a  stranger  who  has  arrived  here,  to  my  misfortune,  saia 
he;  and  he  briefly  related  thè  annoying  circumstance.  He 
then  added  :  ‘  Have  your  eyes  everywhere;  and,  above  all, 
be  prudent  this  unfortunate  day.  There’s  a  group  of  licen- 
tious  fellows  down  below,  who,  between  drink  and  their 
own  inclination,  are  ready  enough  to  talk,^  and  will  say 
anything.  It  will  be  enough,  if  a  rash  ...  , 

‘Oh,  Fm  not  a  child;  and  I  know  well  enough  what  s 
to  be  done.  I  think  you  can’t  say  that,  up  to  this  time  .  .  . 

‘Well,  well;  and  be  sure  they  pay;  and  pretend  not  to 
hear  anything  they  say  about  thè  superintendent  of  pro^ 
visions,  and  thè  governor,  and  Ferrer,  and  thè  decurta™ \, 
and  thè  cavaliers,  and  Spain,  and  France,  and  such  fool- 
eries;  for  if  you  contradict  them,  you’ll  come  off  badly 
directly;  and  if  you  agree  with  them,  you  may  fare  badly 
afterwards  :  and  you  know  well  enough,  that  sometimes 
those  who  say  thè  worst  things  .  .  .  But  enough;  when 
you  hear  certain  sayìngs,  turn  away  your  head,  and  cry,  I  m 
coming, ”  as  if  somebody  was  calling  you  from  thè  other 
side  ;  Fll  come  back  as  quick  as  I  can/ 

So  saying,  he  went  down  with  her  into  thè  kitchen,  and 
gave  a  glance*  round,  to  see  if  there  was  anything  new  of 
consequencè  ;  took  down  his  hat  and  cloak  from  a  peg, 
reached  a  short,  thick  stick  out  of  thè  corner,  summed 
up,  in  one  glance  at  his  wife,  thè  instructions  he  had  given 
her,  and  went  out.  But  during  these  preparations,  he  had 
again  resumed  thè  thread  of  thè  apostrophe  begun  at 
Renzo’s  bedside;  and  continued  it,  even  while  proceeding 
on  his  walk. 

— -Obstinate  fellow  of  a  mountaineer  !— For,  however 


I  PROMESSI  SPOSI  255 

Renzo  was  determined  to  conceal  his  condition,  this  quali- 
fìcation  had  betrayed  itself  in  his  words,  pronunciation, 
appearance,  and  actions.— Stich  a  day  as  this,  by  good 
policy  and  judgment,  I  thought  to  have  come  off  clear;  and 
you  must  just  come  in  at  thè  end  of  it,  to  spoil  thè  egg  in  thè 
hatching.  Were  there  no  other  inns  in  Milan,  that  you  must 
just  light  upon  mine  ?  Would  that  you  had  even  lit  upon  il 
alone!  I  would  then  have  shut  my  eyes  to  it  to-night,  and 
to-morrow  morning  would  have  given  you  a  hint.  But,  my 
good  sir,  no;  you  must  come  in  company;  and,  to  do  better 
stili,  in  company  with  a  sheriff. — 

At  every  step  thè  innkeeper  met  either  with  solitary 
passengers,  or  persons  in  groups  of  three  or  four,  whisper- 
ing  together.  At  this  stage  of  his  mute  soliloquy,  he  saw 
a  patrol  of  soldiers  approaching,  and,  going  a  little  aside, 
peeped  at  them  from  under  thè  corner  of  his  eye  as  they  passed, 
and  continued  to  himself  There  go  thè  fool-chastisers! 
And  you,  great  ass,  because  you  saw  a  few  people  rambling 
about  and  making  a  noise,  it  must  even  come  into  your 
brain  that  thè  world  is  tuming  upside  down.  And  on  this 
fine  foundation  you  have  ruined  yourself,  and  are  trying 
to  ruin  me  too  ;  this  isn’t  fair.  I  did  my  best  to  save  you  ; 
and  you,  you  fool,  in  return,  have  very  nearly  made  a  dis¬ 
turbale  in  my  inn.  Now  you  must  get  yourself  out  of  thè 
scrape,  and  I  will  look  to  my  own  business.  As  if  I  wanted 
to  know  your  name  out  of  curiosity  !  What  does  it  matter 
to  me,  whether  it  be  Thaddeus  or  Bartholomew?  A  mighty 
desire  I  have  to  take  thè  pen  in  hand;  but  you  are  not  thè 
only  people  who  would  have  things  all  their  own  way.  I 
know,  as  well  as  you,  that  there  are  proclamations  which 
go  for  nothing:  a  fine  novelty,  that  a  mountaineer  should 
come  to  teli  me  that  !  But  you  don?t  know  that  proclama¬ 
tions  against  landlords  are  good  for  something.  And  you 
pretend  to  trave!  over  thè  land,  and  speak;  and  don’t  know 
that,  if  one  would  have  one’s  own  way,  and  carry  thè 
proclamations  in  one’s  pocket,  thè  first  thing  requisite  is 
not  to  speak  against  them  in  public.  And  for  a  poor  init- 
keeper  who  was  of  your  opinion,  and  didn’t  ask  thè  name 
of  any  one  who  happens  to  favour  him  with  his  company, 
do  you  know,  you  fool,  what  good  things  are  in  store  for 
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him?  Under  pain  of  three  hundred  crowns  to  any  one 
of  thè  aforesaid  landlords,  tavern-keepers,  and  others,  as 
above ;  there  are  three  hundred  crowns  hatched;  and  now 
to  spend  them  well;  to  be  applied,  two-thirds  to  thè  royal 
chamber,  and  thè  other  third  to  thè  accuser  or  infortner. 
what  a  fine  bait  !  And  in  case  of  inability ,  Uve  years  in 
thè  galleys,  and  greater  punishmenl,  pecuniary  or  corporal, 
ai  thè  will  of  his  Excellency.  Much  obliged  for  all  his 
favours. — 

At  these  words  thè  landlord  reached  thè  door  of  thè  court 
of  thè  high-sheriff.  . 

Here,  as  at  all  thè  other  secretaries’  offices,  much  busi¬ 
ness  was  going  forward.  Everywhere  they  were  engaged 
in  giving  such  orders  as  seemed  most  likely  to  pre-occupy 
thè  following  day,  to  take  away  every  pretext  for  discon- 
tent,  to  overcome  thè  boldness  of  those  who .  were 
anxious  for  fresh  tumults,  and  to  confimi  power  in  thè 
hands  of  those  accustomed  to  exercise  it.  .  The  soldiery 
round  thè  house  of  thè  superintendent  were  increased,  and 
thè  ends  of  thè  Street  were  blockaded  with  timber,  and 
barricaded  with  carts.  They  commanded  all  thè  bakers 
to  make  bread  without  intermission,  and  despatched  couriers 
to  thè  surrounding  country,  with  orders  to  send  corn  into 
thè  city  j  while  noblemen  were  stationed  at  every  bake- 
house,  who  repaired  thither  early  in  thè  morning  to  super- 
intend  thè  distribution,  and  to  restrain  thè  factious,  by 
fair  words,  and  thè  authority  of  their  presence.  But  to 
give,  as  thè  saying  is,  one  blow  to  thè  hoop  and  another 
to  thè  caslc,  and  to  render  their  cajolings  more  efficient 
by  a  little  awe,  they  thought  also  of  taking  measures  to 
seize  some  one  of  thè  seditious:  and  this  was  principally 
thè  business  of  thè  high-sheriff,  whose  temper  towards  thè 
insurrection  and  thè  insurgents  thè  reader  may  imagine, 
when  he  is  informed  of  thè  vegetable  fomentation  which 
it  was  found  necessary  to  apply  to  one  of  thè  organs  of  his 
metaphysical  profundity.  His  blood-hounds  had  been  in 
thè  field  from  thè  beginning  of  thè  riot:  and  this  self-styled 
Ambrogio  Fusella  was,  as  thè  landlord  said,  a  disguised 
under-sheriff,  sent  about  for  thè  express  purpose  of  cateh- 
ing  in  thè  act  some  one  whom  he  could  again  recognize, 
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whose  motions  he  could  watch,  and  whom  he  could  keep  in 
mind,  so  as  to  seize,  either  in  thè  quiet  of  thè  evening  or 
next  morning.  He  had  not  heard  four  words  of  Renzo’s 
harangue,  before  he  had  fixed  upon  him  as  a  capitai  object 
exactly  his  man.  Finding,  afterwards,  that  he  was  just 
fresh  from  thè  country,  he  had  attempted  thè  master-stroke 
of  conducting  him  at  once  to  thè  prison,  as  thè  safest  inn 
in  thè  city  ;  but  here  he  failed,  as  we  have  related.  He 
could,  however,  bring  back  certain  information  of  his 
name,  surname,  and  country;  besides  a  hundred  other  fine 
conjectural  pieces  of  information;  so  that  when  thè  inn- 
keeper  arrived  here  to  teli  what  he  knew  of  Renzo,  they 
were  already  better  acquainted  with  him  than  he.  He 
entered  thè  usuai  -  apartment,  and  deposed  that  a  str  anger 
had  arrived  at  his  house  to  lodge,  who  could  not  be  per- 
suaded  to  declare  his  name. 

‘You’ve  done  your  duty  in  giving  us  this  information/ 
said  a  criminal  notary,  laying  down  his  pen  :  f  But  we  know 
it  already/ 

— A  strange  mystery  ! — thought  thè  host  : — they  must  be 
wonderfully  clever  ! — 

4  And  we  know,  too/  continued  thè  notary,  *  this  revered 
name  !  ’ 

—The  name,  too!  how  have  they  managed  it  ? — thought 
thè  landlord  again. 

‘  But  you/  resumed  thè  other,  with  a  serious  face,  ‘  you 
don’t  teli  all,  candidly/ 

‘  What  more  have  I  to  say  ?  * 

*  Ha  !  ha  !  we  know  very  well  that  this  fellow  brought  to 
your  inn  a  quantity  of  stolen  bread — plundered,  acquired 
by  robbery  and  sedition/  ^ 

(  A  man  comes,  with  one  loaf  in  his  pocket  ;  do  you  think 
I  know  where  he  went  to  get  it?  for,  to  speak  as  on  my 
death-bed,  I  can  positively  affirm  that  I  saw  but  one  loaf. 

(  There  !  always  excusing  and  defending  yourself:  one 
would  think,  to  hear  you,  everybody  was  honest.  How 
can  you  prove  that  his  bread  was  fairly  obtained?^ 

(  Why  am  I  to  prove  it?  I  donyt  meddle  with  it;  I  am 
an  innkeeper/ 

4  You  cannot,  however,  deny  that  this  customer  of  yours 
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had  thè  temerity  to  utter  injurious  wotds  against  thè 
proclamations,  and  to  make  improper  and  shameful  jokes 
on  thè  arms  of  his  Excellency/ 

Pardon  me,  sir  :  how  can  he  he  cali  ed  my  customer, 
when  this  is  thè  first  time  I’ve  ever  seen  him?  Tt  was  thè 
devii  (under  your  favour)  that  sent  him  to  my  house:  and 
if  I  had  known  him,  you,  sir,  know  well  enough  1  should 
have  had  no  occasion  to  ask  his  name/ 

Well:  in  your  inn,  in  your  presence,  infiammato ry 
speeches  have  been  uttered,  unadvised  words,  seditious 
propositions  ;  murmurs,  grumbles,  outcries/ 

‘How  can  you  expect,  my  good  sir,  that  I  should  attend 
to  thè  extravagances  which  so  many  noisy  fellows,  talking 
all  at  thè  same  time,  may  chance  to  utter?  I  must  attend 
to  my  interest,  for  Fm  only  badly  off.  And  besides,  your 
worship  knows  well  enough  that  those  who  are  lavish  of 
their  tongues  are  generally  ready  with  their  fists  too,  par- 
ticularly  when  there  are  so  many  together,  and  .  .  / 

‘Ay,  ay;  leave  them  alone  to  talk  and  fight:  to-morrow 
you’ll  see  if  their  tricks  have  gone  out  of  their  heads. 
What  do  you  think  ?  * 

‘I  think  nothing  about  it/ 

‘That  thè  mob  will  have  got  thè  upper  hand  in  Milan?’ 

‘  Oh,  just  so/ 

‘We  shall  see,  we  shall  see/ 

‘I  understand  very  well:  thè  king  will  be  always  king; 
and  he  that  is  flned  will  be  fìned  :  but  thè  poor  father  of  a 
family  naturally  wishes  to  escape.  Your  honours  have  thè 
power,  and  it  belongs  to  you/ 

‘  Have  you  many  people  stili  in  your  house  ?  ’ 

‘A  world  of  them/ 

‘And  this  customer  of  yours,  what  is  he  doing?  Does 
he  stili  continue  to  be  clamorous,  to  excite  thè  people,  and 
arouse  sedition?* 

‘That  stranger,  your  worship  means:  he’s  gone  to  bed/ 

‘  Then,  you  Ve  many  people  .  .  .  Well,  take  care  not  to 
let  them  go  away/ 

— Am  I  to  be  a  constable? — thought  thè  landlord,  with- 
out  replying  either  negatively  or  affirmatively. 

‘Go  home  again,  and  be  careful/  resumed  thè  notary. 
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I  ^  — 

power"  ’  d°n,t  think  t{«t  justice  has  lost  its 

to^my  busine^e,lVen  S  Sake’  1  thmk  nothing:  I  only  attend 
‘wL°,drSOng:  youVe  never  anything  else  to  sav  ’ 

butZa>  dSe  W°Uld  y°Ur  ^  k-eemS:  sayT^truth  is 
ease  comeTo^  you^d^ha^S  ^  deposed;  if  the 

ìoa  to  jus'ce  ^  Wsj  sss  ai- 

«3"C  LoS'J' 1  ta«”  i  h». 

•Tafe  rare  ^S,’0,  °™  burines,- 

.ha.  rcamtali™SS  '£  «ili  be  inforni 

honour’s  himble  "S'  ”y  d“ty-  Y«">- 

By  break  of  day.  Renzo 

seven  hours,  and  was  stili  7f,  n  snoring  for  about 

iwo  rough  shakes  at  either  Im  an!?^  ^  Ss)eep’  when 
of  the  bed,  callins-  ‘Loren™  1  d  f-  V°1Ce  at  the  foot 
to  his  senses.  Helhook  bim«  smaglino  !  ’  recalled  him 

with  difficulty  opening  his  eves  sa  etched  his  ,arms.  and 
him  at  the  foot  of  the  bed  dress^^-  777  stancllng  before 
armed,  one  on  Ae  rieKd  Mack*  “d  two  °^rs 

pillow.  Between  suSse li  1  •  7»°"  the  Ieft  of  his 

stupidity  occasioni  u  y  aWake>  and  thè 

la  ta— £ 

said  thè  mm  S  fté" blaS"  elòak'  th”"'0  Tn‘ma«li”<> ? ' 
night  before.  'Up“o  the„.  ’  J"y  ”°*ary  of  ,h» 
'Lorenao  Trt£,X>r “if  E”L“d -Th'.."!? 

ss;. What  d°  *»  **  wh^'udo“at 

b,lMsSUok;,<Sf  a^S  Tl-dÌr't!ly  '  said  »«  «* 

wno  stood  at  his  side,  takmg  him  again  by  the  arm. 
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(iou  .  « 

•Ah,  eh!  what  oppressi»»  is  «U»?'  ' ^  ^ 

drawing  his  arai.  j:;ind‘r['r  ^  ^  sh;rt?’  said  tlie  bailiff 

<  Shall  we  carry  him  off  m  nis  smn 

again,  looking  towards  thè  notary.  <  they’ll  do  so, 

‘Dkl  you  hear  that?’  said  he  to  ^nz^  they  ^ 
if  you  don’t  get  up  as  qmck  as  thought,  and  com 

<  A  ri  ri  what  f  Or  ?  ,  asked  RctlZO.  i  •  i  i_  4«Ì-fT  9 

T?C  ^Vn^rirrve0’ 1-  nXhSg;  and  l’m 

astonished  .  .  much  thè  better  for 

‘  So  mu?h  the  bett„er  be°disyrharged  with  two  words,  and 
you-  for  then  you  may  be  discnargeu  w 

s  K-Et.  —  «  *■ 

^  .e«  »  *** £  S-°!  tie  b*“S- 

‘LoreUr Tramaglino!’  said  thè  notary. 

‘How  do  y°utkrj:dmtyhenn”fàryrto  thè  bailiffs,  who  im- 

*  Hey  !  don’t  you  touch  a  hair  ot  an 

...  I  know  how  to  dress  myse  .  directly,’  said  the 

‘Then  dress  yourself,  and  get  up  directiy, 

notary.  ,  -p  n_n .  and  he  began,  in  fact, 

‘I’m  getting  up,  rephed  ;yere  scattered  here  and 

to  gather  up  his  ^  relics  of  a  shipwreck  on  the 

there  on  the  bed,  like  thè  himself  he  continued: 

shore.  And  begmning  to  d  h_sheriff,  not  I.  I’ve 

‘  But  I’m  not  mclined  to  go  t  g  t  this  affront 

nothing  to  do  with  him.  S£ceJnduc^d  toyFerrer.  I  know 

S"  llnJ ‘1.  hrt  a  gentleman,  and  he’s  nnder  some 

°“fe°ye“  » «4  fellow,  yen  “ 

Ferrer,’  replied  thè  notary.  I  &  osai;  but  this 

would  have  iaughed  heart  y  comi„g  hither,  he  had 

was  not  a  time  for  merriment.  couid  not  easily 

noticed  in  the  streets  a  move  old  insUrrection  not 
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entirely  suppressed,  or  thè  beginning  of  a  new  one:  thè 
streets  were  full  of  people,  some  walking  in  parties,  some 
standing  in  groups.  And  now,  without  seeming  to  do  so, 
or  at  least  trying  not  to  show  it,  he  was  anxiously  listen- 
ing,  and  fancied  that  thè  murmur  continued  to  increa.se. 
This  made  him  desirous  to  get  off;  but  he  also  wished 
to  take  Renzo  away  willingly  and  quietly  ;  since,  if 
he  had  declared  war  against  him,  he  could  not  have 
been  sure,  on  reaching  thè  Street,  of  not  finding  three 
to  one  against  him.  He,  therefore,  winked  at  thè  bailiffs 
to  have  patience,  and  not  to  irritate  thè  youth,  while  he 
also  endeavoured  to  soothe  him  with  fair  words.  Renzo 
busied  himself,  while  dressing  as  quickly  as  possible,  in 
recalling  thè  confused  remembrances  of  thè  day  before,  and 
at  last  conjectured,  with  tolerable  certainty,  that  thè 
proclamation,  and  thè  name  and  stimarne,  must  be  thè 
cause  of  this  disagreeable  occurrence;  but  how  ever  did 
this  fellow  know  his  name?  And  what  on  earth  could 
have  happened  that  night,  for  justice  to  have  gained  such 
confidence  as  to  come  and  lay  hands  on  one  of  those  honest 
youths  who,  only  thè  day  before,  had  such  a  voice  in  thè 
assembly,  and  who  could  not  all  be  asleep  now?  for  he  also 
observed  thè  increasing  bustle  in  thè  Street.  He  looked  at 
thè  countenance  of  thè  notary,  and  there  perceived  thè 
irresolution  which  he  vainly  endeavoured  to  conceal.  At 
last,  as  well  to  satisfy  his  conjectures,  and  sound  thè 
officers,  as  to  gain  time,  and  even  attempt  a  blow,  he.said, 
*  I  understand  well  enough  thè  origin  of  all  this  ;  it  is  all 
from  love  of  thè  name  and  surname.  Last  night  I  certainly 
was  a  little  muddled:  these  landlords  have  sometimes  very 
treacherous  wines  ;  and  sometimes,  as  I  say,  you  know, 
when  wine  passes  through  thè  medium  of  words,  it  will 
have  its  say  too.  But  if  this  is  all,  I  am  now  ready  to  give 
you  every  satisfaction  ;  and,  besides,  you  know  my  name 
already.  Who  on  earth  told  you  it?’ 

‘  Bravo,  my  boy,  bravo  !  ’  replied  thè  notary,  coaxingly  ; 
‘I  see  you’ve  some  sense;  and  believe  me,  who  am  in  thè 
business,  that  you’re  wiser  than  most.  It  is  thè  best  way 
of  getting  out  of  thè  difficulty  quickly  and  easily;  and  with 
such  good  dispositions,  in  two  words  you  will  be  dismissed 
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and  set  at  liberty.  But  I,  do  yoti  see,  my  good  fellow,  have 
my  hands  tied  ;  I  cannot  release  you,  as  I  should  like  to 
do.  Come,  be  quick,  and  come  along  with  a  good  heart; 
for  when  they  see  who  you  are  .  .  .  and  then  I  will 
teli  .  .  .  Leave  it  to  me  .  .  .  Enough;  be  quick,  my  good 
fellow/ 

4  Ah  !  you  cannot  !  I  understand/  said  Renzo  ;  and  he 
continued  to  dress  himself,  repulsing,  by  signs,  thè  intima- 
tions  of  thè  bailiffs,  that  they  would  carry  him  off  if  he 
were  not  very  expeditious. 

4  Shall  we  pass  by  thè  square  of  thè  cathedral?  *  asked  he. 

‘Wherever  you  like;  thè  shortest  way,  to  set  you  thè 
sooner  at  liberty/  said  thè  notary,  vexed  in  his  heart,  that 
he  must  let  this  mysterious  inquiry  of  Renzo’s  pass,  which 
might  have  served  as  thè  subject  for  a  hundred  interroga- 
tives. — When  one  is  born  to  be  unfortunate! — thought  he. 
— Just  see;  a  fellow  falls  into  my  hands,  who,  plainly 
enough,  likes  nothing  better  than  to  talk;  and  if  he  could 
have  a  little  time,  he  would  confess  all  one  wants,  without 
thè  aid  of  a  rope — extra  formam ,  to  speak  academically, 
in  thè  way  of  friendly  chit-chat;  thè  very  man  to  take  to 
prison  ready  examined,  without  his  being  at  all  aware  of 
it;  and  he  must  just  fall  into  my  hands  at  this  unfortunate 
moment.  Well  !  there’s  no  help  for  it, — he  continued,  listen- 
ing  attentively,  and  tossing  his  head  backwards — there’s  no 
remedy;  it’s  likely  to  be  a  worse  day  than  yesterday. — 
What  gave  rise  to  this  thought,  was  an  extraordinary 
noisè  he  heard  in  thè  Street,  and  he  could  not  resist  open- 
ing  thè  window  to  take  a  peep  at  it.  He  saw  that  it  was  a 
group  of  citizens,  who,  on  being  required  by  a  patrol  of 
soldiers  to  disperse,  had  at  first  given  angry  words  in 
reply,  and  had  finally  separated  in  murmuring  dissatisfac- 
tion;  and,  what  appeared  to  thè  notary  a  fatai  sign,  thè 
soldiers  behaved  to  them  with  much  civility.  Having  closed 
thè  window,  he  stood  for  a  moment  in  perplexity,  whether 
he  should  finish  his  undertakìng,  or  leave  Renzo  in  thè 
care  of  thè  two  bailiffs,  while  he  ran  to  thè  high-sheriff  to 
give  him  an  account  of  his  difficulty. — But, — thought  he, 
directly, — they’ll  set  me  down  for  a  coward,  a  base  rascal, 
who  ought  to  execute  orders.  We  are  in  thè  ball-room, 
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Whàt  a  miseratile 

£?t?  r 

let  us  be  off.tnd  makfhasTé.’  C°UraSe’  !lke  a  good  fe,,ow; 

nown^;>?,OWrr’  TaS  feelin?’  lookin?-  thinking.  He  was 
”n  one  "and  ìnT  ’  his  jacket'  which  he  hdd 

‘  Oho  I  >  said  'he,  lookfajl.X  n'otryì‘k‘1  'Z/tSs 

“;lgS5rsr:  ‘here  th-  •»-  p»«!  Mè®; 

rj-s  **?’  -r 

cuted.  Let  us  go,  let  us  go.’  P  perIy  exe' 

No,  no,  no/  said  Renzo,  shaking  his  head-  ‘ that  wnn’t 
do;  I  want  my  money,  my  sood  sir  T  WOnt 

of  my  doings  ;  bui  I  JanfJ? mo’ey  >  ^  “  aCC°Unt 

•he  notare^  7àwS  oJTÒ/'EÌ  S  “V*  q“ick'’  !aid 
«ic.es  ha„Zf  tilt  Re/c/Sh  SSTEo 

SS  htS.SsSd‘7?,  Ìn‘°.  “S  ^  »««e“ng 
£r“c  53  ^s:;srdi? 

while  Renzo  was  putting  on  his  iacket  cd  +0i  ■ 
his  hat,  thè  notary  beckoned  to  one  of  thè  Sifffì"1*!  "5 

ing-'‘AndrthTshhlg  ^  ibtCÌe^  and  While  Renzo  was  say- 
ing,  And  this  blessed  landlord,  where  is  he  fled  to?’  tL 

certain  instmments  cald  n  £°  ^  h»  wrists  with 

co“SSd”'.e”‘^Ìn  P'S  ,“^»srS!Sfff.8UTSheset 

S'-sr-  assra  ^ 
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reauires  it— they  consisted  of  a  small  cord,  a  little  longef 
San  thè  usuai  size  of  a  wrist,  having  at  thè  ends  two 
little  bits  of  wood— two  tallies,  so  to  say— two  sma 
straight  pegs.  The  cord  encircled  thè  wrist  of  thè  patient, 
the  pieces^f  wood,  passed  through  thè  middle  and  third 
fingers  were  shut  up  in  thè  hand  of  thè  captor,  so  that  by 
'  twfsting  them,  he  could  tighten  thè  bandage  at  Polire, 
and  thus  he  possessed  means,  not  only  of  securi 
prisoner,S  but  also  of  torturing  thè  refractory;  to  do  which 
more  effectuaìly,  thè  cord  was  full  of  knots.  .  u.  - 

rLzo  struggied,  and,  cried,  ‘What  treachery  is  this? 

T  But  thTnotary"  who  "had  fair  words  at  hand  on  every 
digreeable  oci’sion,  replied,  ‘Have  Prence .  they  only 
do  their  duty.  What  would  you  have?  They  are  on  y 
formalities  ;  and  we  can’t  always  treat  people  as  we  wou  d 
wish.  If  we  don’t  do  as  we’re  bid,  it  will  fare  badly  witti 
iiq  and  worse  with  you.  Have  patience  ! 

While  he  was  speaking,  thè  two  bailiffs  gave  a  sudden 
twitch  at  thè  handcuffs.  Renzo  bore  it  as  a  restive  horse 
bears  thè  ierk  of  a  severe  bit,  and  exclaimed,  Patience. 

‘Brave  youth!’  said  thè  notary;  ‘this  ìs  the  best  way  o 
cettins  off  well.  What  would  you  have?  It  ìs  an  annoy- 
ance  I  know;  but  if  you  behave  well,  you’ll  very  soon  be 
rid  Óf  it.  And,  since  I  see  that  you’re  well-disposed  and 
I  feel  inclined  to  help  you,  I’il  give  you  another  littfcpMe 
of  advice  for  your  good.  You  may  believe  me,  for  Im 
practted  in  these  matters;-go  straightforward,  w.thou 
fooking  about,  or  attracting  observation;  so  no  one  wil  ■ 
notice  you,  no  one  will  observe  what  you  are,  andyou  wi 
preserve  your  honour.  An  hour  hence  you  will  be  set  at 
liberty.  There  is  so  much  to  be  done,  that  they,  too,  wi 
be  in  a  hurry  to  have  done  with  you;  and,  besides,  I 
<;neak  You  shall  go  about  your  own  business,  and 
nobody  will  know  that  you’ve  been  in  thè  hands  of  justice 
And  you,’  continued  he,  turning  to  thè  two  bailiffs  with  a 
severe  countenance,  ‘take  care  you  don’t  do  him  any  harm; 
for  I  will  protect  him.  You  are  obliged  to  do  your  duty; 
but  remember  that  this  is  an  honest  man,  a  civil  youth 
who  will  shortly  be  at  liberty,  and  who  has  some  regara 
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for  his  honour.  Let  nothing  appear  but  that  you  are  three 
honest  men  walking  together/  And,  in  an  imperative  tone, 
and  with  a  threatening  look,  he  concluded:  £  You  under  stand 
me  ? 9  He  then  turned  to  Renzo,  his  brow  smoothed,  and 
his  face  rendered,  in  an  instant,  more  cheerful  and  pleas- 
ant,  which  seemed  to  say,  ‘  What  capitai  friends  we  are  ! 9 
and  whispered  to  him  again,  ‘  Be  careful  ;  do  as  I  teli  you  ; 
don’t  look  about  you;  trust  one  who  wishes  you  well;  and 
now  let  us  go/  And  thè  convoy  moved  off. 

Renzo,  however,  believed  none  of  these  fine  words;  nor 
that  thè  notary  wished  him  well  more  than  thè  bailiffs,  nor 
that  he  was  so  mighty  anxious  about  his  reputation, 
nor  that  he  had  any  intentioh  of  helping  him;  not  a  word 
of  all  this  did  he  believe:  he  understood  well  enough  that 
thè  good  man,  fearing  some  favourable  opportunity  for 
making  his  escape  might  present  itself  in  thè  way,  laid 
before  him  all  these  fiattering  inducements,  to  divert  him 
from  watching  for  and  profiting  by  it.  So  that  all  these 
exhortations  served  no  othef  purpose  than  to  determine 
Renzo  more  decidedly  on  a  course  which  he  had  indistinctly 
meditated,  viz.  to  act  exactly  contrary  to  them. 

Let  no  one  liereby  conclude  that  thè  notary  was  an  inex- 
perienced  novice  in  his  trade,  for  he  will  be  much  deceived. 
Our  historian,  who  seems  to  have  been  among  his  friends, 
says  that  he  was  a  matriculated  knave;  but  at  this  moment 
his  mind  was  greatly  agitated.  With  a  cairn  mind,  I  ven¬ 
ture  to  say,  he  would  have  laughed  at  any  one  who,  to 
induce  others  to  do  something  which  he  himself  mistrusted, 
would  have  gone  about  to  suggest  and  inculcate  it  so 
eagerly,  under  thè  miserable  pretence  of  giving  him  thè 
disinterested  advice  of  a  friend.  But  it  is  a  generai  ten- 
dency  of  mankind,  when  they  are  agitated  and  perplexed, 
and  discern  what  another  can  do  to  relieve  them  from 
their  perplexities,  to  implore  it  of  him  eagerly  and  perse- 
veringly,  and  under  all  kinds  of  pretexts;  and  when  villains 
are  agitated  and  perplexed,  they  also  fall  under  this  com¬ 
mon  rule.  Hence  it  is  that,  in  similar  circumstances,  they 
generally  make  so  poor  a  figure.  Those  masterly  inven- 
tions,  those  cunning  subtleties,  by  which  they  are  accus- 
tomed  to  conquer,  which  have  become  to  them  almost  a 
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second  nature,  and  which,  put  in  operation  at  thè  proper 
time,  and  conducted  with  thè  necessary  tranquillity  and 
serenity  of  mind,  strike  a  blow  so  surely  and  secretly,  and, 
discovered  even  after  thè  success,  receive  such  universa! 
appiause  ;  these,  when  their  unlucky  employers  are  in 
trouble,  are  hastily  and  tumultuously  made  use  of,  without 
either  judgment  or  dexterity;  so  that  a  third  party,  who 
observes  them  labouring  and  busying  themselves  in  this  man- 
ner,  is  moved  to  compassion  or  provoked  to  laughter;  and 
those  whom  they  attempt  to  impose  upon,  though  less  crafty 
than  themselves,  easily  perceive  thè  game  they  are  playing,  and 
gain  light  from  their  artifices,  which  may  be  turned  against 
them.  It  can  never,  therefore,  be  sufficiently  inculcated 
upon  knaves  by  profession,  always  to  maintain  their  sang 
froid ,  or,  what  is  better  stili,  never  to  get  themselves  into 
perplexing  circumstances. 

No  sooner,  therefore,  were  they  in  thè  Street,  than  Renzo 
began  to  look  eagerly  in  every  direction,  throwing  himself 
about,  bending  his  head  forward,  and  listening  attentively. 
There  was,  however,  no  extraordinary  concourse  ;  and 
though  a  certain  air  of  sedition  might  easily  be  discerned 
on  thè  face  of  more  than  one  passer-by,  yet  every  one  went 
straight  on  his  way;  and  of  sedition,  properly  speaking, 
there  was  none. 

4  Prudence  !  prudence  !  ’  murmured  thè  notary,  behind 
his  back  :  ‘  Your  honour,  your  reputation,  my  good  fellow  !  * 
But  when  Renzo,  listening  to  three  men  who  were  approach- 
ing  with  excited  looks,  heard  them  speaking  of  a  bake- 
house,  concealed  flour,  and  justice,  he  began  to  make  signs 
at  them  by  his  looks,  and  to  cough  in  such  a  way  as  indi- 
cated  anything  but  a  cold.  These  looked  more  attentively 
at  thè  convoy,  and  then  stopped  ;  others  who  carne  up, 
stopped  also  ;  others  who  had  passed  by ,  turned  round  on  hearing 
thè  nòise,  and  retracing  their  steps,  joined  thè  party. 

‘  Take  care  of  yourself;  prudence,  my  lad  ;  it  is  worse 
for  you,  you  see;  don’t  spoil  all:  honour,  reputation/  whis- 
pered  thè  notary.  Renzo  was  stili  more  intractable.  The 
bailiffs,  after  Consulting  with  each  other  by  a  look,  and 
thinking  they  were  doing  qui  te  right,  (everybody  is  liable 
to  err,)  again  twisted  thè  manacles. 
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‘Ah  !  ah  !  ah  !  ’  cried  thè  tortured  victim  :  thè  by-standers 
gathered  dose  round  at  thè  cry;  others  arrived  from  every 
part  of  thè  Street,  and  thè  convoy  carne  to  a  stand.  ‘  He  is 
a  dissolute  fellow,’  whispered  thè  notary  to  those  who  had 
gathered  around:  ‘A  thief  taken  in  thè  act!  Draw  back 
and  make  way  for  justice  !  ’  But  Renzo,  seeing  this  was  thè 
moment — seeing  thè  bailiffs  turn  white,  or  at  least  pale,-  If 
I  don’t  help  myself  now,— thought  he,— it’s  my  own  fault.— 
And  he  immediately  called  out,  ‘  My  friends  !  they  are 
carrying  me  off,  because  yesterday  I  shouted  “  Bread  and 
justice!”  I’ve  done  nothing;  I  am  an  honest  man!  help 
me;  don’t  abandon  me,  my  friends!’  .  .. 

A  murmur  of  approbation,  followed  by.  more  exphcit 
cries  in  his  favour,  arose  in  reply  ;  thè  bailiffs  first  com- 
manded,  then  asked,  then  begged  thè  nearest  to  make  way 
and  let  them  pass;  but  thè  crowd  only  continued  stili  more 
to  trample  and  push  forward.  The  bailiffs,  seeing  their- 
danger,  let  go  of  thè  manacles,  and  only  endeavoured  to 
lose  themselves  in  thè  throng,  so  as  to  escape  without 
observation.  The  notary  earnestly  longed  to  do  thè  same; 
but  this  was  more  difficult  on  account  of  his  black  cloak. 
The  poor  man,  pale  in  face  and  dismayed  in  heart,  tried 
to  make  himself  as  diminutive  as  possible,  and  writhed  his 
body  about  so  as  to  slip  away  through  thè  crowd;  but  he 
could  not  raise  his  eyes,  without  seeing  a  storm  gathering 
against  him.  He  tried  every  method  of  appearing  a 
stranger  who,  passing  there  by  chance,  had  found  himself 
entangled  in  thè  crowd,  like  a  bit  of  straw  in  thè  ice  ;  and 
encountering  a  man  face  to  face,  who  looked  at  him  fixedly 
with  a  more  terrible  countenance  than  thè  others,  he,  com~ 
posing  his  face  to  a  smile,  with  a  look  of  great  simplicity, 
demanded,  ‘What  is  all  this  stir?’ 

‘  Uh  !  you  ugly  raven  !  ’  replied  thè  man.  ‘  A  raven  !  a 
raven  !  ’  resounded  around.  Pushes  were  added  to  cries, 
so  that,  in  short,  partly  with  his  own  legs,  partly  by  thè 
elbows  of  others,  he  obtained  what  lay  nearest  to  his  heart 
at  that  moment,  a  safe  exit  from  thè  pressing  multitude. 


CHAPTER  XVI 


E  SCAPE,  escape,  my  good  fellow  !  here  is  a  convent; 
there  is  a  church;  this  way,  that  way/  was  heard 
by  Renzo  on  every  side.  As  to  escaping,  thè  reader 
may  judge  whether  he  would  have  need  of  advice  on  this 
head.  From  thè  fìrst  moment  that  thè  hope  of  extricating 
himself  from  thè  talons  of  thè  police  had  crossed  his  mind, 
he  had.begun  to  form  his  plans,  and  resolved,  if  he,  sue- 
ceedcd  in  this  one,  to  flee  without  delay,  not  only  out  of  thè 
city,  but  also  out  of  thè  duchy  of  Milan. — For, — thought  he, 
they  have  my  name  on  their  black  books,  however  on 
earth  theyVe  got  it;  and  with  my  name  and  surname,  they 
can  seize  me  whenever  they  like. — As  to  an  asylum,  he 
would  not  willingly  have  recourse  to  one,  unless,  indeed,  he 
were  reduced  to  extremity  For,  if  I  can  be  a  bird  of’the 
woods  — thought  he  again,— I  won’t  be  a  bird  of  thè  cage. 
—He  had  therefore  designed  as  his  limit  and  place  of 
refuge,  a  village  in  thè  territory  of  Bergamo,  where  his 
cousin  Bortolo  resided,  who,  thè  reader  may  remember,  had 
frequently  ,solicited  Renzo  to  remove  thither.  But  now  thè 
point  was  how  to  find  his  way  there.  Left  in  an  unknown 
pai  t  of  a  city  almost  equally  unknown,  Renzo  could  not  even 
teli  by  which  gate  he  should  pass  to  go  to  Bergamo-  and 
when  he  had  learnt  this,  he  stili  did  not  know  thè  way  to 
thè  gate.  He  stood  for  a  moment  in  doubt  whether  to  ask 
direction  of  his  liberators;  but  as,  in  thè  short  time  he  had 
had  for  refìection  on  his  circumstances,  many  strong  sus- 
picions  had  crossed  his  mind  of  that  obliging  sword-cutler, 
thè  father  of  four  children,  he  was  not  much  inclined  to 
reveal  his  intentions  to  a  large  crowd,  where  there  might 
be  others  of  thè  sanie  stamp;  he  quickly  decided,  there¬ 
fore,  to  get  away  from  that  neighbourhood  as  fast  as  he 
could;  and  he  might  afterwards  ask  his  way  in  a  part  where 
nobody  would  know  who  he  was,  or  why  he  asked 
it.  Merely  saying,  then,  to  his  deliverers,  ‘  Thank  you, 
thank  you,  my  friends:  blessings  on  you!'  and  escaping 
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throueh  thè  space  that  was  immediately  cleared  for  hirn, 
he  took  to  hisPheels,  and  off  he  went,  up  one.  little  Street, 
and  down  another,  running  for  some  tiniewithoutknow- 
ing  whither.  When  he  thought  he  was  far  en0^  °  > 
he  slackened  his  pace,  not  to  excite  ^1^,  and  ^ 
looking  around  to  choose  some  person  of  whom  hecouia 
'“he some  face  tot  wdd 

But  Bere,  »l»o,  there  was  need  o£  cautton.  J..  ■’  /. 

in  itself  was  suspicious;  time  pressed;  thè  bailiffs,  ìmn 
diatelv  on  making  their  escape  from  this  rencontre,  wou  d 

Z&X *»««  r ■*  0f  ,lhd  KT  »d'  in*such 

of  his  flight  mìght  even  have  reached  hither.  and  m 

a  concourse  Renzo  might  carefully  scrutinile  a  dozen  phy- 

hehmà  his  back  thè  prominent  corpulency  of  this  person 

„o  ectias  bS«d  thè  doorwa,,  and  supportine  hts 

“d  tlfC™  hi*  ™rCCTh“°S  sL.  W,  who,  .0  say 

^  s%nr  irK 

tìoSrSWi«  sh.which direct.» 

I  should  take  to  go  to  Bergamo.  ,  , 

‘To  go  to  Bergamo?  The  Porta  Orientale. 
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‘Thank  y°u,  sir:  and  to  thè  Porta  Orientale?’ 

r  "" 

AnJnt1  r"  d°VS[r;  1  know  the  rest-  Heaven  reward  you  ’ 
him  H;hAWe?  Y  ‘Y  Way  that  had  been  pohited  out  to 
parin,  in 

pafsJdZbvrr?ed  Y6  -S?are  0f  the.  cathedral,  crossed  it, 
or?  y  .  ^eaP  cinders  and  extinguished  combustibles 

à”sl.edCOrid  ‘Vefe i  »f  «"e  ta,f£,  a,  „S hfhS 
ap'f  d  J  day  before;  he  then  passed  along  the  flight  of 

We  ofthegrrYYthl7/YdraI’.  Md  Saw  a^ain  tbe  hake- 
diers  •  stili  li  utche*  balf  demohshed,  and  guarded  by  sol- 

hri  ad  a  LYlvYYee  Y0nWfdi.and;  by  the  street  which 

of  thV  dy  trav<;rsed  with  the  crowd,  arrìved  in  front 
,Ll  COrtnt  °f  the  CaPuchins,  where,  glancing  atX 

sTh  lThat  Y-  UrCh'Y°r’  hC  Said  t0  himself  with  a  deep 
bid  mo  Th  1  fr+ia*r  yfS: terday  §'ave  me  g°od  advice,  when  he 
tIlere _ g°  Wai  ln  tbe  church,  and  employ  myself  profìtably 

wh?chhehLSd0tPoPed  3  m°Tnt  -t0  reconnoitre  thè  gate  through 

sii  rs  0„  PfSSti;-  and  Sedng;  eV6n  at  that  distance,  tnany 
soidiers  on  guard,  his  ìmagination  also  being  rather  over 

unsenY’-t  Yl!6  f,USt  pÌty  him;  for  he  had  had  enough  to 
passale  He/  5  a  d  Y  rePu§'nance  at  encountering  the 

where"  wiS  thè  1  T’  Y  *  plaCe  °f  refuSe  close  a‘  hand, 
heeti  ’  11  th  t  e  _etter  of  recommendation,  he  would  have 

Bnt \T  -ÌTVed;  and  he  fdt  Stron?ly  tempted  to  enter T 
bird  of  iUIckIy  *umm°ned  UP  hls  courage,  and  thought:— A 
b  •  ,  °*th<:  w°°ds>  as  lQng  as  I  can.  Who  knows  me?  Cer- 

nieces  fZ  bai  lffS  C;U,n0t  have  divided  themselves  into  enough 
Lhind  hi,n0toeseéU  YptCh  f°r  mC  at  6Very  S^—He  lookfd 
saw  nei  er  IhZ  hey  WCre  C°mmg  in  that  direction,  and 

of  lihu  /e  /  ’  T  My  °ne  Wh0  seenied  t0  be  taking  notice 
of  him.  He,  therefore,  set  off  again,  slackened  the  nace  of 

htve6  ,Unf°rtunate  lcj8s  which,  with  their  own  good  wil/ would 
have  kepi  constantly  on  the  run,  when  it  was  much  better 
ny  to  walk;  and,  proceedmg  leisurely  along,  whistling  in 
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an  under-tone,  he  arrived  at  thè  gate.  Just  at  thè  entrance 
there  was  a  party  of  police-officers,  together  witi  ^ 
forcement  of  Spanish  soldiers;  but  these  all  had  their  atten- 
tion  directed  to  thè  outside,  to  forbid  entrance  to  such  as 
hearing  thè  news  of  an  insurrection,  would  flock  thither  lite 
vultures  to  a  deserted  field  of  battle;  so  that  Renzo  qmetly 
walking  on,  with  his  eyes  bent  to  thè  ground,  and  with  a 
lit  between  that  of  a  traveder  and  a  common  passenger 
oassed  thè  threshold  without  any  one  speaking  a  word  to 
him:  but  his  heart  beat  violently.  Seeing  a  little  Street *° 
thè  right,  he  took  that  way  to  avoid  thè  high  road  and  con- 
tinued  his  course  for  some  time  before  he  ventured  to  loo 

r°Oif  he  went;  he  carne  to  cottages  and  villages,  chicli  he 
passed  without  asking  their  names:  he  felt  certain  of  getting 
away  from  Milan,  and  hoped  he  was  going  towards  Berg^®°> 
and  this  was  enough  for  him  at  present.  From  time  to  time 
he  kept  glancing  behind  him,  while  walking  onwards,  occa- 
sionally  looking  at  and  rubbing  one  or  other  of  his  w|-ists 
which  were  stili  a  little  benumbed,  and  marked  with  a  red  line 
from  thè  pressure  of  thè  manacles.  His  thoughts  were,  as 
every  one  may  imagine,  a  confused  medley  of  repentance, 
disputes,  disquietude,  revenge,  and  other  more  en  ei 
inss-  it  was  a  wearying  endeavour  to  recali  what  he  had 
safd  and  done  thè  night  before,  to  unravel  the  n^stenous 
nart  of  his  mournful  adventures,  and,  above  all,  how  they 
had  managed  to  discover  his  name.  His  suspicions  naturally 
fell  on  thè  sword-cutler,  to  whom  he  remembered  havmg 
spoken  very  frankly.  And  retracing  thè  way  in  which  he  had 
drawn  hitn  into  conversation,  together  with  his  whole  be- 
haviour,  and  those  proffers  which  always  ended  m  wis  ing 
to  know  something  about  him,  his  suspicions  were  changed 
aLost  to  ce”  ainty  He  had,  besides,  some  faint  recollec  ion 
io  chatter  after  th.  dep^.u^ f  of  tht ^ 
but  with  whom?  guess  it,  ye  crickets;  of  what?  his 
soite  of  his  efforts,  could  not  teli  him  this:  it  could  only  ìe- 
mind  him  that  he  had  not  been  at  all  himself  that  evenmg. 
The  poor  fellow  was  lost  in  these  speculations  :  he  wa  like  a 
man  who  has  affixed  his  signature  to  a  number ^of  blank . 
mute,  and  committed  them  to  thè  care  of  one  he  esteemed 
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and  k°nourabIe>  and  haviiig  discovered  him  to  be  a 
shufflmg  meddler,  wishes  to  ascertain  thè  state  of  his  affairs 
What  can  he  discover?  It  fa  a  chaos.  Another  nainfu 
speculatimi  Was  how  to  form  some  design  for  thè  future  that 
would  not  be  a  merely  aèrial  project,  or  at  least  a  melancMy 

N  ^  howev5r*  be  became  stiI1  more  anxious  about 
ven  Z  U  War’  ^  after  WalkinS  for  some  distance  at  a 
VP/h  '(hi!  saw-  necessity  of  making  some  inquiries. 
et  he  felt  particularly  reluctant  to  utter  thè  word  ‘Ber- 

gamo,  as  if  there  were  something  suspicious  or  dangerous  in 
thè  name  and  could  not  bring  himself  to  pronounce  it  He 

Milan  óf  ?hTfier;t0  aSk  directi°n’  as  he  had  bef°re  done  at 
Miian,  of  thè  first  passenger  whose  countenance  suited  his 
fancy,  and  he  shortly  met  with  one 

‘You  are  out  of  thè  road/  replied  his  guide;  and  havine 
thought  a  moment,  he  pomted  out  to  him,  partly  by  words  and 
partly  by  gestures,  thè  way  he  should  take  to  regain  thè  high 
tofoH  ?r  thfnked  him  for  his  directions,  and  pretendi 

with  hi  D  y  aTfY  takbg  the  Way  he  had  Mcated, 
tbe  lntention  of  almost  reaching  the  public  road,  and 

a  fàr  a10U  °mlngrflght  °f  k’  t0  kcCp  Para,lel  with  its  course 
as  far  as  possible,  but  not  to  set  foot  within  it.  The  design 

was  easier  to  conceive  than  to  effect,  and  the  result  wfs, 
that  by  gomg  thus  from  nght  to  left  in  a  zigzag  course,  partly 
ollowmg  thf  directions  he  obtained  by  the  way,  partly  cor- 
recting  them  by  his  own  judgment,  and  adapting  them  to  his 
intentions,  and  partly  allowing  himself  to  be  guided  by  the 
miles  he,  trav®rsed’  our  fugitive  had  walked  perhaps  twelve 

and  ^Wt  C1r  6  ^  HOt  m°re  than  six  distallt  from  Milan; 
and  as  to  Bergamo,  it  was  a  great  chance  if  he  were  not 

methorlT/  fr° u !t  He  begaU  at  last  t0  Perceive  that  by  this 
fìndhnm  never  come  to  an  end,  and  determined  to 

find  out  some  remedy.  The  pian  that  occurred  to  his  mind 

A  ®  to  ,get, ‘i!6  nanf,  °f  SOme  vilIage  b°rdering  on  the  con- 
ìes  which  he  could  reach  by  the  neighbouring  roads  :  and 
by  asking  his  way  thither,  he  could  collect  information,  with- 
out  leaymg  behind  him  the  name  of  Bergamo,  which  seemed 
to  h  m  to  savour  so  strongly  of  flight,  escape,  and  crime. 

While  ruminatmg  on  the  best  way  of  obtaining  these 
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instructions  without  exdting  suspicion,  he  saw  a  bush  hang- 
ing  over  thè  door  of  a  solitary  cottage  just  outside  a  little 
village.  He  had  for  some  time  felt  thè  need  of  recruiting 
his  strength,  and  thinkìng  that  this  would  be  thè  place  to 
serve  two  purposes  at  once,  he  entered.  There  was  no  one 
within  but  an  old  woman,  with  her  distaff  at  her  side,  and  thè 
spindle  in  her  hand.  He  asked  for  something  to  eat,  and 
was  offered  a  little  stracchino 1  and  some  good  wine  ;  he  gladly 
accepted  thè  food,  but  excused  himself  from  taking  any  wine, 
feeling  quite  an  abhorrence  of  it,  after  thè  errors  it  had 
made  him  guilty  of  thè  night  before  ;  and  then  sat  down,  beg- 
ging  thè  old  woman  to  make  haste.  She  served  up  his  meal 
in  a  moment,  and  then  began  to  tease  her  customer  with  in- 
quiries,  both  about  himself,  and  thè  grand  doings  at  Milan,  thè 
report  of  which  had  already  reached  here.  Renzo  not  only 
contri ved  to  parry  and  elude  her  inquiries  with  much  dex- 
terity,  but  even  profited  by  thè  difficulty,  and  made  thè  curi- 
osity  of  thè  old  woman  subservient  to  his  intentions,  when  she 
asked  him  where  he  was  going  to. 

*  I  have  to  go  to  many  pìaces/  replied  he  :  ‘  and  if  I  can 
find  a  moment  of  time,  I  want  to  pass  a  little  while  at  that 
village,  rather  a  large  one,  on  thè  road  to  Bergamo,  near  thè 
border,  but  in  thè  territory  of  Milan  .  .  .  What  do  they  cali 
it  ?  ’ — There  must  be  one  there,  surely, — thought  he,  in  thè 
mean  while. 

4  Gorgonzola  you  mean/  replied  thè  old  woman. 

f  Gorgonzola  !  *  repeated  Renzo,  as  if  to  imprint  thè  word 
better  on  his  memory.  ‘  Is  it  very  far  from  here?’  resumed 
he. 

eI  don’t  know  exactly;  it  may  bc  ten  or  twelve  miles.  If 
one  of  my  sons  were  here,  he  could  teli  you/ 

*  And  do  you  think  I  can  go  by  these  pleasant  lanes  without 
taking  thè  high  road  ?  There  is  such  a  dust  there  !  such  a 
shocking  dust  !  It’s  so  long  since  it  rained  ! ’ 

*1  fancy  you  can:  you  can  ask  at  thè  first  village  you 
come  to,  after  turning  to  thè  right/  And  she  named  it. 

‘  That’s  well/  said  Renzo  ;  and  rising,  he  took  in  his  hand 
a  piece  of  bread  remaining  from  his  scanty  meal,  of  a  very 
different  quality  to  that  which  he  had  found  thè  day  before 
1  A  kind  of  soft  cheese. 
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at  thè  foot  of  thè  cross  of  San  Dionigi;  and  paying  thè 
reckoning,  he  set  off  again,  following  thè  road  to  thè  right 
hand.  By  taking  care  not  to  wander  from  it  more  than  was 
needful,  and  with  thè  name  of  Gorgonzola  in  his  mouth,  he 
proceeded  from  village  to  village,  until,  about  an  hour  before 
sunset,  he  arrived  there. 

During  his  walk,  he  had  resolved  to  make  another  stop 
here,  and  to  take  some  rather  more  substantial  refresh- 
ment.  His  body  also  craved  a  little  rest;  but  rather  than 
gratify  this  desire,  Renzo  would  have  sunk  in  a  swoon  upon 
thè  ground.  He  proposed  gaining  some  information  at  thè 
inn  about  thè  distance  of  thè  Adda,  to  ascertain  dexterously 
if  there  was  any  cross-road  that  led  to  it,  and  to  set  off 
again,  even  at  this  hour,  immediately  after  his  repast.  Born 
and  brought  up  at  thè  second  source,  so  to  say,  of  this  river, 
he  had  often  heard  it  said,  that  at  a  certain  point,  and  for 
some  considerable  distance,  it  served  as  a  boundary  between 
thè  Milanese  and  Venetian  States;  he  had  no  very  distinct 
idea  of  where  this  boundary  commenced,  or  how  far  it  ex- 
tended;  but,  for  thè  present,  his  principal  object  was  to  get 
beyond  it.  If  he  did  not  succeed  in  reaching  it  that  evening, 
he  resolved  to  walk  as  long  as  thè  night  and  his  strength 
would  allow  him,  and  afterwards  to  wait  thè  approaching 
day  in  a  field,  or  a  wilderness,  or  wherever  God  pleased,  pro- 
vided  it  were  not  an  inn. 

After  walking  a  few  paces  along  thè  Street  at  Gorgon¬ 
zola,  he  noticed  a  sign,  entered  thè  inn,  and  on  thè  land- 
lord’s  advancing  to  meet  him,  ordered  something  to  eat, 
and  a  small  measure  of  wine;  thè  additional  miles  he  had 
passed,  and  thè  time  of  day,  having  overcome  his  extreme 
and  fanatical  hatred  of  this  beverage.  ‘  I  must  beg  you 
to  be  quick/  added  he;  *  for  Tm  obliged  to  go  on  my  way 
again  very  soon.’  This  he  said  not  only  because  it  was 
thè  truth,  but  also  for  fear  thè  host,  imagining  that  he 
was  going  to  pass  thè  night  there,  should  come  and  ask 
him  his  name  and  surname,  and  where  he  carne  from,  and 
on  what  business  ...  But  enough  ! 

The  ìandlord  replied  that  he  should  be  waited  upon  imme¬ 
diately;  and  Renzo  sat  down  at  thè  end  of  thè  table,  near  thè 
^  door,  thè  usuai  place  of  thè  bashful. 
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Some  loungers  o£  thè  village  had  assembled  in  thìs  room, 
who,  after  having  argued  over,  and  discussed,  and  com- 
mented  upon,  thè  grand  news  from  Milan  of  thè  preceding 
day,  were  now  longing  to  know  a  little  how  matters  were 
going  on  ;  thè  more  so,  as  their  first  information  was  rather 
fitted  to  irritate  their  curiosity  than  to  satisfy  it  ;  a  sedition, 
neither  subdued  nor  triumphant;  suspended,  ràther  than  ter- 
minated,  by  thè  approach  of  night;  a  defective  thing;  thè 
conclusion  of  an  aet,  rather  than  of  a  drama.  One  of  these 
detached  himself  from  thè  party,  and  seating  himself  by  thè 
new  corner,  asked  him  if  he  carne  from  Milan. 

‘I  ?’  said  Renzo,  in  a  tone  of  surprise,  to  gain  time  for  a 
reply. 

‘  You,  if  thè  question  is  allowable/ 

Renzo,  shaking  his  head,  compressing  his  lips,  and  uttering 
an  inarticulate  sound,  replied;  'Milan,  from  what  I  hear 
.  .  .  from  what  they  say  around  .  .  .  is  not  exactly  a  place  to 
go  at  present,  unless  in  case  of  great  necessity/ 

'Does  thè  uproar  continue,  then,  to-day?’  demanded  his 
inquisitive  companion  more  eagerly. 

(  I  must  have  been  there  to  know  that/  said  Renzo. 

'  But  you — don’t  you  come  from  Milan  ?  * 

‘  I  come  from  Liscate/  replied  thè  youth,  promptly,  who, 
in  thè  mean  while,  had  decided  upon  his  reply.  Strictly 
speaking,  he  had  come  from  there,  because  he  had  passed  it  ; 
and  he  had  learnt  thè  name  from  a  traveder  on  thè  road,  who 
had  mentioned  that  village  as  thè  first  he  must  pass  on  his 
way  to  Gorgonzola. 

4 Oh!’  said  his  friend,  in  that  tone  which  seems  to  say: 
You’d  have  dorte  better  if  you  had  come  from  Milan;  but 
patience.  '  And  at  Liscate/  added  he,  '  did  you  hear  nothing 
about  Milan  ?  ’ 

'There  may  very  likely  have  been  somebody  who  knew 
something  about  it/  replied  thè  mountaineer,  'but  I  heard 
nothing/  And  thìs  was  proffered  in  that  particuìar  manner 
which  seems  to  mean:  Fve  finished.  The  querist  returned 
to  his  party,  and  a  moment  afterwards,  thè  landlord  carne 
to  set  out  his  meal. 

'  How  far  is  it  from  here  to  thè  Adda  ?  ’  asked  Renzo,  in  an 
under-tone,  with  thè  air  of  one  who  is  half  asleep,  and  an 
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indifferent  manner,  sudi  as  we  bave  already  seen  him  assume 
on  some  other  occasions. 

‘  To  thè  Adda — to  cross  it  ? 9  said  thè  host. 

f  That  is  .  .  .  yes  .  .  .  to  thè  Adda/ 

‘  Do  you  want  to  cross  by  thè  bridge  of  Cassano,  or  thè 
Ferry  of  Canonica?’ 

*  Oh,  I  don’t  mind  where  ...  I  only  ask  f rom  curi- 
osity/ 

‘  Well,  I  mention  these,  because  they  are  thè  places  gentle- 
men  generally  choose,  and  people  who  can  give  an  account 
of  themselves/ 

‘  Very  well;  and  how  far  is  it?  ’ 

‘You  may  reckon  that  to  either  one  or  thè  other,  it  is 
somewhere  about  six  miles,  more  or  less/ 

‘  Six  miles!  I  didn’t  know  that,’  said  Renzo.  ‘Well/ 
resumed  he,  with  a  stili  greater  air  of  indifference,  almost 
amounting  to  affectation,  *  well,  I  suppose  there  are  other 
places  for  Crossing,  if  anybody  is  inclined  to  take  a  short 
cut?  ’ 

‘  There  are,  certainly/  replied  thè  landlord,  fixing  his  eyes 
upon  him  with  a  look  full  of  malicious  curiosity.  This  was 
enough  to  silence  all  thè  other  inquiries  which  ouf  youth 
had  ready  on  his  lips.  He  drew  his  piate  before  him,  and, 
looking  at  thè  small  measure  of  wine  which  thè  landlord  had 
set  down  on  thè  table,  said,  ‘  Is  thè  wine  pure  ?  ’ 

*  As  gold/  said  thè  host  ;  ‘  ask  all  thè  people  of  thè  village 
and  neighbourhood,  for  they  know  it;  and,  besides,  you  can 
taste  yourself.’  So  saying,  he  turned  towards  his  other  cus- 
tomers. 

‘  Plague  on  these  landlords  ! 9  exclaimed  Renzo  in  his  heart  ; 
‘  thè  more  I  know  of  them,  thè  worse  I  find  them/  How- 
ever,  he  began  to  eat  very  heartily,  listening  at  thè  same 
time,  without  appearing  to  pay  any  attention,  to  see  what  he 
could  learn,  to  discover  what  was  thè  generai  impression  here 
about  thè  great  event  in  which  he  had  had  no  little  share; 
and,  above  all,  to  ascertain  if,  amongst  these  talkers,  there 
was  one  honest  man,  of  whom  a  poor  fellow  might  venture 
to  make  inquiries,  without  fear  of  getting  into  a  scrape,  and 
being  forced  to  talk  about  his  own  doings. 

‘  But/  said  one,  ‘  this  time,  it  seems  clear  thè  Milanese 


^  /  f 

ZahtfJ°  brint?  nb,0Ut  a  very  good  thillS-  Well  ;  to-morrow 
at  latest,  we  shall  know  something  9  9 

;i’m  sorry  I  didn’t  go  to  Milan  this  morning,’  said  another 
If  you  go  to-morrow,  FU  g0  with  you’  said  a  thiZ  « 
w. Il  V  sedano, he,- and  I,- Sm  ano, S™:  *  *  “ 

rt.M^-11  Want  to,know>’  resumed  tEe  first,  ‘  is,  whether 
these  Milanese  gentlemen  will  think  of  us  poor  peonie  oS 

selves  C1n’  °r  /  they’,n  °nIy  get  g00d  laws  madePforPthem- 
elves.  Do  you  know  how  they  do,  eh  ?  They  are  all  oroud 

ChrTstianT>ery  ““  ^  hÌmsdf  ;  and  we  stran^rs  mightn't  be 

We’ve  mouths,  too,  either  to  eat,  or  to  give  our  own 
opimons,  said  another,  with  a  voice  as  modest  as  thè  mono- 

further^8'  ButSh;  7^”  ,things  have  §'onc  a  little 

‘TW’V  B  uk  Jld  n0t  thmk  fit  t0  finish  tl>e  sentence 
Theres  corn  hidden,  not  only  at  Milan ,  another  was 

begmnmg,  with  a  dark  and  designing  countenance  wLn 
hey  heard  thè  trampling  of  a  horse  approaching  they  '  a 
to  thè  door,  and  having  discovered  who  it  was  he’y  all  wen 
ou  to  meet  him.  It  was  a  Milanese  merchant wh^ge  eS y 

I  r  *'  t  B$il,hì!  T  !" »'  *1-5=  "m"s 

a  year  to  Bergamo  on  business;  and  as  he  almost  alwavs 

ances  Thev^o  COmpan/ ,there’  they  were  all  his  acquaini 
anotwì/  7/  cr°wded  around  him;  one  took  his  bridle 
nother  his  stirrup,  and  saluted  him  with,  ‘  Welcome  ’  ’ 

l  m  glad  to  see  you/ 

*Have  you  had  a  good  journey?’ 

‘Very  good;  and  how  are  you  all  ? 5 

VPretty  well,  pretty  well.  What  news  from  Milan?’ 

Ah .  you  are  always  for  news/  said  thè  merchant  di*, 
mounting,  and  leasing  his  horse  in  thè  care  of  a  boy  ‘And" 
besides,  continued  he,  entering  thè  door  with  thè  rest  of 
thè  party,  ‘by  this  time  you  know  it,  perhaps,  better  thanl 

‘  I  assure  you  we  know  nothing,’  said  more  than  one  lav- 
mg  his  hand  on  his  heart.  ’  y 

c‘Is  /  possible?’  said  the  merchant.  *  Then  you  shall  hear 
some  fine  ...  or  rather,  some  bad  news  Hev  ìanrìwn  * 
my  usuai  bed I  at  liberty?  Very  well;  a  glass  of  wine  Md’mv 
usuai  meal;  be  quick,  for  I  must  go  to  bed  early,  and  set  off 
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to-morrow  morning  very  early,  so  as  to  get  to  Bergamo 
bv  dinner-time.  And  you,’  continued  he,  sittmg  down  at 
thè  opposite  end  of  thè  table  to  where  Renzo  was  seated 
silently  but  attentively  listening,  ‘you  dont  know  about  all 
thè  diabolical  doings  of  yesterday?  ; 

‘  Yes  we  heard  something  about  yesterday. 

‘You  see  now  !  ’  rejoined  thè  merchant;  ‘you  know  thè 
news.  I  thought,  when  you  are  stationed  here  all  day,  to 
watch  and  sound  everybody  that  Comes  by  .  .  ■’ 

‘But  to-day:  how  have  matters  gone  to-day? 

<  Ah,  to-day.  Do  you  know  nothing  about  to-day  ? 

‘  Nothing  whatever;  nobody  has  come  by.’ 

‘Then  let  me  wet  my  lips;  and  afterwards  111  teli  you 
about  everything.  You  shall  hear.’  Having  filled  his  glass 
he  took  it  in  his  right  hand,  and,  lifting  up  his  mustachios 
with  thè  first  two  fingers  of  his  left,  and  then  setthng  his 
beard  with  thè  palm,  he  drank  it  off,  and  continued: 

‘  There  was  little  wanting,  my  worthy  fnends  to  make  to- 
day  as  rough  a  day  as  yesterday,  or  worse.  I  can  scarcely 
believe  it  true  that  I  am  here  to  teli  you  about  it,  for  I 
once  put  aside  every  thought  of  my  journey,  to  stay  and  take 

care  of  my  unfortunate  shop.’  „ 

‘What  was  thè  matter,  then?’  said  one  of  his  auditors. 

‘  What  was  thè  matter  ?  you  shall  hear.’  And,  carving 
thè  meat  that  was  set  before  him,  he  began  to  eat  at  thè 
sanie  time  continuing  his  narration.  The  crowd,  standmb 
at  both  sides  of  thè  table,  listened  to  him  with  open  mouths  ; 
and  Renzo,  apparently  giving  no  heed  to  Y*at 
listened,  perhaps,  more  eagerly  than  any  of  thè  others,  as 
he  slowly  finished  thè  last  few  mouthfuls.  . 

<  This  morning,  then,  those  rascals  who  made  such  a  horri- 
ble  uproar  yesterday,  repaired  to  thè  appomted  places  o 
meeting  (there  was  already  an  understandmg  between  them 
and  everything  was  arranged)  ;  they  United  together  and 
began  again  thè  old  story  of  going  from  Street  to  Street, 
shouting  to  collect  a  crowd.  You  know  it  is  like  when  one 
sweeps  a  house— with  respect  be  it  spoken— thè  heap  of  du 
increases  as  one  goes  along.  When  they  thoug  t  ey 
assembled  enough  people,  they  set  off  towards  thè  house  of 
thè  superintendent  of  provisions;  as  ìf  thè  treatment  t  y 
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gave  him  yesterday  was  not  enough,  to  a  gentleman  of  his 
character— thè  villains  !  And  thè  lies  they  told  about  him  ! 
All  inventions:  he  is  a  worthy,  exact  gentleman;  and  I  may 
say  so,  for  I  am  very  intimate  with  him,  and  serve  him  with 
cloth  for  his  servanti  livery.  They  proceeded  then  towards 
this  house  ;  you  ought  to  see  what  a  rabbie,  and  what  faces  : 
just  fancy  their  having  passed  my  shop,  with  faces  that  .  .  . 
thè  Jews  of  thè  Via  Crucis  are  nothing  to  them.  And  such 
things  as  they  uttered  !  enough  to  make  one  stop  one’s  ears,  if 
it  had  not  been  that  it  might  have  turned  to  account  in  dis- 
covering  one.  They  went  forward  then  with  thè  kind  inten- 
tion  of  plundering  thè  house,  but .  .  /  Here  he  raised  his  left 
hand  and  extended  it  in  thè  air,  placing  thè  end  of  his  thumb 
on  thè  point  of  his  nose. 

‘  But?  9  said  almost  all  his  auditors. 

‘  But/  continued  thè  merchant,  (  they  found  thè  Street 
blockaded  with  planks  and  carts,  and  behind  this  barricado, 
a  good  file  of  soldiers,  with  their  guns  levelled,  and  thè  butt- 
ends  resting  on  their  shoulders.  When  they  saw  this  prepara- 
tion  .  ,  .  What  would  you  have  done  ?  * 

*  Turned  back.’ 

*To  be  sure;  and  so  did  they.  But  just  listen  if  it  wasn’t 
thè  devii  that  inspired  them.  They  reached  thè  Cordusio,  and 
there  saw  thè  bake-house  which  they  wanted  to  plunder  thè 
day  before:  here  they  were  busy  in  distributing  bread  to 
their  customers;  there  were  noblemen  there,  ay,  thè  very 
flower  of  thè  nobility,  to  watch  that  everything  went  on  in 
good  òrder;  but  thè  mob  (they  had  thè  devii  within  them,  I 
teli  you,  and  besides,  there  were  some  whispering  in  their 
ears,  and  urging  them  on),  thè  mob  rushed  in  furiously; 
“  seize  away,  and  I  will  seize  too  in  thè  twinkling  of  an 
eye,  noblemen,  bakers,  customers,  loaves,  benches,  counters, 
troughs,  chests,  bags,  sieves,  bran,  flour,  dough,  all  were 
turned  upside  down/ 

f  And  thè  soldiers  ?  9 

The  soldiers  had  thè  vicar’s  house  to  defend;  one  cannot 
sing  and  carry  thè  cross  at  thè  sanie  time.  It  was  all  done 
in  thè  twinkling  of  an  eye,  I  teli  you:  off  and  away;  every¬ 
thing  that  could  be  put  to  any  use  was  carried  off.  And  then 
they  proposed  again  thè  beautiful  scene  of  yesterday— drag- 
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ging  thè  rest  to  thè  square,  and  making  a  bonfire.  They  had 
already  begun — thè  villains!— to  carry  some  things  out  of 
thè  house,  when  one  greater  villain  than  thè  rest— what  do 
you  think  was  thè  proposai  he  made  ?  ’ 

‘  What?’- 

‘  What  !  to  make  a  pile  of  everything  in  thè  shop,  and  to 
set  fire  to  thè  heap  and  thè  house  together.  No  sooner  said 
than  done  .  .  / 

‘  Did  they  set  fire  to  it  ?  ’ 

‘Wait.  A  worthy  man  of  thè  neìghbourhood  had  an  in- 
spiration  from  Heaven.  He  ran  up-stairs,  sought  for  a 
crucifix,  found  one,  and  hung  it  in  front  of  one  of  thè  Win¬ 
dows;  then  he  took  two  candles  which  had  been  blessed,  lit 
them,  and  set  them  outside,  on  thè  window-sill,  one  on  each 
side  of  thè  crucifix.  The  mob  looked  up.  It  must  be  owned, 
there  is  stili  some  fear  of  God  in  Milan  ;  everybody  carne  to 
their  senses.  At  least,  I  mean  most  of  them  ;  there  were  some, 
certainly,  devils  enough  to  have  set  fire  to  Paradise,  for  thè 
sake  of  plunder  ;  but,  finding  that  thè  crowd  was  not  of  their 
opinion,  they  were  obliged  to  abandon  their  design,  and 
keep  quiet.  Just  fancy  now  who  arrived— all  their  Graces 
of  thè  Cathedral,  in  procession,  with  thè  cross  elevated,  and 
in  their  canonical  robes;  and  my  lord  thè  Arch-presbyter 
began  preaching  on  one  side,  and  my  lord  thè  Penitentiary 
on  thè  other,  and  others  again,  scattered  here  and  there: 
“  But,  good  people  ;  what  would  you  do  ?  is  this  thè  example 
you  set  your  children?  go  home,  go  home;  you  shall  have 
bread  at  a  low  price;  if  you’ll  only  look  you’ll  see  that  thè 
rate  is  pasted  up  at  every  corner/’ ’ 

‘  Was  it  so  ? 9 

fWhat?  was  it  so?  Do  you  think  that  their  Graces  of 
thè  Cathedral  would  come,  in  their  magnificent  robes,  to  teli 
them  falsehoods  ?  ’ 

4  And  what  did  thè  people  do?  9 

‘  They  dispersed  by  degrees  ;  some  ran  to  thè  corners  of  thè 
streets,  and  for  those  who  could  read,  there  was  thè  fixed 
rate,  sure  enough.  What  do  you  think  of  it?  eight  ounces  of 
bread  for  a  penny.’ 

4  What  good  luck  ! 9 

i  The  proof  of  thè  'pudding  is  in  thè  eating.  How  much 
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flour  do  you  think  they  have  wasted  yesterday  and  this 
morning?  Enough  to  support  thè  Duchy  for  two  months/ 

‘  Then  they’ve  made  no  good  laws  for  us  in  thè 
country  ? 9 

‘  What  has  been  done  at  Milan  is  entirely  at  thè  expense 
of  thè  city.  I  don't  know  what  to  say  to  you:  it  must  be  as 
God  wills.  Fortunately,  thè  sedition  is  finìshed,  for  I 
haven’t  told  you  all  yet;  here  Comes  thè  best  part/ 

‘What  is  there  besides?’ 

‘  Only,  that,  last  evening,  or  this  morning,  Fin  not  sure 
which,  many  of  thè  leaders  have  been  seized,  and  four  of 
them,  it  is  known,  are  to  be  hung  dìrectly.  No  sooner  did 
this  get  abroad,  than  everybody  went  home  thè  shortest 
way,  not  to  run  thè  risk  of  becoming  number  five.  When 
I  left  Milan,  it  looked  like  a  convent  of  friars/ 

‘  But  will  they  really  hang  them  ?  ’ 

‘  Undoubtedly,  and  quickly,  too/  replied  thè  merchant. 

‘  And  what  will  thè  people  do  ? J  asked  thè  same  inter- 
rogator  as  had  put  thè  other  question. 

‘The  people  will  go  to  see  them/  said  thè  merchant. 
‘They  had  such  a  desire  to  see  a  Christian  hanging  in  thè 
open  air,  that  they  wanted — thè  vagabonds  ! — to  despatch 
thè  superintendent  of  provisions  in  that  way.  By  this  ex- 
change  they  will  have  four  wretches,  attended  with  every 
formality,  accompanied  by  Capuchins,  and  by  friars  of 
thè  buona  morte:2  but  they  deserve  it.  It  is  an  interference 
of  Providence,  you  see;  and  iPs  a  necessary  thing.  They 
were  already  beginning  to  divert  themselves  by  entering 
thè  shops,  and  helping  themselves  without  paying;  if  they’d 
let  them  go  on  so,  after  bread,  wine  would  have  had  its 
turn,  and  so  on  from  thing  to  thing.  .  .  .  You  may  imagine 
whether  they  would  abandon  so  convenient  a  practice,  of 
their  own  free  will.  And  I  can  teli  you,  that  was  no  very 
pleasant  thought  for  an  honest  man  keeping  a  shop/ 


2  *  A  denomination  usually  given  to  thè  monks  of  thè  order  of  St.  Paul, 
thè  first  hermit.  They  are  called  Brothers  of  death,  Fratres  à  morte ,  on 
account  of  a  figure  of  a  Death’s  head  which  they  were  always  to  have  with 
them,  to  remind  them  continually  of  their  last  end.  This  order,  by  its 
constitutions,  made  in  1620,  does  not  seem  to  have  been  established  long 
before  Pope  Paul  V.  Louis  XIII.,  in  1621  permitted  them  to  settle  in 
France.  The  order  was,  probably,  suppressed  by  Pope  Urban  Vili,  ine 
fraternity  of  death  buries  such  dead  as  are  abandoned  by  their  relations, 
and  causes  masses  to  be  celebrated  for  them.* 
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*  Certainly  not/  said  one  of  his  hearers.  *  Certainly  not/ 
replied  thè  rest,  in  chorus. 

‘  And/  continued  thè  merchant,  wiping  his  beard  with  thè 
table-cloth,  *  it  had  all  been  projected  for  some  timer  there 
was  a  league,  you  know/ 

‘  A  league,  was  there  ?  ’ 

*  Yes,  there  was  a  league.  All  cabals  formed  by  thè 
Navarrines,  by  that  French  Cardinal  there,  you  know,  with 
a  half-Turkish  name,  who  every  day  contrives  something 
fresh  to  annoy  thè  court  of  Spain.  But,  above  all,  he  aims 
at  playing  some  trick  in  Milan;  for  he  knows  well  enough 
— thè  knave — that  thè  strength  of  thè  king  lies  there/ 

‘  Ay/ 

*  Shall  I  give  you  a  proof  of  it?  Those  whoVe  made  thè 
greatest  noise  were  strangers  ;  there  were  faces  going  about 
which  had  never  before  been  seen  in  Milan.  By  thè  by,  I 
forgot  to  teli  you  one  thing  which  was  told  me  for  certain. 
The  police  had  caught  one  of  these  fellows  in  an  inn  .  .  .* 
Renzo,  who  had  not  lost  a  single  syllable  of  this  conversa- 
tion,  was  taken  with  a  cold  shudder  on  hearing  this  chord 
touched,  and  almost  slipped  under  thè  table  before  he 
thought  of  trying  to  contain  himself.  No  one,  however, 
perceived  it;  and  thè  speaker,  without  interrupting  his 
relation  for  a  moment,  had  continued  :  *  They  don’t  exactly 
know  where  he  carne  from,  who  sent  him,  nor  what  kind 
of  man  he  was,  but  he  was  certainly  one  of  thè  leaders. 
Yesterday,  in  thè  midst  of  thè  uproar,  he  played  thè  very 
devii;  and  then,  not  content  with  that,  he  must  begin  to 
harangue  thè  people,  and  propose— a  mere  trifle  ! — to  mur¬ 
der  all  thè  nobility  !  The  great  rascal  !  Who  would 
support  thè  poor  if  all  thè  nobles  were  killed?  The  police, 
who  had  been  watching  him,  laid  hands  upon  him;  they 
found  on  his  person  a  great  bundle  of  letters,  and  were 
leading  him  away  to  prison,  but  his  companions,  who  were 
keeping  guard  round  thè  inn,  carne  in  great  numbers,  and 
delivered  him — thè  villain  ! 9 

'And  what  became  of  him?’ 

*  R  isn’t  known  ;  he  may  be  fìed,  or  he  may  be  concealed 
in  Milan  :  they  are  people  who  have  neither  house  nor  home, 
and  yet  find  lodging  and  a  place  of  refuge  everywhere; 
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however,  though  thè  devii  can  and  wi  1  help  them,  yet  they 
niay  fall  into  thè  hands  of  justice  when  they  least  expect 
it-for  when  thè  pear  is  ripe  it  must  fall.  For  thè  presenti 
it’is  well  known  that  thè  lettera  are  in  possession  of  gov- 
ernment,  and  that  thè  whole  conspiracy  is  therein  descnbed; 
and  they  say  that  many  people  are  implicated  m  it.  I 
much  is  certain,  that  they  have  turned  Mdan  upside  down 
and  would  have  done  much  worse.  It  is  said  that  thè  bakers 
are  rogues:  I  know  they  are;  but  they  ought  to  b£  bunS 
in  the  course  of  justice!  They  say  there_  is  corti  hidden; 
who  doesn’t  know  that?  But  it  is  the  busmess  of  the  gav- 
ernment  to  keep  a  good  look-out  to  bf>nS  xt  ^nd 

to  hang  thè  monopolists  in  company  with  thè  bakers.  And 
if  goverhment  does  nothing,  thè  city  ought  to  remonstrate, 
and  if  they  don’t  listen  thè  first  time,  remonstrate  agam 
for  bv  dint  of  appeals  they  will  get  what  they  want;  but 
not  adopt  thè  villainous  practice  of  furiously  entenng  shops 

and  warehouses  to  get  booty.  ,  T  e(j 

Renzo’s  small  meal  had  turned  mto  poison.  It  seemed 
like  an  age  before  he  could  get  out  of,  and  away  f rum,  thè 
inn  and  thè  village;  and  a  dozen  times,  at  least,  he  bad  sa^ 
to  himself  :  ‘  Now  I  may  surely  go.  But  thè  fear  ot 

exciting  suspicion,  now  increased  beyond  measl[1^  “u 
orevailing  over  every  other  thought,  had  kept  him  stili 
nailed  to  his  seat.  In  this  perplexity  he  th°u£lt  tlXj  ^d  / 
terer  must  at  last  stop  talking  about  him,  and  deXerI,11“6g  b_ 
his  own  mind  to  make  his  escape  as  soon  as  another  sub 

^^Fo^tiiu'reason,’  said  one  of  thè  party,  ‘knowing  how 
these  things  go,  and  that  honest  men  fare  but  badly  in  such 
SrlanS8;  «wto't  Ut  my  «nosU,  conquer,  and 
Tiave  therefore,  remained  quietly  at  nome. 

‘Neither  would  I  move,  for  thè  same  reason,’  said 

an‘°readded  a  third,  ‘if  I  had  happened  by  chance  to  be 
at  Milan,  I  would  have  left  any  business  whatever  unfin- 
ished,  and  have  returned  home  as  qmckiy  as  possiWe^  I 
have  a  wife  and  children;  and,  besides,  to  teli  thè  truth, 

d°At  'this ^moment  thè  landlord,  who  had  been  eagerly 
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the  rest>  advanced  towards  thè  other  end  of 
thè  table  to  see  what  thè  stranger  was  doing.  Renzo  seized 

account°rseUtded  'iT^r8  t0  the  host’  asked  for  his 

count,  settled  ìt  without  dispute,  though  his  nurse  wa<? 

directlv  toTh  Ty  l0W;  a"d  without  further  delay,  went 
not  t  '  tm-n  ^l  d°°k  passed  the  threshoId>  and  taking  care 
arrived  sTt  oTV  tl  r°ad  as  that  b>'  ^hich  he  had 
guidante  of  Providence.°PP°SIte  trustin£  t0  the 


CHAPTER  XVII 

ONE  wish  is  often  enough  to  allow  a  man  no  peace; 

what,  then,  must  two  have  been— one  at  war  with 
,  j  ot^er?  Our  poor  Renzo,  as  thè  reader  knows, 

nad  had  two  such  conflicting  desires  in  his  mind  for  sev- 
eral  hours  ;  thè  wish  to  make  his  escape,  with  thè  wish  to 
remain  undiscovered;  and  thè  unfortunate  words  of  thè 
merchant  had  increased  both  one  and  thè  other  to  an  ex- 
travagant  degree.  His  adventure,  then,  had  got  abroad! 
rhere  were  means,  then,  employed,  to  seize  him!  Who 
knew  how  many  bailìfifs  were  in  thè  field  to  give  him  chase! 
or  what  orders  had  been  forwarded  to  keep  a  watch  in  thè 
villages,  at  thè  inn,  on  thè  roads  !  He  reflected,  however, 
that,  after  ali,  there  were  but  two  bailiffs  who  knew  him,' 
and  that  his  name  was  not  written  upon  his  forehead;  but 
then,  again,  a  hundred  stories  he  had  heard  rushed  into  his 
mmd,  of  fugitives  caught  and  discovered  in  many  strange 
ways,  recognized  by  their  walk,  by  their  suspicious  air, 
and  other  unthought  of  tokens:  everything  excited  his 
alarm.  Although,  as  he  left  Gorgonzola,  thè  tolling  of  thè 
Avemaria  sounded  in  his  ears,  and  thè  increasing  dark- 
ness  every  moment  diminished  his  danger,  yet  it  was  very 
unwillingly  that  he  took  thè  high  road,  proposing  to  follow 
thè  first  by-lane  which  seemed  likely  to  bring  him  to  thè 
point  he  was  so  anxious  to  reach.  At  first,  he  occasionally 
met  a  traveder;  but  so  full  was  his  imagination  of  direful 
apprehensions,  that  he  had  not  courage  to  detain  any  one 
to  inquire  his  way. — That  innkeeper  said  six  miles, — 
thought  he.— If,  by  taking  these  foot-paths  and  by-lanes,  I 
make  them  eight,  or  even  ten,  my  legs,  which  have  lasted 
me  so  far,  will  manage  these  too.  I’m  certainly  not  go~ 
ing  towards  Milan,  so  I  must  be  going  towards  thè  Adda, 
Walk  a  way,  then;  sooner  or  later,  I  shall  get  there.  The 
Adda  has  a  good  voice;  and  when  once  I’m  near  it,  I 
shan't  want  anvbody  to  point  it  out  to  me.  If  any  boat 
is  there,  FU  cross  directly  ;  if  not,  ITI  wait  till  morning, 
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in  a  field,  or  on  a  tree,  like  thè  sparrows  :  better  on  a  tree 

than  in  prison. —  ,  ,  ^  , 

Very  soon,  he  saw  a  lane  turning  down  to  thè  left,  and 

he  pursued  it.  .  , ,  „ 

At  this  hour,  if  he  had  met  with  any  one,  he  would  no 
longer  have  hesitated  to  address  him  ;  but  he  heard  not  a 
footstep  of  living  creature.  He  followed,  therefore,  thè 
windings  of  thè  lane,  indulging,  thè  mean  while,  m  such 
refìectións  as  these: 

_ I  play  thè  devii  !  I  murder  all  thè  nobility  !  A  packet 

of  letters — I  *  My  companions  keeping  guard  around  me. 
I’d  give  something  to  meet  with  that  merchant  face  to 
face,  on  thè  other  side  of  thè  Adda,  (ah,  when  shall  I  get 
across  that  blessed  Adda?)  I'd  make  him  stand,  and  ask 
him  at  my  convenience,  where  he  had  picked  up  all  this 
fine’  information.  Just  please  to  be  informed,  my  dear 
sir,  that  thè  thing  went  so  and  so  ;  and  that  all  thè  mis- 
chief  I  played  was  helping  Ferrer,  as  if  he  had  been  my 
brother-  know,  moreover,  that  those  rascals  who  to  hear 
vou  talk,  one  would  think  were  my  friends,  because  once 
I  said  a  word  or  two,  like  a  good  Christian,  wanted  to 
play  me  a  very  rough  trick;  know,  too,  that  while  you 
were  taking  care  of  your  own  shop,  I .  was  endangenng 
my  ribs  to  save  your  signor,  thè  supermtendent  of  pro- 
visions— a  man  I  never  either  knew  or  saw  m  my  life. 
Wait  and  see  if  I  ever  stir  again  to  help  gentlemen  .  .  . 
It  is  trae  we  ought  to  do  it  for  our  soul’s  good:  they  are 
our  tieighbours,  too.  And  that  great  bundle  of  letters, 
where  all  thè  conspiracy  was  revealed,  and  which  you 
know  for  certain  is  in  thè  hands  of  government;  sure 
enough,  I  couldn’t  show  it  you  here  without  thè  help  of 
thè  devii.  Would  you  have  any  curiosity  to  see  this  mighty 
packet?  Look  here  ...  A  single  letter!  .  .  .  Yes  my 
1-rood  sir,  one  letter  only;  and  this  letter  if  you  d_  like  to 
know,  was  written  by  a  monk  capable  of  mstructing  you 
in  any  point  of  doctrine  you  wish,— a  monk,  without  doni 
vou  injustice,  a  single  hair  of  whose  beard  is  worth  a  l 
yours  put  together  ;  and  this  letter,  I  should  like  to  teli  you, 
is  written,  you  see,  to  another  monk,  also  a  man  .  .  . 
Just  see,  now,  who  my  rascally  friends  are.  Learn,  if  you 
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please,  how  to  talk  another  lime,  particularly  when  you 
are  talking  about  a  fellow-creature, — 

After  a  little  time,  however,  these  and  similar  reflections 
gave  way  to  others;  his  present  circumstances  occupying 
thè  whole  attention  of  our  poor  traveller.  The  dread  of 
being  pursued  and  discovered,  which  had  so  incessantly 
embittered  his  day's  journey,  now  no  longer  gave  him  any 
tmeasiness;  but  how  many  things  made  his  nightly  wander- 
ings  sufficiently  uncomfortable  ! — darkness;  solitude;  in- 
creasing,  and  now  painful,  fatigue;  a  gentle,  but  steady 
and  piercing  breeze,  which  would  be  far  from  agreeable  to 
a  man  stili  dressed  in  thè  same  clothes  which  he  had  put 
on  to  go  a  short  distance  to  a  wedding,  and  quickly  to 
return  in  triumph  to  his  home,  only  a  few  steps  off  ;  and, 
what  rendered  everything  doubly  irksome,  walking  at  a 
venture,  in  search  of  a  place  of  rest  and  security. 

If  he  happened  to  pass  through  a  village,  he  would  walk 
as  quietly  and  warily  as  possible,  lest  any  of  thè  doors 
should  be  stili  open;  but  he  saw  no  further  signs  of  re- 
maining  wakefulness  among  thè  inhabitants  than  occasion- 
ally  a  glancing  light  in  one  of  thè  Windows.  When  on  thè 
road,  away  from  every  abode,  he  would  pause,  every  now 
and  then,  and  listen  eagerly  for  thè  beloved  murmur  of  thè 
Adda;  but  in  vain.  He  heard  no  sounds  but  thè  distant 
howling  of  dogs  at  some  solitary  dwelling,  which  floated 
through  thè  air,  at  once  mournful  and  threatening.  On 
approaching  any  of  these  abodes,  thè  howling  was  changed 
into  an  irritated,  angry  bark;  and  in  passing  before  thè 
door,  he  heard,  and  almost  fancied  he  saw,  thè  fierce 
creatures,  with  their  heads  at  thè  crack  of '.thè  door,  reiter- 
ating  their  howls.  This  quickly  removed  all  temptation  to 
knock  and  ask  shelter,  and  probably  his  courage  would  have 
f ailed  had  there  been  no  such  obstacles  in  his  way;— Who's 
there? — fchought  he:— what  do  you  want  at  this  hour? 
How  did  you  come  here?  Teli  who  you  are.  Isn’t  there 
an  inn  where  you  can  get  a  bed?  This,  at  best,  is  what 
they  will  say  to  me,  if  I  knock;  even  if  it  shouldn’t  be  a 
cowardly  sleeper,  who  would  begin  to  shout  out  lustily, 
‘Help  !  Thieves  ! 9  I  must  have  something  ready  for  an 
answer;  and  what  could  I  say?  If  anybody  hears  a  noise 


288 


ALESSANDRO  MANZONI 


in  thè  night,  nothing  enters  their  heads  bui  robbers,  villains, 
and  rogues  :  they  never  think  that  an  honest  man  may  be 
benighted,  not  to  say  a  gentleman  in  his  carriage. — He 
determined,  therefore,  to  reserve  this  pian  as  a  last  resource 
in  case  of  necessity,  and  continued  his  way,  stili  with  thè 
hope  of  at  least  discovering  thè  Adda,  if  not  o£  Crossing 
it,  that  night,  and  not  being  obliged  again  to  go  in  search 
of  it  in  broad  daylight. 

On,  therefore,  he  went,  till  he  reached  a  part  where  thè 
country  changed  from  cultivated  fields  into  a  heath  of  ferns 
and.  broom.  This  seemed,  if  not  a  sur  e  indication,  at  least, 
a  kind  of  argument  that  there  was  a  ri  ver  in  thè  neigh- 
bourhood;  and  he  advanced  across  thè  common,  pursuing 
thè  path  which  traversed  it.  After  walking  a  few  paces, 
he  stopped  to  listen  ;  but  in  vain.  The  tediousness  of  thè 
journey  seemed  to  be  increased  by  thè  wildness  of  thè 
place  ;  not  a  mulberry  noi*  a  vine  was  to  be  seen,  nor  any 
other  signs  of  human  culture,  which,  in  thè  early  part  of 
his  progress,  seemed  almost  like  half-companions  to  him. 
However,  he  stili  went  forward,  beguiling  thè  time,  and 
endeavouring  to  drive  away  thè  images  and  apparitions  which 
haunted  his  mind — thè  relics  of  a  hundred  wonderful  stories 
he  had  heard— by  repeating,  as  he  went  along,  some  of  thè 
prayers  for  thè  dead. 

By  degrees,  he  entered  among  larger  patches  of  brusii  - 
wood,  wild  plum-trees,  dwarf  oaks,  and  brambles.  Con- 
tinuing  his  way,  with  more  impatience  than  alacrity,  he  saw 
scattered  occasionally  throughout  these  patches,  a  solitary 
tree;  and,  stili  following  thè  guidance  of  thè  footpath,  per- 
ceived  that  he  was  entering  a  wood.  He  felt  a  kind  of 
reluctance  to  proceed;  but  he  conquered  it,  and  unwillingly 
went  forward.  The  further  he  went,  thè  more  this  un- 
willingness  increased,  and  thè  more  did  everything  he  saw 
vex  and  harass  his  imagination.  The  bushes  he  discerned 
before  him  assumed  strange,  marvellous,  and  uncouth  forms; 
thè  shadows  of  thè  tops  of  thè  trees  alarmed  him,  as,  slightly 
agitated  by  thè  breeze,  they  quivered  on  his  path,  illuminated 
by  thè  pale  light  of  thè  moon;  thè  very  rustling  of  thè 
withered  leaves,  as  he  trampled  them  under  foot,  had  in  it 
something  hateful  to  his  ear.  His  limbs  felt  a  strange  im- 
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ptilse  to  run,  and,  at  thè  same  time,  seemed  scarcely  able 
to  snpport  him.  The  cold  night-breeze  blew  more  chilly 
and  sharply  against  his  forehead  and  throat;  he  felt  it 
piercing  through  his  thin  clothes  to  his  skin,  which  shivered 
in  thè  blast,  and,  penetrating  more  subtilely  to  his  very 
bones,  extinguishing  thè  last  remains  of  vigour.  At  one 
time,  thè  weariness  and  undefined  horror  with  which  he  had 
so  long  been  struggling,  had  suddenly  almost  overwhelmed 
him.  He  nearly  lost  his  self-government;  but  terrified  above 
att  things  at  his  own  terror,  he  summoned  up  his  former 
spirits,  and  by  a  great  effort,  forced  them  to  assume  their 
usuai  sway.  Thus  fortified  for  a  moment,  he  stood  stili 
to  deliberate,  and  resolved  to  leave  thè  wood  by  thè  same 
path  as  he  had  traversed,  to  go  straight  to  thè  last  village 
he  had  passed,  to  return  once  more  among  mankind,  and 
there  to  seek  shelter,  even  at  thè  inn.  While  he  thus  stood, 
thè  rustling  of  his  feet  among  thè  leaves  hushed,  and,  per- 
fectly  silent  around  him,  a  noise  reached  his  ear,  a  murmur 
—a  murmur  of  running  water.  He  listens;  assures  himself; 
and  exclaims,  ‘  It’s  thè  Adda  !  ’  It  was  like  thè  restoration 
of  a  friend,  of  a  brother,  of  a  deliverer.  His  weariness 
almost  disappeared,  his  pulse  again  beat;  he  felt  his  blood 
circuiate  freely  and  warmly  through  all  his  veins;  his  con- 
fidence  increased,  thè  gloominess  and  oppression  of  his  mind, 
in  great  part,  vanished  away;  and  he  no  longer  hesitated  to 
penetrate  farther  into  thè  wood,  towards  thè  friendly  murmur. 

At  last  he  reached  thè  extremity  of  thè  fiat,  at  thè  edge 
of  a  steep  declivity  ;  and,  peeping  through  thè  bushes  that 
everywhere  covered  its  surface,  he  discerned,  at  thè  bottom, 
thè  glittering  of  thè  running  water.  Then,  raising  his  eyes, 
he  surveyed  thè  extensive  plain  on  thè  opposite  side,  scattered 
with  villages;  beyond  this  thè  hills,  and  on  one  of  these  a 
large,  whitish  tract,  in  which  he  fancied  he  could  distinguish 
a  city — Bergamo,  undoubtedly.  He  descended  thè  steep  a 
little  way,  separating  and  pushing  aside  thè  brushwood  with 
his  hands  and  arms,  and  looked  down,  to  see  if  there  were 
any  boat  moving  on  thè  water,  or  to  listen  if  he  could  hear 
thè  splashing  of  oars;  but  he  saw  and  heard  nothing.  Had 
it  been  any  thing  less  than  thè  Adda,  Renzo  would  have 
descended  at  once  and  attempted  to  ford  it;  but  this,  he 
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well  knew,  in  such  a  river,  was  not  a  matter  of  very  great 
facility. 

He  therefore  stood  to  consult  with  himself  what  were  best 
to  be  done.  To  clamber  tip  into  a  tree,  and  there  await  thè 
dawn  of  morning,  in  thè  chili  night-breeze,  in  a  frosty  air, 
and  in  his  present  dress,  was  more  than  enough  to  benumb 
him  ;  to  pace  up  and  down,  f or  Constant  exercise,  all  that  time, 
besides  that  it  would  have  been  a  very  inefficacious  defence 
against  thè  severity  of  thè  temperature,  was  also  asking  too 
much  of  those  unfortunate  limbs  which  had  already  done 
much  more  than  their  duty.  Suddenly  he  remembered  having 
seen  a  cascinotto  in  one  of  thè  fields  adjoining  thè  unculti- 
vated  down.  Thus  thè  peasants  of  thè  Milanese  plain  desig¬ 
nate  certain  little  cottages,  thatched  with  straw,  constructed 
of  thè  trunks  and  branches  of  trees,  fastened  together  and 
filled  up  with  mud,  where  they  are  in  thè  habit  of  depositing 
their  harvest  during  thè  summer  season,  repairing  thither  at 
night  to  protect  it  :  during  thè  rest  of  thè  year  they  are 
usually  unoccupied.  He  quickly  fixed  upon  this  as  his  rest- 
ing-place  for  thè  night;  and  again  setting  off  on  his  way, 
re-passed  thè  wood,  thè  tract  of  bushes,  and  thè  heath  ;  and 
entering  upon  thè  cultivated  land,  he  quickly  espied  thè 
cascinotto,  and  went  towards  it.  A  worm-eaten  and  tumble- 
down  door,  without  lock  or  chain,  blocked  up  thè  entrance; 
Renzo  drew  it  towards  him,  and  on  entering,  saw  a  hurdle, 
intended  to  serve  thè  purpose  of  a  hammock,  suspended  in 
thè  air,  and  supported  by  bands  formed  of  little  twigs;  he 
did  not,  however,  make  use  of  it;  but  seeing  a  little  straw 
lying  on  thè  ground,  thought  that,  even  there,  sleep  would 
be  very  welcome. 

Before  stretching  his  weary  frame  on  thè  bed  Providence 
had  prepared  for  him,  he  knelt  down  to  offer  up  his  thanks 
for  this  blessing,  and  for  all  thè  assistance  he  had  received 
that  terrìble  day.  He  then  repeated  his  usuai  prayers  ;  and, 
having  finished  them,  begged  pardon  of  God  for  having 
omitted  them  thè  evening  before,  and  gone  to  rest,  as  he  said, 
like  a  dog,  or  even  worse. — And  for  this  reason, — added  he  to 
himself,  resting  his  hands  upon  thè  straw,  and,  from  kneel- 
ing,  changing  his  posture  to  that  of  lying, — for  this  reason 
I  was  awaked  by  such  agreeable  visitors  in  thè  morning. 
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He  then  gathered  tip  all  thè  straw  that  was  scattered  around, 
and  spread  it  over  him,  so  as  to  make  thè  best  covering 
he  could  to  secitre  himself  from  thè  cold,  which,  even  there, 
tinder  shelter,  made  itself  sufìficiently  felt  ;  and  crouching 
beneath  it,  he  tried  to  get  a  little  sleep,  thinking  that  he  had 
pnrchased  it,  that  day,  more  dearly  than  usuai. 

Scarcely,  however,  had  he  closed  his  eyes,  before  visions 
began  to  throng  his  memory,  or  his  fancy  (I  cannot  under- 
take  to  indicate  thè  exact  spot)— visions  so  crowded,  so  in¬ 
cessane  that  they  quickly  banished  every  ide&  of  sleep.  The 
merchant,  thè  notary,  thè  bailiffs,  thè  sword-cutler,  thè  land- 
lord,  Ferrer,  thè  superintendent,  thè  party  at  thè  inn,  thè 
crowds  in  thè  streets;  then  Don  Abbondio,  then  Don  Rod¬ 
rigo  :  and,  among  so  many,  there  were  none  that  did  not 
bring  some  sad  remembrances  of  mis fortune  or  aversion. 

,  There  were  but  three  images  that  presented  themselves  to 
his  mind,  divested  of  every  bitter  recollection,  clear  of  every 
suspicion,  pleasing  in  every  aspect  ;  and  two,  principally— 
Certainly  very  dissimilar,  but  closely  connected  in  thè  heart 
of  thè  youth,  thè  black-locked  Lucia,  and  thè  white-bearded 
Father  Cristoforo.  Yet  thè  consolation  he  felt  in  contem- 
plating  even  these  objects,  was  anything  but  unmixed  and 
tranquil.  In  picturing  to  himself  thè  good  friar,  he  felt  more 
keenly  than  ever  thè  disgrace  of  his  faults,  his  shameful  in- 
temperance,  and  his  neglect  of  thè  kind  Father’s  paternal  ad- 
vice;  and  in  contemplating  thè  image  of  Lucia!  we  will  not 
attempt  to  describe  what  he  felt  ;  thè  reader  knows  thè  cir- 
cumstances,  and  must  imagine  it  himself.  Neither  did  he 
forget  thè  poor  Agnese;  Agnese,  who  had  chosen  him  for  her 
son-in-law,  who  had  considered  him  almost  as  one  with  her 
only  daughter,  and  before  receiving  from  him  thè  title  of 
mother,  had  assumed  thè  language  and  affection  of  one,  and 
demonstrated  parental  solicitude  for  him  by  her  actions.  "  But 
it  was  an  additional  grief  to  him,  and  not  thè  least  bitter  one, 
that  exactly  on  account  of  these  affectionate  and  benevolent 
intentions,  thè  poor  woman  was  now  homeless,  and  almost 
houseless,  uncertain  of  thè  future,  and  reaping  sorrows  and 
troubles  from  those  very  circumstances,  which  he  had  hoped 
would  be  thè  joy  and  comfort  of  her  declining  years.  What 
a  riight,  poor  Renzo  !  which  was  to  have  been  thè  fifth  of  his 
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nuptials  !  What  a  roorn  !  What  a  matrimoniai  couch  !  And 
after  such  a  day  !  And  to  precede  such  a  morrow,  such  a 
succession  of  days  ! — What  God  wills — replied  he,  to  thè 
thoughts  which  most  tormented  him  ; — What  God  wills.  He 
knows  what  He  does  !  it  is  for  our  good  too.  Let  it  be  as  a 
penance  for  my  sins.  Lucia  is  so  good  !  God,  surely,  will  not 
let  her  suffer  for  long — for  very  long  ! — 

Harassed  by  such  thoughts  as  these,  despairing  of  obtaining 
any  sleep,  and  thè  piercing  cold  becoming  more  and  more  in- 
sufferable,  so  that  from  time  to  time  his  whole  frame  shook, 
and  his  teeth  chattered  in  spite  of  himself,  Renzo  longed  for 
thè  approach  of  day,  and  impatiently  measured  thè  slow 
progress  of  thè  hours.  I  say,  measured,  because  every  half- 
hour  he  heard  resounding  through  thè  deep  silence,  thè 
strokes  of  a  large  clock,  probably  that  of  Trezzo.  The  first 
time,  thè  sound  reached  his  ear  so  unexpectedly,  without  his 
having  thè  least  idea  whence  it  carne,  it  brought  with  it  some- 
thing  solemn  and  mysterious  to  his  mind;  thè  feeling  of  a 
warning  uttered  in  an  unknown  voice,  by  some  invisible 
person. 

When,  at  last,  thè  clock  had  tolled  eleven,  — thè  hour  Renzo 
had  determined  to  get  up, — he  rose,  half  benumbed  with  thè 
cold,  and  fading  upon  his  knees,  repeated  his  matin  prayers 
with  more  than  ordinary  devotion;  then,  standing  up,  he 
stretched  his  limbs,  and  shook  his  body,  as  if  to  settle  and 
unite  his  members,  which  seemed  almost  dissevered  from  each 
other,  breathed  upon  his  hands  and  rubbed  them  together,  and 
then  opened  thè  door  of  thè  cascinotto ,  first  taking  thè  pre- 
caution  to  look  warily  about  him,  perchance  any  one  might 
be  there.  No  one  being  visible,  he  cast  his  eye  round  to 
discover  thè  path  he  had  followed  thè  preceding  evening,  and 
quickly  recognizing  it,  much  clearer  and  more  distinct  than 
his  memory  pictured  it,  he  set  off  in  that  direction. 

The  sky  announced  a  beautiful  day:  thè  pale  and  rayless 
moon  was  yet  visible  near  thè  horizon,  in  thè  spacious  field 
of  azure,  stili  softened  by  a  tinge  of  morning  grey,  which 
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shaded  gradually  towards  thè  east,  into  a  rosy  and  primrose 
htie.  Stili  nearer  thè  horizon,  a  few  irregular  clouds 
stretched  out,  in  lengthened  waves,  rather  azure  than  grey, 
their  lower  sides  edged  with  almost  a  streak  of  dame,  be- 
coming  every  moment  more  vivid  and  sharply  defined;  while, 
higher  up,  light  and  fleecy  clouds,  mingling  with  each  other, 
and  of  a  thousand  nameless  hues,  floated  on  thè  surface  of 
thè  placid  heavens;  a  true  Lombard  sky,  so  beautiful  when 
it  is  beautiful— so  brilliant,  so  cairn.  Had  Renzo  been  here 
to  enjoy  himself,  he  would  certainly  have  looked  upwards, 
and  admired  a  dawn  so  different  to  what  he  had  been  ac- 
customed  to  see  among  his  native  mountains;  but  his  eyes 
were  bent  to  thè  ground,  and  he  walked  on  rapidly,  both  to 
regain  a  little  warmth,  and  to  reach  thè  ri  ver  as  cpiickly  as 
he  could.  He  retraced  thè  fields,  thè  grove,  thè  bushes; 
traversed  thè  wood,  with  a  kind  of  compassimi,  as  he  looked 
around  and  remembered  thè  horror  he  had  felt  there  a  few 
hours  before;  reached  thè  edge  of  thè  precipitous  bank,  and 
looking  down  through  thè  crags  and  bushes,  discovered  a 
fisherman’s  bark  slowly  making  its  way  against  thè  stream, 
dose  by  thè  shore.  Pie  hastily  descended  thè  shortest  way 
through  thè  bushes,  stood  upon  thè  bank,  and  gently  called  to 
thè  fisherman  ;  and  with  thè  intention  of  appearing  to  ask 
a  favour  of  little  importance,  but,  without  being  aware  of  it, 
in  a  half-supplicatory  manner,  beckoned  to  him  to  approach! 
The  fisherman  cast  a  glance  along  thè  shore,  looked  carefully 
both  up  and  down  thè  river,  and  then  turning  thè  prow 
towards  Renzo,  approached  thè  side.  Renzo,  who  stood  at 
thè  very  edge  of  thè  stream,  almost  with  one  foot  in  thè  water, 
seized  thè  prow  as  it  drew  near,  and  jumped  into  thè  boat. 

‘  Be  good  enough  to  take  me  across  to  thè  other  side,  and 
I  H  Pay  y°u  for  it/  said  he.  The  fisherman  had  already 
guessed  his  object,  and  had  turned  thè  prow  to  thè  opposite 
bank.  Renzo,  seeing  another  oar  at  thè  bottom  of  thè  boat, 
stooped  down  and  took  it  up. 

f  Softly,  softly/  said  thè  owner;  but  on  seeing  how  dex- 
terously  thè  youth  laid  hold  of  thè  implement,  and  prepar  ed 
to  handle  it,  f  Aha  ! J  added  he,  ‘  you  know  your  business/ 

A  little,  replied  Rénzo  ;  and  he  began  to  row  with  a 
vigour  and  skill  beyond  those  of  an  amateur.  While  thus 
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exerting  himself,  he  cast  an  occasionai  dark  glance  at  thè 
shore  he  had  just  left,  and  then  a  look  of  anxiety  to  thè  one 
they  were  approaching.  He  was  annoyed  at  having  to  go  at 
all  down  thè  stream  ;  but  thè  current  here  was  too  rapid  to 
cut  directly  across  it;  so  that  thè  bark,  partly  cleaving  and 
partly  following  thè  course  of  thè  water,  was  obliged  to  take 
a  diagonal  direction.  As  it  happens  in  all  dark  and  intricate 
undertakings,  that  difficulties  present  themselves  to  thè  mind 
at  first  only  in  generai,  but  in  thè  execution  of  thè  enterprise 
'  are  more  minutely  observable;  so,  now  that  thè  Adda  was 
forded,  so  to  say,  Renzo  felt  a  good  deal  of  disquietude  at  not 
knowing  for  certain  whether  here  it  was  thè  boundary  of  thè 
two  States,  or  whether,  when  this  obstacle  was  overcome, 
there  might  not  be  others  stili  to  surmount.  Addressing  thè 
fìsherman,  therefore,  and  nodding  with  his  head  towards  thè 
whitish  spot  which  he  had  noticed  thè  night  before,  and 
which  now  appeared  mudi  more  distmct,  Is  that  Bergamo? 
said  he — ‘  that  town  ? 31 

f  The  city  of  Bergamo/  replied  thè  fìsherman. 

‘  And  that  shore,  there,  does  it  belong  to  Bergamo  ? 3 

f  The  territory  of  St.  Mark.3 

<  Long  live  St.  Mark  ! 3  exclaimed  Renzo. 

The  fìsherman  made  no  reply. 

They  reached,  at  length,  thè  opposite  shore;  Renzo  jumped 
out  upon  it,  and,  thanking  God  in  his  heart,  expressed  his 
gratitude  in  words  to  thè  boatman  ;  then  putting  his  hand^  m 
his  pocket,  he  drew  out  thence  a  berlinga-—' which,  considering 
his  circumstances,  was  no  little  loss  to  him  and  handed  it  to 
thè  worthy  man,  who,  giving  another  glance  at  thè  Milanese 
shore,  and  along  thè  river  in  either  direction,  stretched  out 
his  hand,  and  received  thè  gift.  He  put  it  into  his  pocket, 
and  after  compressing  his  lips,  at  thè  same  time  laying  his 
forefinger  across  them,  with  a  signifìcant  expression  of  coun- 
tenance,  said,  ‘A  good  journey  to  you  ! 3  and  turned  back. 

That  thè  reader  may  not  be  surprised  at  thè  prompt,  yet 
Cautious,  civility  of  this  man  towards  a  perfect  stranger, 
it  will  be  necessary  to  inform  him  that,  frequently  requested 
to  perform  a  similar  Service  to  smugglers  and  banditti,  he  was 
accustomed  to  do  so,  not  so  much  for  thè  sake  of  thè  trifhng 
and  uncertain  gains  which  he  might  thereby  obtain,  as  to 
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avoid  making  himself  enemies  among  these  classes..  He  af- 
forded  this  assistance  whenever  he  could  assure  himself  of 
not  being  discovered  by  thè  custom-house  officers,  bailitts,  or 
spies.  Thus,  without  particularly  favouring  one  party  more 
than  another,  he  endeavoured  to  satisfy  all,  with  that  ìm- 
partiality  usually  exercised  by  those  who  are  compelled  to 
deal  with  a  certain  set  of  people,  while  liable  to  give  account 


to  another.  .  .  .,  . 

Renzo  paused  a  moment  on  thè  bank,  to  contemplate  thè 
opposite  shore— that  ground  which  just  before  had  almost 
burnt  beneath  his  feet.—  Ah!  I  am  really  out  of  iti— was  his 
first  thought.— -Hateful  country  that  you  are  !— was  his  sec- 
ond,  biddìng  it  farewell.  But  thè  third  recurred  to  those 
whom  he  had  left  there.  Then  he  crossed  his  arms  on  his 
breast,  heaved  a  sigh,  bent  his  eyes  on  thè  water  which  flowed 
at  his  feet,  and  thought,— It  has  passed  under  thè  bridge  !— 
Thus  that  at  Lecco  was  generally  called  among  his  fellow- 
countrymen,  by  way  of.  eminence.— Ah  !  hateful  world! 

Enough  :  whatever  God  wills. —  - 

He  turned  his  back  upon  these  mournful  objects,  and  went 
forward,  taking,  for  a  mark,  thè  white  tract  on  thè  side  of  thè 
hill  until  he  met  with  some  one  to  give  him  more  particular 
diréctions  in  his  way.  It  was  amusing  to  see  with  what  care- 
lessness  and  disembarrassment  he  now  accosted  travellers, 
and  how  boldly  he  pronounced  thè  name  of  thè  village  where 
his  cousin  resided,  without  hesitation  or  disguise  From  thè 
first  person  who  directed  him,  he  learnt  that  he  had  yet  nine 

miles  to  travel.  _  ,  ,  .  ,  ,  . 

His  journey  was  not  very  blithesome.  Independent  of  his 
own  troubles,  his  eyes  rested  every  moment  on  pitiable  ob- 
jects,  which  told  him  that  he  would  find  in  thè  country  he  was 
entering  thè  poverty  he  had  left  in  his  own.  All  along  t  e 
way,  but  more  particularly  in  thè  villages  and  large  towns, 
he  saw  beggars  hastening  along,  mendicants  rather  from  cir- 
cumstances  than  profession,  who  revealed  their  misery  more 
in  their  countenances  than  their  clothing:  peasants,  moun- 
taineers,  artisans,  entire  families,  and  a  mmgled  murmur  o 
entreaties,  disputes,  and  infants’  cries.  Besides  thè  mournful 
pity  that  it  awoke  in  Renzo’s  mind,  this  sight  also  arousea 
him  to  thè  remembrance  of  his  own  circumstances. 
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^kn°WS,rlh0Ught  he’  as  he  went  along, -if  I  shall 
find  anything  to  do?  if  there  is  any  work  now To  be  got  as 

there  used  to  be?  Well;  Bortolo  is  kindly  inclined  to  me  • 
he  is  a  good  fellow;  he  has  made  some  money,  and  has  in- 

ProJd16  V6?:  °[te,n;  ,he’  surely>  won’t  forsake  me.  Besides 
for  Ihe  futuri  P  ^  hithert°’  and  wil1  helP  I  hope, 

sharnetied  'rlf311  w^de’  appetite,  already  considerably 
S  Ì  m\a:  hr  7*?  0n  his  way>  more  and  mori 
tn  rh^’  !,  d/u-Ug  l  he  feIt  that  he  cou’d  manage  yery  well 

mil2  enl  °*  hlS  J0Urney’  which  was  "OW  only  about  two 
les  without  great  ìnconvenience,  yet  he  reflected  that  it 
would  not  be  exactly  thè  thing  to  make  his  appearance  before 
is  cousin  like  a  beggar,  and  address  him  with  thè  salutation 
Give  me  something  to  eat;’  so  drawing  all  his  riches  from 

ascerta  nd  e6  ‘i?61"  °Ver  °n  the  Palm  of  his  hand,  to 

scertain  the  amount.  It  was  an  amount  that  required  little 

calcula  ,on,  yet  stili  there  was  more  than  enough  to  make 

a  small  meal;  he,  therefore,  entered  an  inn  togget  a  little 

stmtZn;  and’  °n  thC  aCC°Unt’  f0und  he  had 

stili  a  lew  pence  remammg. 

tbÌ’lL0UtSÌm’ulyÌngrÌn  the  street’  and  80  cIose  to  thè  door 
that  he  would  have  fallen  over  them  had  he  not  been  look- 

and  th?  orti111™'  RenZ°  SaW  tW°  women-  one  rather  elderly, 
and  thè  other  a  yonnger  person,  with  an  infant  at  her  breast 

which,  after  vamly  endeavouring  to  satisfy  its  hunger  was 

standfngbtyerthÌmthey  W6re  a11.  three  as  Pale  as  death  •  and 
standing  by  them  was  a  man,  in  whose  face  and  limbs  there 

might  stili  be  discerned  tokens  of  former  robustness  though 

now  broken  and  almost  destroyed  by  long  poverty  The  three 

wfhTSfsS  hands  10  *““■  “ 

wtn  a  free  step  and  remvigorated  air,  but  none  of  them 
poke;  what  more  could  language  have  expressed? 

thrus?brieshaanf?ntSei,mJ  for,  ^  !  ’ said  Renzo,  as  he  hastily 
tnrust  his  hand  mto  his  pocket,  and,  taking  out  his  last  nence 

pu.  «,e„  the  tati  #»,  „»s  ,,e„es,  £  him,  m?lL7,n 

The  refreshment,  and  this  jood  WOrk  toaether  faina, 

«n  to'1  b°?7)’  "ad  *,add“»d  Td”  hee.5 

thoughts.  Certain  it  is  that  he  felt  more  confidence 
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for  thè  future  from  having  thus  deprived  himself  of  his  last 
penny,  than  if  he  had  found  ten  such.  For  if  Providence  had 
kept  in  reserve,  for  thè  support  of  three  wretched  beggars, 
almost  fainting  on  thè  road,  thè  last  farthing  of  a  stranger, 
himself  a  fugitive,  far  from  his  own  home,.and  uncertam  how 
to  get  a  living,  could  he  think  that  that  Providence  would. 
leave  in  destitution  him  whom  He  had  made  use  of  for  this 
purpose,  and  to  whom  He  had  given  so  vivid,  so  effective,  so 
self-abandoning  an  inclination  ?  Such  was,  in  generai,  thè 
feeling  of  thè  youth,  though,  probably,  not  so  clearly  defined 
as  that  which  we  have  expressed  in  words.  During  thè  re¬ 
mainder  of  his  walk,  as  his  mind  yecurred  to  thè  different 
circumstances  and  contingencies  which  had  hitherto  appeared 
thè  most  dark  and  perplexing,  all  seemed  to  brighten.  The 
famine  and  poverty  must  come  to  an  end,  for  there  was  a 
harvest  every  year  :  in  thè  mean  time,  he  had  his  cousin 
Bortolo,  and  his  own  abilities  ;  and,  as  a  help  towards  his  sup¬ 
port,  a  little  store  of  money  at  home,  which  he  could  easily 
send’  for.  With  this  assistance,  at  thè  worst,  he  could  live 
from  day  to  day  as  economically  as  possible,  till  better  times. 

_ Then,  when  good  times  have  come  at  last, — continued 

Renzo,  in  his  fanciful  dreams— thè  demand  for  work  will  be 
renewed;  masters  will  strive  who  shall  get  Milanese  weav- 
ers,  because  they  know  their  trade  best  ;  thè  Milanese  weavers 
will  hold  their  heads  high;  they  who  want  clever  workmen 
must  pay  for  them  ;  we  shall  make  something  to  live  upon 
and  stili  have  some  to  spare;  we  can  then  furnish  a  cottage, 
and  write  to  thè  women  to  come.  And  besides,  why  wait  so 
long  ?  Shouldn’t  we  have  lived  upon  my  little  store  at  home, 
all  this  winter?  So  we  can  live  here.  There  are  curates 
everywhere.  Those  two  dear  women  might  come  now,  and 
we  could  keep  house  together.  Oh,  what  a  pleasure,  to  go 
walking  all  together  on  this  very  road!  to  go  as  far  as  thè 
Adda,  in  a  cart,  and  have  a  pic-nic  on  thè  shore;  yes,  just  on 
thè  shore!  and  I’d  show  them  thè  place  where  I  embarked, 
thè  thorny  path  I  carne  down,  and  thè  spot  where  I  stood  to 
look  if  there  was  a  boat  ! —  #  . 

At  length  he  reached  his  cousm’s  village  ;  and,  just  at  thè 
entrance,  even  before  he  set  foot  in  it,  distinguished  a  house 
considerably  higher  than  thè  rest,  with  several  rows  of  long 
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Windows,  one  above  another,  and  separated  by  a  much  smaller 
space  than  thè  divisions  between  thè  different  stories  re- 
quired:  he  at  once  recognized  a  silk-mill;  and  going  in,  asked, 
m  a.loud  voice,  so  as  to  be  heard  amidst  thè  noise  of  thè 
running  water  and  thè  machinery,  if  Bortolo  Castagneri  lived 
there. 

*  The  Signor  Bortolo  !  He’s  there/ 

—The  Signor!  that’s  a  good  sign,—  thought  Renzo;  and, 
seeing  his  cousm,  he  ran  towards  him.  Bortolo  turned  round, 
recognized  his  relation,  as  he  exclaimed,  ‘  Here  I  am,  myself/ 
and  received  him  with  an  ‘  Oh  !  ’  of  surprise,  as  they  mutually 
threw  their  arms  round  each  other’s  neck.  After  thè  first 
welcome,  Bortolo  took  his  cousin  into  another  room,  apart 
from  thè  noise  of  thè  machinery  and  thè  eyes  of  thè  curious, 
and  greeted  him  with,  *  Fm  very  glad  to  see  you;  but  you’re  a 
pretty  fellow.  I  ve  invited  you  so  often,  and  you  never  would 
come;  and  now  you  arrive  in  rather  a  troubled  time/ 

‘  Since  you  will  have  me  teli  you,  Fve  not  come  with  my 
own  good  will/  said  Renzo;  and  then,  as  briefly  as  possible, 
and  not  without  some  emotion,  he  related  his  mournful  story! 

‘That’s  quite  another  thing/  said  Bortolo.  ‘Oh,  poor 
Renzo!  But  yoffve  depended  upon  me;  and  FU  not  forsake 
you.  Certainly,  there’s  no  great  demand  for  workmen  just 
now  ;  indeed,  it’s  all  we  can  do  not  to  turn  off  those  we  have, 
and  give  up  thè  business  ;  but  my  master  likes  me,  and  he  has 
got  some  money.  ^  And,  to  teli  you  thè  truth,  without  boasting, 
he^  mostly  owes  it  to  me  ;  he  has  thè  capitai,  and  I  give  my 
abilitics,  such  as  they  are.  Fm  thè  head  workman,  you  know; 
and,  besides,  between  you  and  me,  Fm  quite  his  factotum ! 
Poor  Lucia  Mondella  !  I  remember  her  as  it  were  but  yester- 
day  :  a  good  girl  she  was  !  always  thè  best-behaved  in  church* 
and  whenever  one  passed  her  cottage  ...  I  see  that  cottage 
m  my  mind's  eye,  outside  thè  village,  with  a  fine  fig-tree 
peeping  over  thè  wall  .  .  / 

‘  No,  no;  don’t  let  us  talk  about  it/ 

I  was  only  going  to  say,  that  whenever  one  passed  that 
cottage,  there  was  thè  reel  always  going,  going,  going.  And 
that  Don  Rodrigo  !  even  in  my  time  he  was  inclined  that  way  ; 
but  now  he?s  playing  thè  devii  outright,  from  what  I  hear,  so 
long  as  God  leaves  him  to  take  his  own  course.  Well,  as  I 
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was_  saying  here,  too,  we  are  suffering  a  little  freni  thè 
lamine  .  .  .  Apropos,  how  are  you  for  appetite  ?  ’ 

<  a  somethin^  t0  eat>  a  little  while  ago,  on  thè  road/ 
And  how  are  you  for  money  ?  ' 

Renzo  held  out  one  of  his  hands,  and  putting  it  to  his 
mouth,  gently  puffed  upon  it. 

for  Sa-n  Bortol5>:  <IVe  Plenty;  pluck  up  heart, 

for  I  hope  things  will  soon  change,  please  God;  and  then  you 

canrepay  me,  and  lay  up  also  a  little  for  yourself  ’ 

,  l ve  a  trifling  sum  at  home,  and  will  send  for  it.’ 
very  weH;  and,  in  thè  mean  time,  you  may  depend  upon 
me,  ^od  has  given  me  wealth,  that  I  might  give  to  others- 

Sends^  d  1  SefVe  S°  S°0n  “  my  own  relations  and 

‘  I  said  I  should  be  provided  for  !  ’  exclaimed  Renzo,  affec- 
tI0«ateIy  pressing  his  good  cousin’s  hand. 

„  ThfnZ MeJ'°,in^d  ,h.is  comPan'on,  ‘  they’ve  had  a  regular  up- 
roar  at  Milan  !  I  think  they’re  all  a  little  mad.  Th  1  rumour 
had  already  reached  here;  but  I  want  you  to  teli  me  things 
a  little  more  particularly.  Ah!  we’ve  plenty  to  talk  about. 
Mere,  however  you  see,  we  go  about  it  more  quietly,  and  do 
things  with  rather  more  prudence.  The  city  purchased  two 
thousand  loads  of  corn,  f  rom  a  merchant  who  lives  at  Venice  • 
thè  corn  carne  from  Turkey;  but  when  life  depends  upon  it’ 
such  things  are  not  looked  into  very  narrowly.  See  now  what 
this  occasioned:  thè  governors  of  Verona  and  Brescia  stopped 
jp,  Ppsses>  and  said>  ‘  No  corn  shall  pass  this  way.’  What 
did  thè  Bergamascans  do,  think  you  ?  They  despatched  a  man 
to  Venice,  who  knew  how  to  talk.  The  messenger  went  off  in 
baste  presented  himself  to  thè  Doge,  and  asked  him  what 
was  thè  meaning  of  such  a  trick.  And  such  a  speech  he 
made  !  they  say,  fit  to  be  printed.  What  a  thing  it  is  to  have 
a  man  who  knows  what  to  say  !  An  order  was  immediately 
issued  for  thè  i ree  transit  of  coro,  requiring  thè  governors 
not  only  to  let  it  pass,  but  to  assist  in  forwarding  it  ;  and  now 
it  is  on  ìts  way.  There  is  provision  also  for  thè  surroundinsr 
country.  Another  worthy  man  gave  thè  senate  to  understand 
that  thè  people  in  thè  country  were  starving;  and  they  have 
ordered  them  fpur  thousand  bushels  of  millet.  This  helps 
you  know,  to  malte  bread.  And  then  I  needn’t  say  that  if 
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there  isn’t  bread  for  us,  we  will  eat  meat.  God  has  given  me 
wealth,  as  I  told  you.  Now,  then,  I’il  take  you  to  my  master: 
I’ve  often  mentioned  you  to  him,  and  I  know  h e  H  welcome 
you  He’s  a  Bergamascan  of  thè  old  sort,  and  a  kind-hearted 
man.  Certainly,  he  doesn’t  expect  you  just  now  ;  but  when  he 
hears  your  history  .  .  .  And  besides,  he  knows  how  to  value 
good  workmen;  for  thè  f amine  must  come  to  an  end,  and 
business  will  go  on.  But,  first  of  all,  I  must  warn  you  of  one 
thing.  Do  you  know  what  they  cali  us  Milanese,  m  this 

country  ?  ’ 

‘  No;  what  is  it?  ’ 

‘  They  cali  us  blockheads.’ 

‘  That’s  not  a  very  nice  name.’ 

‘  So  it  is:  whoever  is  bora  in  thè  territory  of  Milan,  and 
would  make  a  living  in  that  of  Bergamo,  must  be  content 
to  bear  it  patiently.  It  is  as  common,  among  these  people  to 
give  thè  name  of  “  blockhead  ”  to  a  Milanese,  as  “  your  illus- 

trious  lordship  to  a  cavalier.’ 

‘They  only  say  so,  I  fancy,  to  those  who  will  put  up 

W1<t  My  dear  f ellow,  if  you  are  not  disposed  continually  to 
brook  thè  title,  don’t  reckon  that  you  can  live  here.  You 
would  be  obliged  always  to  have  a  knife  in  your  hand;  and 
when  you  have  killed,  we  will  suppose,  two,  three,  or  four, 
of  your  neighbours,  you’d  meet  with  somebody  who  would 
kill  you;  and  what  a  nice  prospect,  to  have  to  appear  before 
God’s  tribunal  with  three  or  four  murders  on  your  head  !  ’ 

<  And  a  Milanese  who  has  a  little  .  .  here  he  tapped  his 
forehead  with  his  forefinger,  as  he  had  before  done  at  thè 
sign  of  thè  Full  Moon.  ‘  I  mean,  one  who  understands  his 
business  ?  ’ 

‘  It’s  all  thè  same  ;  he,  too,  would  be  a  blockhead.  Do  you 
know  what  my  master  says  when  he’s  talking  of  me  to  his 
friends?  “  Heaven  has  sent  me  this  blockhead,  to  conduct 
■  my  business;  if  it  were  not  for  this  blockhead,  I  should  do 
very  badly.”  It’s  thè  custom  to  say  so.’ 

‘  It’s  a  very  foolish  custom,  especially  considering  what  we 
do;  for  who  was  it,  in  fact,  that  brought  thè  art  here,  and 
now  carries  it  on,  but  us?  Is  it  possible  there’s  no  help 
for  it?’ 
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‘  Not  hitherto  ;  there  may  be,  in  thè  course  of  time,  among 
thè  young  people  who  are  growing  up  ;  but  in  this  generation 
there  ìs  no  remedy;  they’ve  acquired  thè  habit,  and  won’t 
leave  ìt  off.  After  all,  what  is  it?  It’s  nothing  to  thè  tricks 
theyve  played  upon  you,  and  that  most  of  our  precious 
fellow-countrymen  would  stili  play  upon  you.’ 

‘  Well,  that’s  true:  if  there’s  no  other  evil  .  . 

‘Now  that  you  are  persuaded  of  this,  all  will  go  well. 
Come,  let  us  go  to  my  master,  and  be  of  good  heart.’ 

Everything,  in  fact,  did  go  well,  and  so  exactly  in  accord- 
ance  with  Bortolo’s  promises,  that  it  is  needless  to  give  any 
particular  description.  And  it  was  truly  an  ordering  of 
Providence  ;  for  we  shall  soon  see  how  little  dependence  was 
to  be  placed  upon  thè  small  savings  Renzo  had  left  at  home. 


CHAPTER  XVIII 


THAT  same  day,  thè  13H1  of  November,  an  express 
arrived  to  thè  Signor  Podestà  of  Lecco,  and  pre- 
sented  him  with  a  despatch  from  thè  Signor  thè 
high  sheriff,  containing  an  order  to  make  every  possible 
strict  investigation,  to  ascertain  whether  a  certain  young 
man,  hearing  thè  name  of  Lorenzo  Tramaglino,  silk-weaver, 
who  had  escaped  from  thè  hands  predirti  egregii  domini 
capii anei,  had  returned,  palam  vel  clam ,  to  his  own  country, 
ignotum  thè  exact  village,  veruni  in  territorio  Leuci :  quod 
si  compertum  fuerit  sic  esse ,  thè  Signor  Podestà  must  en- 
deavour,  quanta  maxima  diligentia  fieri  poterit,  to  get  him 
into  his  hands  ;  and  having  sufficienti  secured  him,  videlicet, 
with  strong  handcuffs,  (seeing  that  thè  insufficiency  of 
smaller  manacles  for  thè  afore-mentioned  person  has  been 
proved),  must  cause  him  to  be  conducted  to  prison,  and 
there  detained  under  strong  custody,  until  he  be  consigned 
to  thè  officer,  who  shall  be  sent  to  take  him  :  and  in  case 
either  of  success,  or  non-success,  accedatis  ad  domum  pre¬ 
dirti  Laurentii  Tramalini  ;  et  facta  debita  diligentia ,  quid  quid 
ad  rem  repertum  fuerit  auferatis;  et  informationes  de  illius 
prava  qualitate,  vita ,  et  complicibus ,  sumatis ;  and  of  all  his 
sayings  and  doings,  what  is  found  and  not  found,  what  is 
taken  and  not  taken,  diligenter  referatis .  After  humanely 
assuring  himself  that  thè  object  of  inquiry  had  not  re¬ 
turned  home,  thè  Signor  Podestà  summoned  thè  village  con¬ 
stale,  and  under  his  direction,  proceeded,  with  a  large 
retinue  of  notaries  and  bailiffs,  to  thè  above-mentioned  house. 
The  door  was  locked,  and  either  no  one  had  thè  key,  or 
he  was  not  to  be  found.  They,  therefore,  forced  thè  locks 
with  all  due  and  praiseworthy  zeal,  which  is  equivalent  to 
saying  that  they  proceeded  as  if  taking  a  city  by  assault. 
The  report  of  this  expedition  immediately  spread  in ^  thè 
neighbourhood,  and  reached  thè  ears  of  Father  Cristo- 
foro,  who,  no  less  astonished  than  grieved,  sought  for  some 
Information  as  to  thè  "cause  of  so  unexpected  an  event 
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Sfrom  everybody  he  met  with;  he  could  only,  however 

gather  airy  conjectures,  and  contradictory  reports-  and  at 
last,  therefore,  wrote  to  Father  Bonaventura!  from  whom 

aWe  's,acquire  pS 

mtormation.  In  thè  mean  while,  Renzo’s  relations  and 

ends  were  summoned  to  depose  all  that  they  knew  about 
his  depraved  habits:  to  bear  thè  name  of  Tramaglino  became 
a  misfortune,  a  disgrace,  a  crime;  and  thè  village  was  auite 
in  a  commotion.  By  degrees,  it  became  known  that  Renzo 
*C^d  fr°m  the  hands  of  J'ustice  during  the  diVturb 

7  had  not  since  been  seen-  It  was  whispered 
about  that  he  had  been  guilty  of  some  high  crimeTnd  mfs 

demeanour,  but  what  it  was  no  one  cfuld  teli  or  ThT 

offencVn4hU1h^<ldÌfferent  WayS-  The  more  béinous  thè 
hf  thè  vTlìf  Whlf  he  J3S  charSed’  the  !ess  was  it  believed 
in  thè  village,  where  Renzo  was  universally  known  as  an 

t\T!epo!TPthat  h6  y°Uth;  T*  ma”y  conÌectured  and  spread 

he  powerful  n  amachinatioa  set  on  foot  by 

tne  powerful  Don  Rodrigo,  to  bring  about  the  ruin  of  hU 

ZtTM  Z™1: ,  S°  is  11  V  on*  b, 

induction,  and  without  the  necessary  knowledge  of  fectf 

evm,  thè  greatest  villains  are  sometimes  wrongfully  accused 

.  we’  wh°  have  the  facts  in  our  possession  as  the  sav 

ln^  Renzo’s  ^  **  *  D°n  Ro4°  had  ba* £ *£ 

“  t  misfortunes,  yet  that  he  rejoiced  in  them 

Had  e?”  hlS  °Wtl  work>  and  triumphed  over  them 
frionif  ^  confidants»  especially  with  Count  Attilio.  This 
!ìd’  a“°rdmg  t0  hls  first  intention,  should  have  been 
by  this  t^e,  at  Milan;  but,  on  the  first  announcement  of 
thè  disturbances  that  had  arisen  there,  and  of  thè  rabbie 

tamelv  ri  “ft  “f*  in  a  far  d^ent  «Sd  tìS 

mdy  to  submit  to  a  beating,  he  thought  it  expedient  to 
fhe  monr?:i  JrnCy  Tti,.he  received  accounts  ,  anS 

ZIZ  '  ?’  b6laUSe  having  offended  many,  he  had  good 

frll  ”  t0  /ear  that  S°me  who  had  remained  passive  only 

anTiX ìtTfT8^  17  bC  encouraged  V  ckcumstances! 
ventri  ™  *  favourab,e  opportunity  for  taking  their  re- 

venge.  The  journey,  however,  was  not  long  ddayed  •  thè 

tTT'b  fr°!”  Mil“  fot  thè  execulton  against 
Renzo,  had  already  e,ven  some  indication  that  thingf  had 
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returned  to  their  ordinary  course,  and  thè  positive  notices 
which  followed  quick  upon  it,  confirmed  thè  truth  of  these 
appearances.  Count  Attilio  set  off  immediately,  enjoiumg 
his  cousin  to  persist  in  his  imdertakmg,  and  bring  it  to  an 
issue,  and  promising,  on  his  part.  that  he  would  use  every 
means  to  rid  him  of  thè  friar,  to  whom  thè  fortunate  ac- 
cident  of  his  cousin’s  beggarly  rivai  would  be  a  wonderful 
blow.  Scarcely  had  Attilio  gone,  when  Griso  arrived  safe 
and  sound  from  Monza,  and  rclated  to  his  master  what  he 
had  been  able  to  gather  that  Lucia  had  found  refuge  in 
such  a  monastery,  under  thè  protection  of  thè  Signora  So- 
and-so  ;  that  she  was  concealed  there  as  ìf  she  were  a  nun 
herself,  never  setting  foot  outside  thè  threshold,  and  assist¬ 
ine  at  thè  Services  of  thè  church  behind  a  little  grated  wm- 
dow  :  an  arrangement  which  was  unsatisf actory  to  many  who, 
haviiig  heard  some  mentimi  of  her  adventures,  and  great 
renorts  of  her  beauty,  were  anxious,  for  once,  to  see  what 


sne  w uà  iììvc.  M _ 

This  account  inspired  Don  Rodrigo  with  every  evil  pas- 
sion,  or,  to  speak  more  truly,  rendered  stili  more  ungovern- 
able  those  with  which  he  was  already  possessed.  So  many 
circumstances  favourable  to  his  design,  had  only  further 
inflamed  that  mixture  of  punctilio,  rage,  and  infamous  fedire 
of  which  his  passion  was  composed.  Renzo  absent,  bamshed, 
outlawed — so  that  any  proceedings  against  him  became  Iaw- 
ful  •  and  even  that  his  betrothed  bride  might  be  considered, 
in  a  measure,  as  thè  property  of  a  rebel  :  the  only  man  in  thè 
world  who  would  and  could  interest  himself  for  her,  and 
make  a  stir  that  would  be  noticed  in  head-quarters,  and  at 
a  distance — thè  enraged  friar — would  himself,  probably,  be 
soon  incapable  of  acting  for  her.  Yet  here  was  a  new 
impediment,  which  not  only  outweighed  all  these  ad- 
vantages,  but  rendered  them,  it  might  be  said,  un- 
availing.  A  monastery  at  Monza,  even  had  there  not  been 
a  princess  in  thè  way,  was  a  bone  too  hard  even  for  thè  teeth 
of  a  Rodrigo;  and  wander  in  his  fancy  round  this  retreat 
as  he  would,  he  could  devise  no  way  or  means  of  assaultmg 
it  either  by  force  or  fraud.  He  was  almost  resolved  to 
give  up  thè  enterprise,  to  go  to  Milan  by  a  circuitous  route, 
so  as  to  avoid  passing  through  Monza,  and  there  to  plunge 


/ 


I  PROMESSI  SPOSI 


305 


himself  into  thè  society  of  his  friends,  and  their  recreations, 
so  as  to  drown,  in  thoughts  of  gaiety,  thè  one  idea  which 
had  now  become  so  tormenting.  But,  but,  but,.  his  friends  ! — 
softly  a  little  with  the.se  friends.  Instead  of  diverting  his 
mind,  he  might  reasonably  expect  to  find  in  their  company 
an  incessant  renewal  and  memento  of  his  vexation  :  for 
Attilio  would  certainly  have  published  thè  affair,  and  put 
them  all  in  expectation.  Everybody  would  make  inquiries 
about  thè  mountain  girl,  and  he  must  give  some  answer.  He 
had  wished,  he  had  tried  ;  and  how  had  he  succeeded  ?  He 
had  engaged  in  an  undertaking — rather  an  unworthy  one, 
certainly;  but  what  of  that?  One  cannot  always  regulate 
one’s  caprices  ;  thè  point  is  to  satisfy  them  ;  and  how  had  he 
come  off  in  thè  enterprise?  How?  Put  down  by  a  peasant, 
and  a  friar  !  Uh  !  and  when  an  unexpected  turn  of  good 
fortune  had  rid  him  of  one,  and  a  skilful  friend  of  thè  other, 
without  any  trouble  on  thè  part  of  thè  principal  persoli 
concerned,  he,  like  a  fool,  knew  not  how  to  profit  by  thè 
juncture,  and  basely  withdrew  from  thè  undertaking  ! 
It  would  be  enough  to  make  him  never  again  dare  to  hold 
up  his  head  among  men  of  spirit,  or  compel  him  always  to 
keep  his  hand  on  his  sword.  And  then,  again,  how  could 
he  ever  return  to,  how  ever  remaki  in,  that  village,  and  that 
country,  where,  let  alone  thè  incessant  and  bitter  remem- 
brances  of  his  passion,  he  should  always  bear  about  with  him 
thè  disgrace  of  its  failure?  where  public  hatred  would 
have  increased,  while  his  reputation  for  power  and  su- 
periority  would  have  proportionably  diminished?  where  he 
might  read  in  thè  face  of  every  ragamuffin,  even  through 
thè  veil  of  profound  reverences,  a  galling  ‘  You’ve  been 
gulled,  and  Fm  glad  of  it  ! 9  The  path  of  iniquity,  as  our 
manuscript  here  remarks,  is  broad,  but  that  does  not  mean 
that  it  is  easy  ;  it  has  its  stumbling-blocks,  and  its  thorns, 
and  its  course  is  tedious  and  wearisome,  though  it  be  a 
downward  course. 

In  this  perplexity,  unwilling  either  to  give  up  his  pur- 
pose,  to  go  back,  or  to  stop,  and  unable  by  himself  to  go 
forward,  a  pian  occurred  to  Don  Rodrigo’s  mind,  by  which 
he  hoped  to  effect  his  design.  This  was  to  take  as  a  part¬ 
ner  and  assistant  in  his  enterprise,  one  whose  hands  could 
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often  reach  beyond  thè  views  of  others — a  man  at  once,  and 
devii,  to  whom  thè  difficulty  of  an  undertaking  was’  fre- 
quently  àn  incentive  to  engagé  in  it.  But  this  course  also 
had  its  inconveniences  and  its  dangers;  thè  more  pressing, 
thè  le  ss  they  could  be  calculated  upon  beforehand;  since  it 
was  impossible  to  fQresee  where  one  might  be  led,  when  once 
embarked  in  an  affair  with  this  man:  a  powerful  auxiliary, 
certainly,  but  a  not  less  absolute  and  dangerous  guide. 

These  thoughts  kept  Don  Rodrigo  for  several  days  iti 
a  state  of  worse^  than  tedious  perplexity.  In  thè  mean 
while,  a  letter  arrived  from  his  cousin,  informing  him  that 
thè  plot  against  thè  friar  was  going  on  very  well.  Following 
dose  upon  thè  lightning  bursts  forth  thè  thunderclap;  one 
fine  morning,  Don  Rodrigo  heard  that  Father  Cristoforo  had 
left  thè  convent  at  Pescarenico.  This  success,  so  prompt, 
and  so  complete,  together  with  Attilio’s  letter,  encouraging 
him  onward,  and  threatening  him  with  intolerable  ridicule 
if  he  withdrew,  inclined  Don  Rodrigo  stili  more  to  hazard 
every  thing  rather  than  give  up;  but  that  which  finally  de- 
cided  him,  was  thè  unexpected  news  that  Agnese  had  re- 
turned  home,  thus  removing  one  obstacle  from  around  Lucia. 
We  will  relate  how  these  two  circumstances  were  brought 
about,  beginning  with  thè  last. 

The  two  unfortunate  women  were  scarcely  settled  in 
their  retreat,  when  thè  report  of  thè  disturbances  in  Milan 
spread  rapidly  over  Monza,  and,  consequently,  through  thè 
monastery;  and  following  thè  grand  news,  carne  an  infinite 
succession  of  particulars,  which  multiplied  and  varied  every 
moment.  The  portress,  situated  just  between  thè  Street  and 
thè  monastery,  was  thè  channel  of  information  both  from 
within  and  from  without,  and,  eagerly  receiving  these  re- 
ports,  retailed  them  at  will  to  her  guests.  *  Two,  six,  eight, 
four,  seven,  had  been  imprisoned:  they  would  hang  them" 
some  before  thè  bakehouse  of  thè  Cvutches ,  some  at  thè  end 
of  thè  Street  where  thè  Superintendent  of  provisions  lived 
•  •  •  Ay,  ay,  just  listen,  now  ! — one  of  them  escaped — a  man 
somewhere  from  Lecco,  or  thereabouts.  I  don’t  know  thè 
name;  but  some  one  will  be  passing  who  will  be  able  to 
teli  me,  to  see  if  you  know  him/ 

This  announcement,  together  with  thè  circumstance  that 
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occSonTa  goodld  of'dkqufet^e^o The ^  ^  ^ 

'* ^ *« 

who  has  escaped  being  huna-T  JT  fromy°ur  very  villa ge 
Tramaglino;  do  you  know  him?’  k~Weaver>  of  the  name  of 

mediatelyTeTiTfan  from^herTandf-  Tel  needIework’  im- 

pale,  and  changed  cou ntenan^A  *  S^e  3ecame  extremely 

would  certainlyTave  observed  it  harTTT  ^  the  portress 
Fortunate^,  however  she  xva.  T  ,  been  nearer  t0  h^- 
Agnese,  who,  though  much  di«t  u jdmg  at  the  c,oor  with 
f  «  as  h«r  <la»X  p  eset  ”/“•  fl  ”«  “  »»*  ,  de- 
forced  herself  to  reolvThat  ;  , .  aIm  countenance,  and 

knew  everybody;  tha/she  wa!  I  htt.e  vl}laS%  everybody 
could  scarcely  bring  herself  to  h  ,.cquail?ted  Wlth  him,  and 
kind  had  happened  to  hTm  T  ^  that  anything  of  the 
She  then  asked  If  i?WaS  knowT?  S°  Pea“ab!e  a  youth. 
escaped,  and  whither  f°r  Certain  that  he  had 

',here  "•  ^ 

<»  »fe,y;  ta  if  do  le,  h”d  S'h”  “  be  he  “ 

youth  .  .  /  7  g  t  hold  of  hinb  your  peaceable 

a.rLTa,SS-iftt\ÌS“m;,h-  pof!ress.™  calte!  away, 
mind.  For  more  than  a  dav  TT1^.1,”6  “  What  state  of 
her  afflicted  daughter  obliged^o  rema^6-  P°m  W°man  and 
pense,  imagining  thè  caufes  ?J  j”  thls  PainfuI  sus- 
this  unhappy  event,  and  commeS’  inTh  ^°nsecjuen.ces,  of 
ma  low  voice  with  each  other  0/tlT  T  ^  ,own  minds.  or 
informer  had  Ieft  unfinished.  ’  h  6rnbIe  words  their 

in  searclf of  Tgnls^TtTva*  “an  arnVed  at  the  monastery 
going  to  Milan,  as  usuai  to  ,.fisbmon|e[._  of  Pescarenico, 
good  Father  Cristoforo  ’hT,  P°SC  °!  hls  fishi  and  thè 
thr oligli  Monza,  to  cali  in  at  tTpqUeSted  hlm’  in  Passing 
women  in  his  name,  to  teli  them  SThfT’  t0  feet  the 

paUt  a 

certainly  „ot  forget  thém,  butVo 
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for  coufdcolS  Tiy week, 

not  fall  to  send  them  all  t  .  ..  one  The  messenger 

ssr  -s 

£  s  -  fr^frJs 

hitherto  in  vain,  and  th  R  guch  a  certainty, 

had  reached  thè  temtory  of  Bergamo  Su  ^ 

mg  a  pletore  'hearing  thè  thanks  and  blessings  she  poured 
poor  girl,  and  m  hear  g  related  to  her,  in  con- 

ùpon  her  benefa?  Vameless  part)  of  her  history,  and  of 
Mence,  a  part  (thè  bla“*les?  P  i'ht  come  there  t0  suffer, 

what  she  iljfsuslious  astonishment  gradually  changed 
till  Lucia  s  firs%*XTwstory  she  found  reasons  more  than 

=^S^r^£=SS£ 

a  report  abilitv  all  Gertrude’s  inquisitive  questions 

;b'f  °/f  prévt«f»^ Ir  b«ro,hal,  te.  «bis™  »»• 

^  uck  from  prudential  motives,  as  because  such  an  ac- 

ìadv  there  was  oppression,  intrigue,  suffering-sad  and 
thkU  but  which,  nevertheless,  could  be  named. 

ThS  òU  S  “s  a  p.rhdiag  «atte».,  a  word,  «teck 
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sii  e  did  not  feel  it  possible  to  pronounce,  when  speaking 
o£  herself,  and  as  a  substitute  for  which  she  could  never 
fìrid  a  periphrasis  that  dìd  not  seera  to  her  mind  indelicate: 
love  ! 

Gertrude  was  sometimes  tempted  to  be  angry  at  these 
repulses;  but  tliere  always  appeared  behind  them  so  much 
affection,  so  much  respect,  so  much  gratitude,  and  even  so 
much  trustfulness  !  Sometimes,  perhaps,  that  modesty,  so 
delicate,  sensitive,  and  mysterious,  displeased  her  stili  more 
on  another  account;  but  all  was  quickly  forgotten  in  thè 
soothing  thought  that  every  moment  recurred  to  her  mind 
when  contemplating  Lucia; — I  am  doing  her  good. — And 
this  was  true;  for,  besides  thè  asylum  she  had  provided, 
these  conversations  and  her  familiar  treatment  were  some 
comfort  to  Lucia.  The  poor  girl  also  found  another  satis- 
faction  in  Constant  employment;  she  always  petitioned  for 
something  to  do,  and  when  she  went  into  thè  Signora^ 
parlour,  generally  took  a  little  needlework  with  her,  to  keep 
her  fingers  employed  :  but  what  melancholy  thoughts  crowded 
her  mind,  wherever  she  went!  While  plying  her  needle, — 
an  occupation  to  which  hitherto  she  had  given  little  attentimi, 
— her  reel  constantly  presented  itself  to  her  view;  and  with 
thè  reel,  how  many  other  things  ! 

The  second  Thursday,  thè  same,  or  another  messenger  ar~ 
rìved,  bringing  salutati ons  and  encouragement  from  Father 
Cristoforo,  and  an  additional  confirmation  of  Renzo’s  escape  ; 
but  no  more  positive  Information  about  his  misfortunes. 
The  reader  may  remember  that  thè  Capuchin  had  hoped 
for  some  account  from  his  bro.ther-friar  at  Milan,  to  whom 
he  had  given  Renzo  a  letter  of  recommendation  ;  he  only  re- 
plied,  however,  that  he  had  seen  neither  letter  nor  person: 
that  a  stranger  from  thè  country  had  certainly  been  to  thè 
convent  in  search  of  him,  but  finding  him  out,  had  gone 
away,  and  had  not  again  made  his  appearance. 

The  third  Thursday,  no  messenger  carne;  which  was  not 
only  depriving  thè  poor  women  of  an  anticipated  and  hoped- 
for  source  of  consolation;  but,  as  it  usually  happens,  on 
every  trifling  occasion,  to  those  in  sorrow  and  suspense,  was 
also  a  subject  of  much  disquìetude,  and  a  hundred  torment- 
ing  suspicions.  Agnese  had,  for  some  time,  been  con- 
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ternplating  a  visit  to  her  native  village,  and  this  unexpected 
non-appearance  of  thè  promised  messenger,  determined  her 
upon  taking  such  a  step.  Lucia  felt  very  strange  at  thè 
thought  of  being  left  without  thè  shelter  of  her  mother’s 
wing;  but  thè  longing  desire  she  felt  to  know  something,  and 
her  sense  of  security  in  that  guarded  and  sacred  asylum, 
conquered  her  great  unwillingness  ;  and  it  was  arranged 
between  them  that  Agnese  should  watch  in  thè  Street  thè 
following  day  for  thè  fishmonger,  who  must,  necessarily 
pass  that  way  on  his  return  from  Milan,  and  that  she  would 
ask  him  to  be  so  good  as  to  give  her  a  seat  in  his  cart,  to 
take  her  to  her  own  mountains.  She  met  with  him,  ac- 
cordingly,  and  asked  if  Father  Cristoforo  had  given  him  no 
commission  for  her.  The  fishmonger  said,  that  he  had  been 
out  fishing  thè  whole  day  before  his  departure,  and  had  re- 
ceived  neither  news  nor  message  from  thè  Father.  Agnese 
then  made  her  request,  which  being  granted  without  hesi- 
tation,  she  took  her  leave  of  thè  Signora  and  her  daughter, 
with  many  tears;  and  promising  to  send  them  some  news 
soon,  and  return  as  quickly  as  possible,  she  set  off. 

The  journey  was  performed  without  accident.  They 
passed  part  of  thè  night  in  an  inn  on  thè  road-side,  as  usuai, 
and  setting  off  on  their  way  before  sun-rise,  arrived  early 
in  thè  morning  at  Pescarenico.  Agnese  alighted  on  thè  little 
square  before  thè  convent,  dismissed  her  conductor  with 
many  thanks;  and,  since  she  was  at  thè  place,  determined, 
before  going  home,  to  see  her  benefactor,  thè  worthy  friar. 
She  rang  thè  bell;  thè  person  who  carne  to  open  thè  door 
was  fra  Galdino,  thè  nut-seeker. 

‘Oh,  my  good  woman,  what  wind  has  brought  you  here?’ 

‘  I  want  to  see  Father  Cristoforo/ 

‘  Father  Cristoforo?  He's  not  here/ 

‘Oh!  wìll  he  be  long  before  he  comes  back?’ 

‘  Long  !  ’  said  thè  friar,  shrugging  his  shoulders,  so  as 
almost  to  bury  his  shorn  head  in  his  hood. 

‘  Where  has  he  gone  ?  9 
‘To  Rimini/ 

‘  To  .  .  .  ?  ’ 

‘  To  Rimini/ 

‘  Where  is  that  ?  9 
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*  Eh  !  eh  !  eh  !  ’  replied  thè  friar,  vertically  waving  his  ex- 
tended  hand  in  thè  air,  to  signi fy  a  great  distance. 

(  Alas  me  !  But  why  has  he  gone  away  so  suddenly  ?  ’ 

*  Because  thè  Father  provincial  ordered  it/ 

‘  And  why  ha  ve  they  sent  him  away  at  all,  when  he  was 
doing  so  much  good  bere?  Ah,  poor  me!' 

4  If  superiors  were  ohliged  to  render  a  reason  for  all  thè 
orders  they  give,  where  would  be  our  obedience,  my  good 
woman  ?  ’ 

‘Yes;  but  this  is  my  min/ 

i  This  is  thè  way  it  wlll  be,  They  will  have  wanted  a 
good  preacher  at  Rimini  (there  are  some  every where,  to  be 
sure,  but  sometimes  they  want  a  particular  man,  on  pur- 
pose)  ;  thè  Father  provincial  there  will  have  writtcn  to  thè 
Father  provincial  here,  to  know  if  he  had  such  and  such 
a  person:  and  thè  Father  provincial  will  have  said,  “  Father 
Cristoforo  is  thè  man  for  him;  ”  as,  in  fact,  you  see  it  is/ 

‘  Oh,  poor  us  !  When  did  he  go  ì  9 

‘  The  day  before  yesterday/ 

4  See  now  ;  if  I  had  only  done  as  I  first  wished,  and  come 
a  few  days  sooner  !  And  don’t  you  know  when  he  may 
return  ?  CaiTt  you  guess  at  all  ?  ' 

‘  Eh,  my  good  woman  !  Nobody  knows,  except  thè  Father 
provincial,  if  even  he  does.  When  once  one  of  our  preaching 
friars  has  taken  thè  wing,  one  can  never  foresee  on  what 
brandi  he  will  finally  alight.  They  are  sought  after  here, 
and  there,  and  everywhere;  and  we  have  convents  in  all  thè 
four  quarters  of  thè  globe.  Rest  assured,  Father  Cristoforo 
will  make  a  great  noise  with  his  course  of  Lent  sermons,  at 
Rimini  ;  for  he  doesn’t  ahvays  preaeh  extempore,  as  he  did 
here,  that  thè  poor  people  might  understand  him  ;  for  thè  city 
pulpits  he  has  his  beautiful  written  sermons,  and  his  best  robes. 
The  fame  of  this  great  preacher  will  spread;  and  they  may 
ask  for  him  at  .  .  .  I  don't  know  where.  Besides,  we 
ought  to  give  him  up,  for  we  live  on  thè  charity  of  thè  whole 
world,  and  it  Is  but  just  that  we  should  serve  thè  whole 
world/ 

‘  Oh  dear,  dear  !  ’  again  cried  Agnese,  almost  weeping  : 
*  What  can  I  do  without  him  ?  He  was  like  a  father  to  us  ! 
It  is  thè  undoing  of  us/ 


312 


ALESSANDRO  MANZONI 


‘Listen,  my  good  woman;  Father  Cristoforo  was  cer- 
tainly  an  admirable  man;  but  we  have  others,  you  know,  full 
of  diari ty  and  ability,  and  who  know  how  to  deal  with 
either  rich  or  poor.  Will  you  have  Father  Atanasio?  or 
Father  Girolamo?  or  Father  Zaccaria?  Father  Zaccaria, 
you  know,  is  a  man  of  great  worth.  And  don’t  you  wonder, 
as  some  ignorant  people  do,  that  he  is  so  thin,  and  has  such 
a  weak  voice,  and  such  a  miserable  beard:  I  don’t  say  that 
he  is  a  good  preacher,  becausc  everybody  has  his  particular 
gìfts;  but  he  is  just  thè  man  to  giye  advice,  you  know/ 

‘  Oh  holy  patience  !  *  exclaimed  Agnese,  with  that  mixture 
of  gratitude  and  impatience  that  one  feels  at  an  offer 
in  which  there  is  more  good  nature  than  suitableness  :  c  What 
does  it  matter  to  me  what  a  man  is  or  is  not,  when  that 
good  man,  who’s  no  longer  here,  was  he  who  knew  all 
our  affairs,  and  had  made  preparations  to  help  us  ?  ’ 

‘  Then  you  must  have  patience/ 

‘  I  know  that/  replied  Agnese  :  ‘  forgive  me  for  troubling 
you/ 

‘  Oh  don’t  say  a  word,  my  good  woman  ;  I  am  very  sorry 
for  you.  And  if  you  determine  upon  Consulting  any  of 
thè  Father s,  thè  convent  is  here,  and  won’t  go  away.  I 
shall  see  you  soon,  when  I  collect  thè  oil/ 
f  Good-bye/  said  Agnese  ;  and  she  turned  towards  her 
little  village,  forlorn,  perplexed,  and  disconcerted,  like  a 
blind  man  who  has  lost  his  staff. 

Rather  better  informed  than  fra  Galdino,  we  will  now 
relate  how  things  had  really  happened.  Immediately  on 
Attilio’s  arrivai  at  Milan,  he  went,  as  he  had  promised  Don 
Rodrigo,  to  pay  a  visit  to  their  common  uncle  of  thè  Privy- 
council.  (This  was  a  committee,  composed,  at  that  time,  of 
thirteen  persons  of  rank,  with  whom  thè  governor  usually 
consulted,  and  who,  when  he  either  died  or  resigned  his  office, 
temporarily  assumed  thè  command.)  Their  uncle,  thè  Count, 
a  robed  member,  and  one  of  thè  oldest  of  thè  Council,  en- 
joyed  there  a  certain  authority;  but  in  displaying  this  au- 
thority,  and  making  it  felt  by  those  around  him,  there  was  not 
his  eqjual.  Ambiguous  language,  signifìcant  silence,  abrupt 
pauses  in  speaking,  a  wink  of  thè  eye,  that  seemed  to  say, 

‘  I  may  not  speak/  ffattery  without  promises,  and  formai 
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threatenings  all  were  directed  to  this  end;  and  all,  more  or 
less  produced  thè  desired  effect;  so  that  even  thè  positive 
declaration^  ‘  I  can  do  nothing  in  this  business/  pronounced 
sometimes  in  absolute  truth,  but  pronounced  so  that  it  was 
not  believed,  only  served  to  increase  thè  idea,  and,  therefore 
thè  reality,  of  his  power:  like  thè  japanned  boxes  which 
may  stili  be  occasionally  seen  in  an  apothecary’s  shop,  with 
sundry  Arabie  characters  stamped  upon  them,  actually  con- 
tammg  nothing,  yet  serving  to  keep  up  thè  credit  of  thè  shop, 
That  ^  of  thè  Count,  which  had  been  for  a  long  time  in- 
creasing,  by  very  graduai  steps,  had,  at  last,  made  a  giant’s 
stride,  as  thè  saying  is,  on  an  extraordinary  occasion; 
namely,  a  journey  to  Madrid,  on  an  embassy  to  thè  Court, 
where  thè  reception  that  he  met  with  should  be  related  by 
himself.  To  mention  nothing  else  thè  Count  Duke  had 
treated  him  with  particular  condescension,  and  admitted 
him  into  his  confidence  so  far  as  to  have  asked  him,  in  thè 
presence,  he  might  say,  of  half  thè  Court,  how  he  liked 
Madrid,  and  to  have  told  him,  another  time,  when  standing 
m  thè  recess  of  a  window,  that  thè  Cathedral  of  Milan  was 
thè  largest  Christian  tempie  in  thè  king’s  dominions. 

After  paying  all  due  ceremony  to  his  uncle,  and  deliver- 
mg  his  cousin’s  compliments,  Attilio  addressed  him  with  a 
look  of  ^seriousness,  such  as  he  knew  how  and  when  to 
assume  :  ‘  I  think  I  am  only  doing  my  duty  without  betraying 
Rodrigo’s  confidence,  when  I  acquaint  my  uncle  with  an 
affair,  which,  unless  you  interfere,  may  become  serious,  and 
produce  consequences  .  .  / 

‘One  of  his  usuai  scrapes,  I  suppose?’ 

I  can  assure^  you  that  thè  fault  is  not  on  Rodrigo’s 
side,  but  his  spirit  is  roused  ;  and,  as  I  said,  no  one  but  you 
can  .  .  .’  . 

‘Well,  Jet  us  bear,  let  us  hear.’ 

‘There  is  a  Capuchin  friar  in  that  neighbourhood,  who 
bears  a  grudge  against  my  cousin;  and  things  have  gone 
to  such  a  pitch  that  .  . 

‘  How  often  have  I  told  you  both  to  let  thè  monks  fry  their 
own  fish?  It  is  quite  sufficient  for  those  to  have  to  do  with 
them  wlm  are  obliged  .  .  .  whose  business  it  is  .  .  and 
here  he  sighed.  'But  you  can  avoid  them  .  .  .’ 
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*  Signor  uncle,  I  am  boimd  to  teli  you  that  Rodrigo  would 
have  let  them  alone,  had  it  been  possible.  It  is  thè  friar  who 
is  determined  to  quarrel  with  him,  and  has  tried  in  every  way 
to  pr.ovoke  him.’ 

‘  What  thè  — has  this  friar  to  do  with  my  nephew? 

<  First  of  all,  he  is  well  known  as  a  restless  spirit,  who  prides 
himself  upon  quarrelling  with  gentlemen.  This  fellow,  too, 
has  taken  under  his  protection  and  direction,  and  I  don’t  know 
what  besides,  a  country  girl  of  thè  village,  whom  he  regards 
with  an  affection  .  .  .  an  affection  ...  I  don’t  say  of  what 
kind  ;  but  a  very  jealous,  suspicious,  and  sullen  affection/ 

*  I*  under  stand,’  said  thè  Count,  and  a  ray  of  cunning  in¬ 
telligence  shot  across  thè  depth  of  dulness  nature  had  stamped 
upon  his  countenance,  now,  however,  partially  veiled  under 
thè  mask  of  a  politician. 

*  Now,  for  some  time,’  continued  Attilio,  *  this  friar  has 
taken  a  ’fancy  that  Rodrigo  has,  I  don’t  know  what  designs 
upon  this  .  .  / 

‘Taken  a  fancy,  eh,  taken  a  fancy?  I  know  thè  Signor 
Don  Rodrigo  too  well  ;  and  it  needs  another  advocate  besides 
your  lordship  to  justify  him  in  these  matters/ 

‘  That  Rodrigo,  Signor  uncle,  may  have  had  some  idle  jest- 
ing  with  this  girl,  when  he  met  her  on  thè  road,  I  can  easily 
believe  :  he  is  young,  and  besides,  not  a  Capuchin  :  but  these 
are  mere  nonsenses,  not  worth  mentioning  to  my  noble  uncle: 
thè  serious  part  of  thè  business  is,  that  thè  friar  has  begun  to 
talk  of  Rodrigo  as  he  would  of  a  common  fellow,  and  has 
tried  to  instigate  all  thè  country  against  him/ 

‘  And  thè  other  friars  ?  ’ 

‘They  don’t  meddle  with  it,  because  they  know  him  to  be  a 
hot-headed  fool,  and  bear  a  great  respect  to  Rodrigo  ;  but,  on 
thè  other  side,  this  monk  has  great  reputation  among  thè 
villagers  as  a  saint,  and  .  .  /  f 

‘  I  fancy  he  doesn’t  know  that  Rodrigo  is  my  nephew  .  .  . 

‘  Doesn’t  he,  though?  It  is  just  this  that  urges  him 
onward/ 

‘  How  ?  how  ?  ’ 

‘  Because-— and  he  seruples  not  to  publish  it— he  takes 
greater  delight  in  vexing  Rodrigo,  exactly  because  he  has  a 
naturai  protector  of  such  authority  as  your  lordship  ;  he 


I  PROMESSI  SPOSI 


315 


laughs  at  great  people  and  politicians,  and  says  that  thè  cord 
o£  St  Francis  binds  even  swords  and  .  .  / 

*  The  rash  villani  !  What  is  his  name? 9 
4  Fra  Cristoforo,  of  *  *  */  said  Attilio;  and  his  tmcle, 
taking  a  tablet  from  his  desk,  and  considerably  incensed,  in* 
scribed  within  it  thè  unfortunate  name.  In  thè  mean  while 
Attilio  continued:  *  This  fellow  has  always  had  sneh  a  dis- 
position  :  his  former  lif e  is  well  known.  He  was  a  plebeian, 
who  possessed  a  little  money,  and  would,  therefore,  compete 
with  thè  noblemen  of  his  country;  and  out  of  rage  at  not 
being  able  to  make  them  all  yield  to  him,  he  killed  one,  and 
then  turned  friar  to  escape  thè  gallows/ 

‘Bravo!  capitai!  we  will  see,  we  will  see/  exclaimed  thè 
Count,  panting  and  puffing  with  an  important  air. 

‘  Latei y/  continued  Attilio,  ‘  he  is  more  enraged  than  evef, 
because  he  has  failed  in  a  design  which  he  was  very  eager 
about;  and  from  this  my  noble  uncle  will  understand  what 
sort  of  man  he  is.  This  fellow  wanted  to  marry  his  protégée  ; 
whether  to  remove  her  from  thè  perils  of  thè  World,  you  un¬ 
derstand,  or  whatever  it  might  be,  at  any  rate  he  was  de- 
termined  to  marry  her;  and  he  had  found  thè  .  .  .  thè  man, 
another  of  his  protégés,  a  person  whose  name  my  honoured 
tmcle  may  not  improbably  have  heard;  for  I  dare  say  thè 
Privy-council  have  had  some  tfansactions  with  this  worthy 
Subject/ 

‘  Who  is  he  ?  * 

‘A  silk-weaver,  Lorenzo  Tramaglino,  he  who  .  .  / 

‘  Lorenzo  Tramaglino  ! ’  exclaimed  his  uncle.  4  Well  dòtte, 
my  brave  friar  !  Certainly  !...  indeed  ...  he  had  a  letter 
fora  .  .  .  A  crime  that  .  .  .  But  it  matters  not  ;  very  well. 
And  why  did  Don  Rodrigo  teli  me  nothing  of  all  this;  but 
ìet  things  go  so  far,  without  applying  to  one  who  is  both  able 
and  willing  to  direct  and  help  him  ? 9 

4 1  will  be  candid  with  you.  On  thè  One  hand,  knowiiig 
how  many  intrigues  and  affairs  you  had  in  your  head  .  .  9 
(here  his  uncle  drew  a  long  breath,  and  put  his  hand  to  his 
forehead,  as  if  to  intimate  thè  fatigue  he  under went  in  thè 
settlement  of  so  many  intricate  undertakings,)  *  he  felt  in  à 
màrtttèr  bound/  continued  Attilio,  ‘  not  to  give  you  any  addi- 
tional  trouble.  And  besides,  I  will  teli  you  thè  whole:  from 
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what  I  can  gather,  he  is  so  vexed,  so  angry,  so  annoyed  at  thè 
insults  offered  him  by  this  friar,  that  he  is  more  desirous  of 
getting  justice  for  himself  by  some  summary  rneans,  than  o£ 
obtaining  it  in  thè  regular  way  of  prudence  by  thè  assistance 
of  your  Lordship.  I  have  tried  to  extinguish  thè  fame;  but 
seeing  things  taking  a  wrong  course,  I  thought  it  my  duty  to 
ìnform  your  Lordship  of  everything,  who,  after  all,  is  thè 
head  and  chief  prop  of  thè  house  .  .  / 

f  You  would  have  done  better  to  have  spoken  a  little 
sooner/ 

£True;  but  I  continued  to  hope  that  thè  thing  would  die 
off  of  itself,  or  that  thè  friar  would,  at  last,  come  to  his 
senses,  or  would,  perhaps,  leave  thè  convent,  as  is  often  thè 
case  among  thè  monks,  who  are  one  day  here  and  another 
there  ;  and  then  all  would  have  been  quietly  ended.  But  .  .  / 

£  Now  it  is  my  business  to  settle  it/ 

*  So  I  have  thought  I  said  to  myself:  The  Signor,'  my 
uncle,  with  his  discretion  and  authority,  will  know  well 
enough  how  to  prevent  a  quarrel,  and  at  thè  same  time  secure 
Rodrigo’s  honour,  which  is  almost,  as  it  were,  his  own.  This 
friar,  thought  I,  is  always  boasting  of  thè  girdle  of  St 
Francis  ;  but  to  employ  this  girdle  seasonably,  it  is  not  neces- 
sary  to  have  it  always  buckled  around  one’s  waist.  My  noble 
uncle  has  many  means  that  I  know  not  of  :  I  only  know  that 
thè  Father  provincial  has,  as  is  but  right,  a  great  respect  for 
him;  and  if  my  honoured  uncle  thought  that  thè  best  course, 
in  this  instance,  would  be  to  give  thè  friar  a  change  of  air; 
two  words  .  .  / 

‘  Your  Lordship  will  be  pleased  to  leave  thè  arrange¬ 
ment  to  thè  person  it  belongs  to/  said  his  uncle,  rather 
abruptly. 

£  Oh,  certainly  !  *  exclaimed  Attilio,  with  a  toss  of  his  head, 
and  a  disguised  smile  of  disdainful  compassion.  ‘  I  am  not 
intending  to  give  advice  to  your  Lordship  !  But  thè  regard 
I  have  for  thè  reputation  of  thè  family  made  me  speak.  And 
I  am  afraid  I  have  been  guilty  of  another  error/  added  he, 
with  a  thoughtful  air;  ‘I  fear  I  have  wronged  Rodrigo  in 
your  Lordship’s  opinion.  I  should  have  no  peace  if  I  were 
thè  cause  of  making  you  think  that  Rodrigo  had  not  all  thè 
confidence  in  you,  and  all  thè  submission  to  your  will,  that  he 
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ought  to  have.  Believe  me,  Signor  uncle,  that,  in  this  in- 
stance,  it  is  merely  .  .  / 

Come,  come  ;  you  two  won’t  wrong  each  other,  if  you  can 
help  it;  you  will  be  always  friends,  till  one  of  you  becomes 
prudent.  Ever  getting  into  some  scrape  or  other,  and  ex- 
pecting  me  to  settle  it:  for  .  .  .  you  will  force  me  to  say  so, 
you  give  me  more  to  think  about,  you  two,  than  .  .  /  here 
he  heaved  a  profound  sigh— ‘  all  these  blessed  affairs  of 
state/ 

Attilio  made  a  few  more  excuses,  promises,  and  compli- 
ments,  and  then  took  his  leave,  accompanied  by  a — f  Be  pru- 
dent,’  thè  Count’s  usuai  form  of  dismissal  to  his  nephews* 


CHAPTER  XIX 

IF  a  weed  be  discovered  in  a  badly  cultivated  field,  a  fine 
root  of  sorrei,  for  example,  and  thè  spectator  wish  to 
ascertain  with  certainty  whether  it  has  sprung  up  from 
seed,  either  ripened  in  thè  field  itself,  or  wafted  thither  by 
thè  wind,  or  dropped  there  by  a  bird  in  its  flight,,  let  him 
think  as  he  will  about  it,  he  will  never  come  to  a  satisfactory 
conclusion.  For  thè  same  reason  we  are  unable  to.  decide 
whether  thè  resolution  formed  by  thè  Count  of  making  use 
of  thè  Father  provincial  to  cut  in  two,  as  thè  best  and  ea.siest 
method,  this  intricate  knot,  arose  from  his  own  unassi.ste.d 
imagination,  or  from  thè  suggestions  of  Attilio.  Certam  it 
is,  that  Attilio  had  not  thrown  out  thè  hint  unintentionally  ; 
and  however  naturally  he  might  expect  that  thè  jealous 
haughtiness  of  his  noble  relative  would  recoil  at  so  open  an 
insinua tion,  he  was  determined  at  any  rate  to  make.the  idea 
of  such  a  resource  flash  before  his  eyes,  and  let  him  know 
thè  eòurse  which  he  desired  he  should  pursue.  On  thè  oth.er 
hand,  thè  pian  was  so  exactly  consonant  with  his  uncle’s  dis- 
position,  and  so  naturally  marked  out  by  circumstances,  that 
one  might  safely  venture  thè  assertion,  that  he  had  thought 
of,  and  embraced  it,  without  thè  suggestion  of.any  one.  It 
was  a  most  essential  point  towards  thè  reputatimi  of  power 
which  he  had  so  much  at  heart,  that  one  of  his  name,  a 
nephew  of  his,  should  not  be  worsted  in  a  dispute  of  such 
notoriety.  The  satisfaction  that  his  nephew  would  take  for 
himself,  would  have  been  a  remedy  worse  than  thè  disease,  a 
foundation  for  future  troubles,  which  it  was  necessary  to 
overthrow  at  any  cost,  and  without  loss  of  time.  Command 
him  at  once  to  quit  his  palace,  and  he  would  not  obey  ;  and, 
even"  should  he  submit,  it  would  be  a  surrendering.  of  thè 
contest,  a  submission  of  their  house  to  thè  superiority  of  a 
convent.  Commands,  legai  force,  or  any  terrors  of  that 
nature,  were  of  no  value  against  an  adversary  of  such  a 
character  as  Father  Cristoforo:  thè  regular  and  seeular 
clergy  were  entirely  exempt,  not  only  in  their  persons,  but  in 
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their  places  of  abode,  from  all  lay-jurisdiction  (asmust  bave 
been  observed  even  by  one  who  has  read  no  other  story  than 
thè  one  before  him)  ;  otherwise  they  would  often  have  fared 
very  badly.  All  that  could  be  attempted  against  sudi  a  rivai 
was  his  removai,  and  thè  only  means  for  obtaining  this  was 
thè  Father  provincial,  at  whose  pleasure  Father  Cristoforo 
was  either  stationary,  or  on  thè  move. 

Between  this  Father  provincial  and  thè  Count  of  thè 
Privy-council  there  existed  an  aequaintanceship  of  long 
standing:  they  seldom  saw  each  other,  but  whenever  they 
met,  it  was  with  great  demonstrations  of  friendship,  and  re- 
iterated  offers  of  Service.  It  is  sometimes  easier  to  trans- 
act  business  advantageously  with  a  person  who  presides  over 
many  individuate  than  with  only  one  of  those  same  individ¬ 
uate,  who  sees  but  his  own  motives,  feels  but  his  own  pas- 
sions,  seeks  only  his  own  ends;  while  thè  former  instantly 
perceives  a  hundred  relations,  contingeneies,  and  interests,  a 
hundred  objects  to  secure  or  avoid,  and  can,  therefore,  be 
taken  on  a  hundred  different  sides. 

When  all  had  been  well  arranged  in  his  mind,  thè  Count 
one  day  invited  thè  Father  provincial  to  dinner,  to  meet  a 
circle  of  guests  selected  with  superlative  judgment: — an 
assemblage  of  men  of  thè  highest  rank,  whose  family  alone 
bore  a  lofty  title,  and  who  by  their  carriage,  by  a  certain 
native  boldness,  by  a  lordly  air  of  disdain,  and  by  talking  of 
great  things  in  familiar  terms,  succeeded,  even  without  in- 
tending  it,  in  impressing,  and,  on  every  occasion,  keeping  up, 
thè  idea  of  their  superiority  and  power  ;  together  with  a  few 
clients  bound  to  thè  house  by  an  hereditary  devotion,  and 
to  its  head  by  thè  servitude  of  a  whole  life;  who,  beginning 
with  thè  soup  to  say  ‘  yes/  with  their  lips,  their  eyes,  their 
ears,  their  head,  their  whole  body,  and  their  whole  heart, 
had  made  a  man,  by  dessert-time,  almost  forget  how  to 
say  ‘  no/ 

At  table,  thè  noble  host  quickly  turned  thè  conversation 
upon  Madrid.  There  are  many  ways  and  means  of  accorri- 
plishing  oneJs  object,  and  he  tried  all.  He  spoke  of  thè 
court,  thè  Count-duke,  thè  ministers,  and  thè  governor’s 
family;  of  thè  bull-baits,  which  he  could  accurately  describe, 
having  been  a  spectator  from  a  very  advantageous  post  ;  and 
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of  thè  Escurial,  of  which  he  could  give  a  minute  account,  be- 
cause  one  of  thè  Count-duke’s  pages  had  conducted  him 
through  every  nook  and  corner  of  it  For  some  time  thè 
company  continued  like  an  audience,  attentive  to  him  alone; 
but,  by  degrees,  they  divided  into  small  groups  of  talkers, 
and  he  then  proceeded  to  relate  further  anecdotes  of  thè 
great  things  he  had  seen,  as  in  confidence,  to  thè  Father  pro- 
vincial,  who  was  seated  near  him,  and  who  suffered  him  to 
talk  on  without  interruption.  But  at  a  certain  point  he  gave 
a  turn  to  thè  conversation,  and,  leaving  Madrid,  proceeded 
from  court  to  court,  and  from  dignitary  to  dignitary,  till  he 
had  brought  upon  thè  tapis  Cardinal  Barberini,  a  Capuchin, 
and  brother  to  thè  then  reigning  Pope,  Urban  Vili.  The 
Count  was  at  last  obliged  to  cease  talking  for  a  while,  and 
be  content  to  listen,  and  remember  that,  after  all,  there  were 
some  people  in  thè  world  who  were  not  born  to  live  and 
act  only  for  him.  Shortly  after  leaving  thè  table,  he  re- 
quested  thè  Father  provincial  to  step  with  him  into  another 
apartment. 

Two  men  of  authority,  age,  and  consummate  experience, 
now  found  themselves  standing  opposite  to  each  other.  The 
noble  lord  requested  thè  reverend  Father  to  take  a  seat,  and, 
placing  himself  at  his  side,  began  as  follows  :  ‘  Considering 
thè  friendship  that  exists  between  us,  I  thought  I  might  ven¬ 
ture  to  speak  a  word  to  your  Reverence  on  a  matter  of 
mutuai  interest,  which  it  would  be  better  to  settle  between 
ourselves,  without  taking  any  other  courses,  which  might 
.  .  .  But,  without  further  preface,  I  will  candidly  teli  you 
to  what  I  allude,  and  I  doubt  not  you  will  immediately  agree 
with  me.  Teli  me:  in  your  convent  of  Pescarenico  there  is 
a  certain  Father  Cristoforo  of  *  *  *  ?  ’ 

The  Provincial  bowed  assent. 

‘  Your  Paternity  will  be  good  enough  then,  frankly,  like 
a  friend*  to  teli  me  .  .  .  this  person  .  .  .  this  Father  .  .  .  I 
don’t  know  him  personally;  I  am  acquainted  with  se  ver  al 
Capuchin  father s,  zealous,  prudent,  humble  men,  who  are 
worth  their  weight  in  gold:  I  have  been  a  friend  to  thè 
order  from  my  boyhood  .  .  .  But  in  every  rather  numerous 
family  .  .  .  there  is  always  some  individuai,  some  wild  .  .  . 
And  this  Father  Cristoforo,  I  know  by  several  occurrences 
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that  he  is  a  person  .  .  .  rather  mclined  to  disputes  .  .  . 
who  has  not  all  thè  prudence,  all  thè  circumspection  .  .  •  I 
dare  say  he  has  more  than  once  given  your  Paternity  some 
anxiety/ 

— I  understand;  thls  is  a  specimen,— thought  thè  Pro- 
vincial  in  thè  mean  time. — It  is  my  fault;  I  knew  that  that 
blessed  Cristoforo  was  fitter  to  go  about  from  pulpit  to  pul- 
pit,  than  to  be  set  down  for  six  months  in  one  place,  specially 
in  a  country  convent. — 

4  Oh  1 9  said  he  aloud,  *  I  am  really  very  sorry  to  hear  that 
your  Highness  entertains  such  an  opinion  of  Father  Cris¬ 
toforo;  for,  as  far  as  I  know,  he  is  a  most  exemplary  monk 
in  thè  convent,  and  Ìs  held  in  much  esteem  also  in  thè  neigh- 
bourhood/ 

*  I  understand  perfectly  ;  your  Reverence  ought  .  .  .  How- 
ever,  as  a  sincere  friend,  I  wish  to  inform  you  of  a  thing 
which  it  is  important  for  you  to  know;  and  even  if  you 
are  already  acquainted  with  it,  I  think,  without  exceeding 
my  duty,  I  should  caution  you  against  thè  (I  only  say) 
possible  consequences.  Do  you  know  that  this  Father  Cris¬ 
toforo  has  taken  under  his  protection  a  man  of  that  coun¬ 
try,  a  man  .  .  .  of  whom  your  Paternity  has  doubtless  heard 
mention;  him  who  escaped  in  such  disgrace  from  thè  hands 
of  justice,  after  having  done  things  on  that  terrible  day  of 
St.  Martin  .  .  .  things  .  .  .  Lorenzo  Tramaglino  ?  ' 

— Alas  ! — thought  thè  Provincial,  as  he  replied  :  ‘  This 
particular  is  quite  new  to  me,  but  your  Highness  is  suffi¬ 
cienti  aware  that  it  is  a  part  of  our  office  to  seek  those 
who  have  gone  astray,  to  recali  them  .  .  / 

‘Yes,  yes;  but  intercourse  with  offenders  of  a  certain 
kind  !  .  .  .  is  rather  a  dangerous  thing — a  very  delicate  affair 
.  .  And  here,  instead  of  puffing  out  his  cheeks  and  pant- 
ing,  he  compressed  his  lìps,  and  drew  in  as  much  air  as  he 
was  accustomed  to  send  forth  with  such  profound  impor¬ 
tami.  He  then  resumed  :  *  I  thought  it  as  well  to  give  you 
this  hint,  because  ìf  ever  his  Excellency  .  .  .  He  may  have 
had  some  business  at  Rome  ...  I  don’t  know,  though  .  .  . 
and  there  might  come  to  you  from  Rome  .  . 

*  I  am  much  obliged  to  your  Lordship  for  this  Informa¬ 
tion,  but  I  feel  confident,  that  if  they  would  make  inquiries 
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on  this  subject,  they  would  find  that  Father  Cristoforo  has 
had  no  intercourse  with  thè  person  you  mention,  unless  it  be 
to  try  and  set  him  right  again.  I  know  Father  Cristoforo 
well/ 

4  You  know,  probably,  already,  better  than  I  do,  what 
kind  of  a  man  he  was  as  a  layman,  and  thè  life  he  led  in 
his  youth/ 

*  It  is  one  of  thè  glories  of  our  habit,  Signor  Count,  that 
a  man  who  has  given  ever  so  mueh  occasion  in  thè  world 
for  men  to  talk  about  him,  becomes  a  different  person  when 
he  has  assumed  this  dress.  And  ever  since  Father  Cristoforo 
has  worn  thè  habit  .  .  / 

4 1  would  gladly  believe  it,  I  assure  you — I  would  gladly 
believe  it  ;  but  sometimes  .  .  .  as  thè  proverb  says  .  .  .  “  It 
is  not  thè  cowl  that  makes  thè  friar,”  * 

The  proverb  was  not  exactly  to  thè  purpose,  but  thè 
Count  had  cited  it  instead  of  another,  which  had  erossed  his 
mind  :  '  The  wolf  changes  its  skin,  but  not  its  nature/ 

*  I  have  facts/  continued  he  ;  4 1  have  positive  proof  s  .  *  / 

'  If  you  know  for  certain/  inter rupted  thè  Provincia  1, 

'that  this  friar  has  been  guilty  of  any  fault,  (and  we  are 
all  liable  to  err,)  you  will  do  me  a  favour  to  inforni  me  of 
it.  I  am  his  superior,  though  unworthily;  but  it  is,  there- 
fore,  my  duty  to  correct  and  reprove/ 

'  I  will  teli  you  ;  together  with  thè  unpleasing  circumstance 
of  thè  favour  this  Father  displstys  towards  thè  person  I 
have  mentioned,  there  is  another  grievous  thing,  which  may 
.  .  .  But  we  will  settle  all  this  between  ourselves  at  once. 
This  same  Father  Cristoforo  has  begun  a  quarrel  with  my 
nephew,  Don  Rodrigo  *  * 

'Indeed!  I  am  very  sorry  to  hear  it! — very  sorry  in- 
deed  !  ’ 

'My  nephew  is  young,  and  hot-tempered ;  he  feels  what 
he  is,  and  is  not  accustomed  to  be  provoked  .  .  / 

'  It  shall  be  my  business  to  make  every  inquiry  on  thè  sub¬ 
ject.  As  I  have  often  told  your  Lordship,  and  as  you  must 
know,  with  your  great  experience  in  thè  world,  and  your 
noble  judgment,  far  better  than  I,  we  are  all  human,  and 
liable  to  err  .  .  .  some  one  way,  some  another;  and  if  our 
Father  Cristoforo  has  failed  .  .  / 
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*  Your  Re  ver  enee  must  perceive  that  these  are  matters, 
as  I  said,  which  had  better  be  settled  between  ourselves, 
and  remain  buried  with  us — things  which,  if  much  meddled 
with,  will  only  be  made  worse.  You  know  how  it  often 
happens  ;  these  strifes  and  disputes  frequently  originate  f rom 
a  mere  bagatelle,  and  become  more  and  more  serious  as 
they  are  suffered  to  proceed.  It  is  better  to  strike  at  thè 
root  before  they  grow  to  a  head,  or  become  thè  causes  of 
a  hundred  other  contentions.  Suppress  it,  and  cut  it  short, 
most  reverend  Father;  suppress,  and  cut  it  short.  My 
nephew  is  young;  thè  monk,  from  what  I  hear,  has  stili  all 
thè  spirit — all  thè  .  .  .  inclinations  of  a  young  man;  and  it 
belongs  to  us  who  have  some  years  on  our  shoulders — (too 
many,  are  there  not,  most  reverend  Father?)  it  belongs  to 
us,  I  say,  to  have  judgment  for  thè  young,  and  try  to 
remedy  their  errors.  Fortunately  we  are  stili  in  good  timer 
thè  matter  has  made  no  stir;  it  is  stili  a  case  of  a  good 
prìncipìis  obsta ,  Let  us  remove  thè  straw  from  thè  flame. 
A  man  whò  has  not  done  well,  or  who  may  be  a  cause  of 
some  trouble  in  one  place,  sometimes  gets  on  surprisingly  in 
another.  Your  Paternity,  doubtless,  knows  where  to  find 
a  convenient  post  for  this  friar.  This  will  also  meet  thè 
other  circumstance  of  his  having,  perhaps,  fallen  under  thè 
suspicions  of  one  .  .  .  who  would  '  be  very  glad  that  he 
should  be  removed;  and  thus,  by  placing  him  at  a  little  dis- 
tance,  we  shall  kill  two  birds  with  one  stone;  all  will  be 
quietly  settled,  or  rather,  there  will  be  no  harm  done/ 

The  Father  provinclal  had  expected  this  conclusión  from 
thè  beginning  of  thè  interview. — Ày,  ay! — thought  he  to 
himself; — I  see  well  enough  what  you  would  bring  me  to. 
It’s  thè  usuai  way;  if  a  poor  friar  has  an  encounter  with 
you,  or  with  any  one  of  you,  or  gives  you  any  offence,  right 
or  wrong,  thè  superior  must  make  him  march  immediately. — 
When  thè  Count  was  at  last  silent,  and  had  puffed  forth 
a  long-drawn  breath,  which  was  equivalent  to  a  full  stop: 

‘  I  understand  very  well/  said  thè  Provincia!,  ‘what  your 
noble  Lordship  would  say  ;  but  before  taking  a  step  .  .  / 

‘  It  is  a  step,  and  it  is  not  a  step,  most  reverend  Father. 
It  is  a  naturai  thing  enough — a  very  common  occurrence; 
and  if  it  does  not  come  to  this,  and  quickly  too,  I  foresee 
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a  mountain  of  disorders — an  Iliad  of  woes.  A  mistake  .  .  • 
my  nephew,  I  do  not  believe  ...  I  am  here,  for  this  .  .  .  But, 
at  thè  point  at  which  matters  have  now  arrived,  if  we  do 
not  put  a  stop  to  it  between  ourselves,  without  loss  of  time, 
by  one  decided  blow,  it  is  not  possible  that  it  should  remain 
a  secret  .  .  .  and  then,  it  is  not  only  my  nephew  .  .  .  we  raise 
a  hornet’s  nest,  most  reverend  Father.  You  know,  we 
are  a  powerful  family — we  have  adherents  .  .  / 

‘  Plainly  enough  .  .  / 

‘You  understand  me:  they  are  all  persons  who  have 
some  blood  in  their  veins,  and  who  .  .  .  count  as  somebody 
in  thè  world.  Their  honour  will  come  in  ;  it  will  become  a 
common  affair;  and  then  .  .  .  even  one  who  is  a  friend  to 
peace  .  .  .  It  will  be  a  great  grief  to  me  to  be  obliged  .  .  .  to 
find  myself  ...  I,  who  have  always  had  so  much  kind  feeling 
towards  thè  Capuchin  Fathers  !  You  reverend  Fathers,  to 
continue  to  do  good,  as  you  have  hitherto  done,  with  so 
much  edification  among  thè  people,  stand  in  need  of  peace, 
should  be  free  from  strifes,  and  in  harmony  with  those  who 
.  .  .  And,  besides,  you  have  friends  in  thè  world  .  .  .  and 
these  affairs  of  honour,  if  they  go  any  length,  extend  them- 
selves,  branch  out  on  every  side,  and  draw  in  .  .  .  half  thè 
world.  I  am  in  a  situation  which  obliges  me  to  maintain 
a  certain  dignity  .  .  .  His  Excellency  .  .  .  my  noble  col- 
leagues  .  .  .  it  becomes  quite  a  party  matter  .  .  .  particularly 
with  that  other  circumstance  ...  You  know  how  these 
things  go/ 

‘  Certainly/  said  thè  Father  provincial,  ‘  Father  Cristo- 
foro  is  a  preacher;  and  I  had  already  some  thoughts  .  .  .  I 
have  just  been  asked  .  .  .  But  at  this  juncture,  and  under 
thè  present  circumstances,  it  might  look  like  a  punishment; 
and  a  punishment  before  having  fully  ascertained  .  .  / 

‘  Pshaw  !  punishment,  pshaw  ! — merely  a  prudential  ar¬ 
rangement — a  convenient  resource  for  preventing  evils 
which  might  ensue  ...  I  have  explained  myself/ 

‘  Between  thè  Signor  Count  and  me  things  stand  in  this 
light,  I  am  aware;  but  as  your  Lordship  has  related  thè 
circumstances,  it  is  impossible,  I  should  say,  but  that  some- 
thing  is  known  in  thè  country  around.  There  are  every- 
where  fìrebrands,  mischief-makers,  or,  at  least,  malicious 
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priers,  who  take  a  mad  delight  in  seeing  thè  nobility  and  thè 
religious  orders  at  variance;  they  observe  it  immediately, 
report  it,  and  enlarge  upon  it  .  .  .  Everybody  has  his  dignity 
to  maintain;  and  I  ateo,  as  Superior,  (though  unworthily,) 
have  an  express  duty  .  .  .  The  honour  of  thè  habit  .  .  .  is  not 
my  private  concern  .  .  .  it  is  a  deposit  of  which  .  .  .  Your 
noble  nephew,  since  he  is  so  high-spirited  as  your  Lordship 
describes  him,  might  take  it  as  a  satisfaction  offered  to  him, 
and  ...  I  do  not  say  boast  of  it,  and  triumph  over  him, 
but  .  .  / 

‘  Is  your  Paternity  joking  with  me?  My  nephew  is  a  gen¬ 
tleman  of  some  consideration  in  thè  world  .  .  .  that  is,  ao 
cording  to  his  rank  and  thè  claims  he  has  ;  but  in  my  pres- 
ence  he  is  a  mere  boy,  and  will  do  neither  more  nor  less 
than  I  bid  him.  I  will  go  further,  and  teli  you  that  my 
nephew  shall  know  nothing  about  it.  Why  need  we  give  any 
account  of  what  we  do?  It  is  all  transacted  between  our- 
selves,  as  old  friends,  and  never  need  come  to  light.  Don’t 
give  yourself  a  thought  about  this.  I  ought  to  be  aceus- 
tomed  to  be  silent/  And  he  heaved  a  deep  sigh.  ‘  As  to 
gossips/  resumed  he,  *  what  do  you  suppose  they  can  say  ? 
The  departure  of  a  monk  to  preach  somewhere  else,  is 
nothing  so  very  uneommon  !  And  then,  we  who  see  .  .  .  we 
who  foresee  .  .  .  we  who  ought  .  .  .  we  need  not  give  our- 
selves  any  concern  about  gossìpings/' 

‘  At  any  rate,  it  would  be  well  to  try  and  prevent  them 
on  this  occasion,  by  your  noble  nephew’s  making  some  dem- 
onstration,  giving  some  open  proof  of  friendship  and 
deference  .  .  .  not  for  our  sakes,  as  individuate,  but  for  thè 
sake  of  thè  habit  .  .  / 

‘  Certainly,  certainly,  this  is  but  fair  .  .  .  However,  there 
is  no  need  of  it;  I  know  that  thè  Capuchins  are  always  re- 
ceived  as  they  ought  to  be  by  my  nephew.  He  does  so  from 
inclination;  it  is  quite  thè  disposition  of  thè  family;  and 
besides,  he  knows  it  is  gratifying  to  me.  In  this  instance, 
however  ,  .  .  something  more  marked  .  .  .  is  only  right. 
Leave  me  to  settle  it,  most  reverend  Father  ;  I  will  order  my 
nephew  .  .  .  that  is,  I  must  cautiously  suggest  it  to  him,  lest 
he  should  suspect  what  has  passed  between  us.  It  would  not 
do,  you  know,  to  lay  a  piai  ster  where  there  is  no  wound. 
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And  as  to  what  we  have  determined  upon,  thè  quicker  thè 
better.  If  you  can  find  some  post  at  a  little  distance  .  .  .  to 
obviate  every  occasion  .  .  / 

‘I  have  just  been  asked  for  a  preacher  at  Rimini;  and 
perhaps,  even  without  any  other  reason,  I  should  have 
thought  of  .  .  / 

4  Exactly  apropos,  exactly  apropos.  And  when  .  .  .  ?  ’ 

‘  Since  thè  thing  must  be  done,  it  had  better  be  done  at 
once/ 

‘  Directly,  directly,  most  reverend  Father;  better  to-day 
than  to-morrow.  And/  continued  he,  as  he  rose  from  his 
seat,  ‘  if  I  can  do  anything,  I  or  my  friends,  for  our  worthy 
Capuchin  Father s  .  .  / 

*  We  know,  by  experience,  thè  kindness  of  your  house/ 
said  thè  Father  provincial,  also  rising,  and  advancing  towards 
thè  door,  behind  his  vanquisher. 

‘We  have  extinguished  a  spark/  said  thè  Count,  walking 
slowly  forward;  ‘a  spark,  most  reverend  Father,  which 
might  have  been  fannèd  into  a  wide-spreading  and  dangerous 
flame.  Retween  friends,  two  or  three  words  will  often  settle 
great  things/ 

On  reaching  thè  other  apartment,  he  threw  open  thè  door, 
and  insisted  upon  thè  Father’ s  fìrst  entering;  then  following 
him  in,  they  mingled  with  thè  rest  of  thè  company. 

This  nobleman  employed  a  studied  politeness,  great  dex- 
terity,  and  fine  words,  to  accomplish  his  designs;  and  they 
produced  corresponding  effects.  In  fact,  he  succeeded,  by 
thè  conversation  we  have  related,  in  making  Father  Cristo- 
foro  go,  on  foot,  from  Pescarenico  to  Rimini,  which  is  a  very 
tolerable  distance. 

One  evening,  a  Capuchin  arrived  at  Pescarenico,  from 
Milan,  with  a  despatch  to  thè  Father-guardian.  It  con- 
tained  an  order  for  Father  Cristoforo  to  repair  at  once  to 
Rimini,  where  he  was  appointed  to  preach  thè  course  of 
Lent  Sermons.  The  letter  to  thè  guardian  contained  in- 
structions  to  insinuate  to  thè  said  friar,  that  he  must  give 
up  all  thoughts  of  any  business  he  might  have  in  hand  in  thè 
neighbourhood  he  was  about  to  leave,  and  was  not  to  keep 
up  any  correspondence  there:  thè  bearer  would  be  his  com- 
panion  by  thè  way.  The  guardian  said  nothing  that  evening  ; 
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bnt  next  morning  he  summoned  Father  Cristoforo,  showed 
him  thè  command,  bade  him  talee  his  wallet,  staff,  mani  pi  e, 
and  girdle,  and,  with  thè  Father  whom  he  presented  to  him 
as  a  companion,  immediately  set  off  on  his  journey. 

What  a  blow  this  would  be  to  thè  poor  friar,  thè  reader 
must  imagine,  Renzo,  Lucia,  Agnese,  instantly  rushed  into 
his  mind  ;  and  he  exclaimed,  so  to  say,  to  himself: — Oh  my 
God  !  what  will  these  poor  creatures  do,  when  I  am  no  longer 
here  ! — But  instantly  raising  his  eyes  to  heaven,  he  re- 
proached  himself  for  want  of  faith,  and  for  having  supposed 
that  he  was  necessary  in  anything.  He  crossed  his  hands 
on  his  breast,  in  token  of  obedience,  and  bowed  his  head 
before  thè  guardian,  who,  taking  him  aside,  told  him  thè  rest 
of  thè  message,  adding  a  few  words  of  advice,  and  some 
sensible  precepts.  Father  Cristoforo  then  went  into  his  celi, 
took  his  basket,  and  placed  therein  his  breviary,  his  sermons, 
and  thè  bread  of  forgiveness,  bound  round  his  waist  a 
leathern  girdle,  took  leave  of  his  brethren  whom  he  found 
in  thè  convent,  went  to  request  thè  guardiani  blessing,  and 
then,  with  his  companion,  took  thè  route  which  had  been 
prescribed  for  him. 

We  have  said  that  Don  Rodrigo,  more  than  ever  resol ved 
to  accomplish  his  praiseworthy  undertaking,  had  determined 
to  seek  thè  assistance  of  a  very  formidable  character.  Of 
this  personage  we  can  give  neither  thè  name,  surname,  nor 
title,  nor  can  we  even  venture  a  conjecture  on  any  one  of 
them;  which  is  thè  more  remarkable,  as  we  fìnd  mention  of 
him  in  more  than  one  published  hook  of  those  times.  That 
it  is  thè  same  personage,  thè  identity  of  faets  leaves  no  room 
for  doubt;  but  everywhere  a  studious  endeavour  may  be 
traced  to  conceal  his  name,  as  if  thè  mention  of  it  would 
have  ignited  thè  pen,  and  scorched  thè  writer's  hand.  Fram 
cesco  Rivola,  in  his  Life  of  thè  Cardinal  Federigo  Borro¬ 
meo,  speaking  of  this  person,  says:  4  A  nobleman,  as  power- 
ful  by  wealth  as  illustrious  by  birth/  and  nothing  more. 
Giuseppe  Ripamonti,  who,  in  thè  fìfth  hook  of  thè  fìfth 
decade  of  his  Storia  Patria ,  makes  more  exclusive  mention 
of  him,  describes  him  as  4  one/  4  this  person/  4  that  persoti/ 
4  this  man/  4  that  personage/  4 1  will  relate/  says  he,  in  his 
elegant  Latin,  which  we  translate  as  follows, — 4  thè  case  of 
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one,  who,  being  among  thè  first  of  thè  great  men  of  thè  city, 
took  up  his  residence  in  thè  country;  where,  securing  him- 
self  by  thè  force  of  crime,  he  set  at  nought  justice  and  judges, 
all  magisterial,  and  even  all  sovereign  power.  Situated  on 
thè  very  confines  of  thè  state,  he  led  an  independent  life;  a 
harbourer  of  outlaws,  an  outlaw  at  one  time  himself,  and 
then  safely  returned  .  .  /  We  will  extract,  in  thè  sequel, 
some  other  passages  from  this  writer,  which  will  serve 
to  confirm  and  elucidate  thè  account  of  our  anonymous 
author,  with  whom  we  are  travelling  onward. 

To  do  what  was  forbidden  by  thè  public  laws,  or  rendered 
difficult  by  an  opposing  power;  to  be  thè  arbiter,  thè  judge 
in  other  people’s  affairs,  without  further  interest  in  them 
than  thè  love  of  command;  to  be  feared  by  all,  and  to  have 
thè  upper  hand  among  those  who  were  accustomed  to  hold 
thè  same  station  over  others  :  such  had  ever  been  thè  princi- 
pal  objects  and  desires  of  this  man.  From  his  youth  he 
had  always  had  a  mingled  feeling  of  contempt  and  impatient 
envy  at  thè  sight  or  report  of  thè  power,  rencounters,  strifes, 
or  oppressive  tyranny  of  others.  Young,  and  living  in  a 
city,  he  omitted  no  opportunity,  nay,  even  sought  for  them, 
of  setting  himself  up  against  thè  most  renowned  of  this 
profession,  either  entirely  to  subdue  them,  to  struggle  with 
them,  and  keep  them  in  awe,  or  to  induce  them  to  solicit 
his  friendship.  Superìor  to  most  in  riches  and  retinue,  and,  ' 
perhaps,  to  all  in  presumption  and  intrepidity,  he  compelled 
many  to  retire  from  competition;  some  he  treated  with 
haughtiness  or  contempt,  some  he  took  as  friends;  not, 
however,  on  an  equality  with  himself,  but,  as  alone  would 
satisfy  his  proud  and  arrogant  mind,  as  subordinate  friends, 
who  would  be  content  to  acknowledge  their  inferiority,  and 
use  their  hands  in  his  Service.  In  fact,  however,  he  became 
at  length  thè  grand  actor,  and  thè  instrument  of  his  com- 
panions,  who  never  failed  to  solicit  thè  aid  of  so  powerful 
an  auxiliary  in  all  their  undertakings,  while  for  him  to  draw 
back,  would  be  to  forfeit  his  reputatipn,  and  come  short  of 
what  he  had  assumed.  He  went  on  thus,  till,  on  his  own  Ser¬ 
vice  and  that  of  others,  he  had  gone  to  such  a  length,  that 
neither  his  narne,  family,  friends,  nor  even  his  own  audacity, 
sufficed  to  secure  him  against  public  proclamations  and  out- 
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lawry,  and  he  was  compelled  to  give  way  and  leave  thè  state. 
I  believe  it  is  to  this  circumstance  that  a  remarkable  inci- 
dent,  related  by  Ripamonti,  refers.  *  On  one  occasion,  when 
obliged  to  quit  thè  country,  thè  secrecy  he  used,  and  thè 
respect  and  timidity  he  displayed,  were  such,  that  he  rode 
through  thè  city  on  horseback,  followed  by  a  pack  of  hounds, 
and  accompanied  with  thè  sound  of  thè  trumpet  ;  and,  in 
passing  before  thè  palace  of  thè  court,  left  an  insolent  mes- 
sage  with  thè  guards,  for  thè  governor^ 

During  his  absence  he  continued  thè  same  practices,  not 
even  intermitting  his  correspondence  with  those  of  his 
friends  who  remained  united  to  him  (to  translate  literally 
from  Ripamonti),  ‘in  thè  secret  alliance  of  atrocious  con- 
sultations  and  fatai  deeds/  It  even  appears  that  he  engaged 
thè  foreign  courts  in  other  new  and  formidable  undertak- 
ings,  of  which  thè  above-cited  historian  speaks  with  rnyste- 
rious  brevity.  4  Some  foreign  princes  several  times  availed 
themselves  of  his  assistance  in  important  murders,  and  fre- 
quently  sent  him  reinforcements  of  soldiers,  from  a  consid- 
erable  distance,  to  act  under  his  orders/ 

At  length  (it  is  not  exactly  known  how  long  afterwards) 
either  thè  sentence  of  banishment  against  him  bemg  with- 
drawn,  by  some  power  fui  intercession,  or  thè  audacity  of 
thè  man  serving  him  in  place  of  any  other  liberation,  he 
resolved  to  return  home,  and,  in  fact,  did  return;  not, 
however,  to  Milan,  but  to  a  castle  on  his  manor,  situated 
on  thè  confmes  of  thè  Bergamascan  territory,  at  that  time* 
as  most  of  our  readers  know,  under  Venetian  government; 
and  here  he  fixed  his  abode.  ‘  This  dwelling/  we  again 
quote  Ripamonti,  ‘was,  as  it  were,  a  dispensary  of  san- 
guinary  mandatesi  thè  servants  were  outlaws  and  murder- 
ers;  thè  very  cooks  and  scullions  were  not  exempt  from 
homicide;  thè  hands  of  thè  children  were  stained  with  blood.’ 
Besides  this  amiable  domestic  circle,  he  had,  as  thè  same 
historian  affirms,  another  set  of  dependents  of  a  similar 
character  dispersed  abroad,  and  quartered,  so  to  say,  at  dif- 
ferent  posts  in  thè  two  States  on  thè  borders  of  which  he 
lived,  who  were  always  ready  to  execute  his  orders. 

All  thè  tyrannical  noblemen,  for  a  considerable  distance 
round,  had  been  obliged,  on  one  occasion  or  another,  to 


330 


ALESSANDRO  MANZONI 


choose  between  thè  friendship  or  thè  enmìty  of  this  super- 
éminent  tyrant.  Those,  however,  who  at  first  attempted  to 
resist  him,  carne  off  so  badly  in  thè  contest,  that  no  one 
was  ever  induced  to  make  a  second  trial.  Neither  was  it 
possible,  by  maintaining  a  neutral  course,  or  standing,  as 
thè  saying  is,  in  their  own  shoes,  to  keep  themselves  inde- 
pendent  o£  him.  If  a  message  arrived,  intimating  that  such 
a  person  must  desist  from  such  an  undertaking,  or  cease  to 
molest  such  a  debtor,  or  so  forth,  it  was  necessary  to  give 
a  decided  answer  one  way  or  other.  When  one  party 
carne,  with  thè  homage  of  a  vassal,  to  refer  any  business  to 
his  arbitration,  thè  other  party  was  reduced  to  thè  hard 
alternative  of  either  abiding  by  his  sentence,  or  publicly 
declaring  hostilities;  which  was  equivalent  to  being,  as  thè 
saying  is,  in  thè  last  stage  of  consumption.  Many  who  were 
in  thè  wrong  had  recourse  to  him  that  they  might  be  right 
in  effect;  many  being  in  thè  right,  yet  resorted  to  him  to 
pre-engage  so  powerful  a  patronage,  and  dose  thè  way 
against  their  adversaries;  thus  both  bad  and  good  carne  to 
be  dependent  upon  him.  It  sometimes  happened  that  thè 
weak,  oppresseci,  harassed,  and  tyrannized  over  by  some 
powerful  lord,  turned  to  him  for  protection;  he  would  then 
take  thè  part  of  thè  oppressed,  and  force  thè  oppressor  to 
abstain  from  further  injuries,  to  repair  thè  wrongs  he  had 
committed,  and  even  to  stoop  to  apologies;  or,  in  case  of 
his  proving  stubborn  and  unbending,  he  would  completely 
crush  his  power,  constrain  him  to  quit  thè  place  where  he 
had  exercised  such  unjust  influence,  or  even  make  him  pay 
a  more  expeditious  and  more  terrible  penalty.  In  these 
cases,  his  name,  usually  so  dreaded  and  abhorred,  became, 
for  a  time,  an  object  of  blessing:  for  (I  will  not  say,  this 
justice,  but)  this  remedy,  this  recompense  of  some  sort, 
could  not  have  been  expected,  under  thè  circumstances  of 
thè  times,  from  any  other  either  public  or  private  source. 
More  frequently,  and  indeed  ordinarily,  his  power  and 
authority  ministered  to  iniquitous  desires,  atrocious  revenge, 
or  outrageous  caprice.  But  thè  very  opposite  uses  he  made 
of  this  power  produced  in  thè  end  thè  self-same  effect,  that 
of  impressing  all  minds  with  a  lofty  idea  of  how  much  he 
could  will  and  execute  in  spite  of  equity  or  iniquity,  those 
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two  tTijngs  which  interpose  30  many  impediments  to  thè 
accomphshment  of  man’s  desires,  and  so  often  force  him 
to  turn  back.  The  fame  of  ordinary  oppressors  was  for  thè 
most  part_  restricted  to  thè  limited  tract  of  country  where 
they  continually  or  frequently  exercised  their  oppression: 
each  district  had  its  own  tyrant;  and  these  so  resembled 
each  other,  that  there  was  no  reason  that  people  should 
interfere  with  those  from  whom  they  sustained  neither 
ìnjury  nor  molestati.  But  thè  fame  of  this  man  had  long 
been  diffused  throughout  every  corner  of  thè  Milanese:  his 
hfe  was  everywhere  thè  subject  of  popular  stories;  and  his 
very  name  carried  with  it  thè  idea  of  something  formidable, 
dark,  and  fabulous.  The  suspicions  that  were  everywhere 
entertamed  of  his  confederates  and  tools  of  assassinati, 
contnbuted  to  keep  alive  a  Constant  memento  of  him.  They 
were  nothing  more  than  suspicions;  since  who  would  have 
openly  acknowledged  such  a  dependence?  but  every  tyrant 
might  be  his  associate,  every  robber  one  of  his  assassins; 
and  thè  very  uncertainty  of  thè  fact  rendered  thè  opinion 
more  generai,  and  thè  terror  more  profound.  At  every  ap- 
pearance  of  an  unknown  ruffian,  more  savage-looking  than 
usuai;  at  every  enormous  crime,  thè  author  of  which  could 
not  be  at  first  pointed  out  or  conjectured,  thè  name  of  this 
man  was  pronounced  and  whispered  about,  whom,  thanks 
to  thè  unhappy  circumspection,  to  give  it  no  other  epithet,  of 
our  author  s,  we  shall  be  obliged  to  designate  The  Unnamed 
The  distance  between  his  castle  and  thè  palace  of  Don 
Rodrigo  was  not  more  than  seven  miles:  and  no  sooner  had 
thè  latter  become  a  lord  and  tyrant  than  he  could  not  help 
seeing  that,  at  so  short  a  distance  from  such  a  personage, 
it  would  not  be  possible  to  carry  on  this  profession  without 
either  coming  to  blows,  or  walking  hand  in  hand  with  him 
He  had,  therefore,  offered  himself  and  been  accepted,  for  a 
friend  m  thè  same  way,  that  is,  as  thè  rest:  he  had  ren¬ 
dered  him  more  than  one  Service  (thè  manuscript  says 
nothing  further)  ;  and  had  each  time  been  rewarded  by 
promises  of  requital  and  assistance  in  any  cases  of  emer- 
gency.  _He  took  great  pains,  however,  to  conceal  such  a 
triendship,.  or  at  least  of  what  nature  and  how  strict  it  was. 
Don  Rodrigo  liked  well  enough  to  play  thè  tyrant,  but  not 
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thè  fierce  and  savage  tyrant:  thè  profession  was  to  him  a 
means,  not  an  end:  he  wished  to  live  at  freedom  in  thè 
city,  to  enjoy  thè  conveniences,  diversions,  and  honours  of 
social  life;  and  for  this  end  he  was  obliged  to  keep  up  a 
certain  appearance,  make  much  of  his  family,  cultivate  thè 
friendship  of  persons  in  place,  and  keep  one  hand  on  thè 
scales  of  justice,  so  as  on  any  occasion  to  make  them  pre¬ 
ponderate  in  his  favour,  either  removing  them  altogether 
from  view,  or  bringing  them  to  bear  with  doublé  force 
on  thè  head  of  some  individuai,  on  whom  he  could  thus 
more  easily  accompìish  his  designs  than  by  thè  arm  of  pri¬ 
vate  violence.  Now,  an  intimacy,  or  it  would  be  better  to 
say  an  alliance,  with  a  person  of  such  notoriety,  an  open 
enemy  of  thè  public  power,  would  certainly  not  have  ad- 
vanced  his  interests  in  these  respects,  and  particularly  with 
his  uncle.  However,  thè  slight  acquaintance  which  he  was 
unable  to  conceal,  might  pass  very  well  for  an  indispensable 
attention  towards  a  man  whose  enmity  was  much  to^  be 
deprecated,  and  thus  it  might  receive  excuse  from  necessity  ; 
since  one  who  assumes  thè  charge  of  providing  for  another 
without  thè  will  or  thè  means,  in  thè  long  run  consents  that 
his  protégé  shall  provide  for  himself  up  to  a  certain  point 
in  his  own  affairs;  and  if  he  does  not  expressly  give  his 
consent,  at  least  he  winks  at  it. 

One  morning,  Don  Rodrigo  set  off  on  horseback,  in  thè 
guise  of  a  hunter,  with  a  small  escort  of  bravoes  on  foot, 
Griso  at  his  side,  and  four  others  following  behind  him,  and 
look  thè  road  to  thè  castle  of  thè  Unnamed. 


CHAPTER  XX 


JTJ’fHE  castle  of  thè  Unnamed  was  commandingly  sita* 

1  ated  over  a  dark  and  narrow  valley,  on  thè  summit 

JL.  of  a  cliff  projecting  from  a  rugged  ridge  of  hills, 
whether  united  to  them  or  separated  from  them  it  is  difficult 
to  say,  by  a  mass  of  crags  and  rocks,  and  by  a  boundary  of 
caverns  and  abrupt  precìpices,  both  flanking  it  and  on  thè 
rear.  The  side  which  overlooked  thè  valley  was  thè  only 
accessible  one;  rather  a  steep  acclivity,  certainly,  but  even 
and  unbroken  :  thè  summit  was  used  for  pasturage,  while 
thè  lower  grounds  were  cultivated,  and  scattered  here  and 
there  with  habitations.  The  bottoni  was  a  bed  of  Iarge 
stones,  thè  channel,  according  to  thè  season,  of  either  a 
rivulet  or  a  noisy  torrent,  which  at  that  time  formed  thè 
boundary  of  thè  two  States.  The  opposite  ridges,  forming, 
so  to  speak,  thè  other  wall  of  thè  valley,  had  a  small  culti- 
vated  tract,  gently  inclining  from  thè  base;  thè  rest  was 
covered  with  crags,  stones,  and  abrupt  risings,  untrodden* 
and  destitute  of  vegetation,  excepting  here  and  there  a  soli- 
tary  bush  in  thè  interstices,  or  on  thè  edges  of  thè  rocks.  ^ 
From  thè  height  of  this  castle,  like  an  eagle  from  his 
sanguinary  nest,  thè  savage  nobleman  surveyed  every  spot 
around  where  thè  foot  of  man  could  tread,  and  heard  no 
human  sound  above  him.  At  one  view  he  could  overlook 
thè  whole  vale,  thè  declivities,  thè  bed  of  thè  stream,  and  thè 
practicable  paths  intersecting  thè  valley.  That  which  ap- 
proached  his  terrible  abode  by  a  zigzag  and  serpentine 
course  appeared  to  a  spectator  from  below  like  a  winding 
thread;  while  from  thè  Windows  and  loop-holes  on  thè 
summit,  thè  Signor  could  leisurely  observe  any  one  who 
was  ascendi ng,  and  a  hundred  times  catch  a  view  of  him. 
With  thè  garrìson  of  bravoes  whom  he  there  maintained, 
he  could  even  oppose  a  tolerably  numerous  troop  of  assail- 
ants,  stretching  any  number  of  them  on  thè  ground,  or 
hurling  them  to  thè  bottom,  before  they  could  succeed  in_ 
gaining  thè  height.  He  was  not  very  likely,  however,  to  be  ' 
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put  to  thè  trial,  since  no  one  who  was  not  on  good  terms 
with  thè  owner  of  thè  castle  would  venture  to  set  foot  within 
its  walls,  or  even  in  thè  valley  or  its  environs.  The  baili# 
who  should  have  chanced  to  be  seen  there  would  have  been 
treated  like  an  enemy’s  spy  seized  within  thè  camp.  Tragical 
stories  were  related  of  thè  last  who  had  dared  to  attempt  thè 
undertaking;  but  they  were  then  tales  of  by-gone  days;  and 
none  of  thè  village  youths  could  remember  having  seen  one 
of  this  race  of  beings,  either  dead  or  alive. 

Such  is  thè  description  our  anonymous  author  gives  of 
thè  place  :  nothing  is  said  of  thè  name;  and  for  fear  of 
putting  us  in  thè  way  of  discovering  it,  he  avoids  all  notice 
of  Don  Rodrigo’s  journey,  bringing  him  at  one  jump  info  thè 
midst  of  thè  valley,  and  setting  him  down  at  thè  foot  of  thè 
ascent,  just  at  thè  entrance  of  thè  steep  and  winding  foot- 
path.  Here  stood  an  inn,  which  might  also  be  called  a 
guard-house.  An  antique  sign  suspended  over  thè  door, 
display  ed  on  each  side,  in  glowing  colours,  a  radiant  sun; 
but  thè  public  voice,  which  sometimes  repeats  names  as  they 
are  first  pronounced,  and  sometimes  remodels  them  after 
its  own  fashion,  never  designated  this  tavern  but  by  thè 
title  of  thè  Malanotte.1 

At  thè  sound  of  a  party  approaching  on  horseback,  an 
ill-looking  lad  appeared  at  thè  door-way,  well  armed  with 
knives  and  pistols,  and  after  giving  a  glance  at  them,  re- 
entered  to  inforni  three  ruffians,  who,  seated  at  table,  were 
playing  with  a  very  dirty  pack  of  cards,  reversed  and  laid 
one  upon  another  like  so  many  tiles.  He  who  seemed  to  be 
thè  leader  rose,  and  advancing  towards  thè  door,  recognized 
a  friend  of  his  master’s,  and  saluted  him  with  a  bow.  Don 
Rodrigo,  returning  thè  salutation  with  great  politeness,  in- 
quired  if  his  master  were  in  thè  castle,  and  receiving  for 
an  answer  that  he  believed  so,  he  dismounted  from  his  horse, 
throwing  thè  reins  to  Tiradritto,  one  of  his  retinue.  Then, 
taking  his  musket  from  his  shoulder,  he  handed  it  to  Mon- 
tanarolo,  as  if  to  disencumber  himself  of  a  useless  weight, 
and  render  his  ascent  easier;  but  in  reality,  because  he  knew 
well  enough  that  no  one  was  permitted  to  mount  that  steep 
who  carried  a  gun.  Then  taking  out  of  his  purse  two  or 
1  Bad  Night. 
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three  berlinghe,  he  gave  them  to  Tanabuso,  saying  :  *  Wait 
for  me  here;  and  in  thè  mean  time  enjoy  yourselves  with 
these  good  people.’  He  then  presented  thè  estimable  chief 
of  thè  party  with  a  few  gold  coins,  one  half  for  himself, 
and  thè  rest  to  be  divided  among  his  companìons;  and  at 
length,  in  company  with  Griso,  who  had  also  laid  aside  his 
weapons,  began  to  ascend  thè  cliff  on  foot.  In  thè  mean 
while,  thè  three  above-mentioned  bravoes,  together  with 
their  fourth  companion,  Squinternotto,  (what  amiable  names 
to  be  preserved  with  so  much  care!)  remained  behind  with 
thè  three  players,  and  thè  un  fortunate  boy,  who  was  train¬ 
ing  for  thè  gallows,  to  game,  drink,  and  relate  by  turns  their 
various  feats  of  prowess. 

Another  bravo  belonging  to  thè  Unnamed  shortly  over* 
took  Don  Rodrigo  in  his  ascent;  and  after  eying  him  for 
a  moment,  recognized  a  friend  of  his  master’s,  and  bore 
him  company;  by  this  means,  sparing  him  thè  annoyance  of 
telling  his  name,  and  giving  a  further  account  of  himself, 
to  thè  many  others  whom  he  met,  and  with  whom  he  was 
unacquainted.  On  reaching  thè  castle,  and  being  admitted, 
(having  left  Griso,  however,  outside,)  he  was  conducted  a 
roundabout  way  through  dark  corridors,  and  various  apart- 
ments  hung  with  muskets,  sabres,  and  partisans,  in  each 
of  which  a  bravo  stood  on  guard;  and  after  having  waited 
some  time,  was  at  last  ushered  into  thè  room  where  thè 
Unnamed  was  expecting  him. 

The  Signor  advanced  to  meet  Don  Rodrigo,  returning  his 
salutation,  and  at  thè  same  time  eying  him  from  head  to 
foot  with  thè  closest  scrutiny,  according  to  his  usuai  habit, 
now  almost  an  involuntary  one,  towards  any  one  who  ap- 
proached  him,  even  towards  his  oldest  and  most  tried 
friends.  He  was  tali,  sun-burnt,  and  bald;  and  at  first  sight 
this  baldness,  thè  whiteness  of  his  few  remaining  hairs,  and 
thè  wrinkles  on  his  face,  would  have  induced  thè  judgment 
that  he  was  considerably  beyond  thè  sixty  years  he  had 
scarcely  yet  attained:  though  on  a  nearer  survey,  his  car- 
riage  and  movements,  thè  cutting  sarcasm  of  his  features, 
and  thè  deep  fire  that  sparkled  in  his  eye,  indicated  a  vigour 
of  body  and  mind  which  would  have  been  remarkable  even 
in  a  young  man. 
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Don  Rodrigo  told  him  that  he  carne  to  solicit  his  advice 
and  assistance;  that,  finding  himself  engaged  in  a  difficult 
undertaking,  from  which  his  honour  would  not  now  suffer 
him  to  retire,  he  had  called  to  mind  thè  promìses  of  his  noble 
friend,  who  never  promised  too  much,  or  in  vain;  and  he 
then  proceeded  to  relate  his  infamous  enterprise.  The 
Unnamed,  who  already  had  some  indefinite  knowledge  of 
thè  affair,  listened  attentively  to  thè  recital,  both  because 
he  was  naturally  fond  of  such  stories,  and  because  there  was 
implicated  in  it  a  name  well  known  and  exceedingly  odious 
to  him,  that  of  Father  Cristoforo,  thè  open  enemy  of  tyrants, 
not  only  in  word,  but,  when  possible,  in  deed  also.  The  nar- 
rator  then  proceeded  to  exaggerate,  in  evidence,  thè  difficul- 
ties  of  thè  undertaking: — thè  distance  of  thè  place,  a 
monastery,  thè  Signora  !  .  .  .  At  this  word,  thè  Unnamed, 

'  as  if  a  demon  hidden  in  his  heart  had  suggested  it,  abruptly 
interrupted  him,  saying  that  he  would  take  thè  enterprise 
upon  himself.  He  took  down  thè  name  of  our  poor  Lucia, 
and  dismissed  Don  Rodrigo  with  thè  promise:  ‘You  shall 
shortly  hear  from  me  what  you  are  to  do.’ 

If  thè  reader  remembers  that  infamous  Egidio  whose 
residence  adjoined  thè  monastery  where  poor  Lucia  had 
found  a  retreat,  we  will  now  inforni  him  that  he  was  one 
of  thè  nearest  and  most  intimate  associates  in  iniquity 
of  thè  Unnamed;  and  it  was  for  this  reason  that  thè  latter 
had  so  promptly  and  resolutely  taken  upon  him  to  pledge 
his  word.  Nevertheless,  he  was  no  sooner  left  alone,  than 
he  began  to  feel,  I  will  not  say,  repentance,  but  vexation 
at  having  made  thè  promise.  For  some  time  past  he  had 
experienced,  not  exactly  remorse,  but  a  kind  of  weariness 
of  his  wicked  course  of  life.  These  feelings,  which  had 
accumulated  rather  in  his  memory  than  on  his  conscience, 
were  renewed  each  time  any  new  crime  was  committed,  and 
each  time  they  seemed  more  multiplied  and  intolerable:  it 
was  like  constantly  adding  and  adding  to  an  already  incom- 
modious  weight.  A  certain  repugnance  experienced  on  thè 
commission  of  his  earlier  crimes,  afterwards  overcome  and 
alrnost  entirely  excluded,  again  returned  to  make  itself  felt. 
But  in  his  first  misgivings,  thè  image  of  a  distant  and  un- 
certain  future,  together  with  thè  consciousness  of  a  vigorous 
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liabit  of  body  and  a  strong  constitution,  had  only  confirmed 
him  in  a  supine  and  presumptuous  confidence.  Now,  on  thè 
contrary,  it  was  thè  thoughts  of  thè  future  that  embittered 
thè  retrospect  of  thè  past. — To  grow  old!  To  die!  And 
then?— It  is  wórthy  of  notice,  that  thè  image  of  death, 
which  in  present  danger,  when  facing  an  enemy,  usually 
only  nerved  his  spirit,  and  inspired  him  with  impetuous 
courage, — this  same  image,  when  presented  to  his  mind  in 
thè  solemn  stillness  of  night,  and  in  thè  security  of  his  own 
castle,  was  always  accompanied  with  a  feeling  of  unde- 
fined  horror  and  alarm.  It  was  not:  death  threatened  by 
an  enemy  who  was  himself  mortai  ;  it  was  not  to  be  repulsed 
by  stronger  weapons.  or  a  readier  arm  ;  it  carne  alone,  it  was 
suggested  from  within;  it  might  stili  be  distant,  but  every 
moment  brought  it  a  step  nearer;  and  even  while  he  was 
hopelessly  struggling  to  banish  thè  remembrance  oi  this 
dreaded  enemy,  it  was  coming  fast  upon  him.  In  his  early 
days,  thè  frequent  examples  of  violence,  revenge,  and  murder, 
which  were  perpetually  exhibited  to  his  view,  while  they 
inspired  him  with  a  daring  emulation,  served  at  thè  same 
time  as  a  kind  of  authority  against  thè  voice  of  conscience: 
now  an  indistinct  but  terrible  idea  of  individuai  responsi- 
bility,  and  judgment  independent  of  example,  incessantly 
haunted  his  mind;  now  thè  thought  of  his  having  left  thè 
ordinary  crowd  of  wicked  doers,  and  surpassed  them  all, 
sometimes  impressed  him  with  a  feeling  of  dreadful  solitude. 
That  God,  of  whom  he  had  once  heard,  but  whom  he  had 
long  ceased  either  to  deny  or  acknowledge,  solely  occupied 
as  he  was  in  acting  as  though  he  existed  not,  now,  at  certain 
moments  of  depression  without  cause,  and  terror  without 
danger,  he  imagined  he  heard  repeating  within  him,  ‘Never- 
theless,  I  am.’  In  thè  first  heat  of  youthful  passion,  thè 
laws  which  he  had  heard  announced  in  His  name  had  only 
appeared  hateful  to  him;  now,  when  they  returned  un- 
bidden  to  his  mind,  he  regarded  them,  in  spite  of  himself, 
as  something  which  would  have  a  fulfilment.  But  that  he 
might  suffer  nothing  of  this  new  disquietude  to  be  apparent 
either  in  word  or  deed,  he  carefully  endeavoured  to  con- 
ceal  it  under  thè  mask  of  deeper  and  more  vehement  ferocity  ; 
and  by  this  means  also  he  sought  to  disguise  it  from  him- 
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self,  or  entirely  to  stille  it.  Envying  (silice  he  could  neither 
annihilate  nor  forget  them)  thè  days  in  which  he  had 
been  accustomed  to  commit  iniquity  without  remorse,  and 
without  further  solicitude  than  for  its  success,  he  used 
every  endeavour  to  recali  them,  and  to  retain  or  recover 
his  forrner  unfettered,  daring,  and  undisturbed  will,  that 
he  might  convince  himself  he  was  stili  thè  sanie  man. 

On  this  occasion,  therefore,  he  had  hastily  pledged  his 
word  to  Don  Rodrigo,  that  he  might  dose  thè  door  against 
all  hesitation.  Feeling,  however,  on  his  visitor’s  departure, 
a  failing  of  thè  resolution  that  he  had  summoned  up  to 
make  thè  promise,  and  gradually  overwhelmed  with  thoughts 
presenting  themselves  to  his  mind,  which  tempted  him  to 
break  his  word,  and  which,  if  yielded  to,  would  have  made 
him  sink  very  low  in  thè  eyes  of  his  friend,  a  secondary 
accomplice,  he  resolved  at  once  to  cut  short  thè  painful  con- 
flict,  and  summoned  Nibbio2  to  his  presence,  one  of  thè 
most  dexterous  and  venturesome  ministers  of  his  enormities, 
and  thè  one  whom  he  was  accustomed  to  employ  in  his 
correspondence  with  Egidio.  With  a  resolute  countenance  he 
ordered  him  immediately  to  mount  his  horse,  to  go  straight 
to  Monza,  to  inform  Egidio  of  thè  engagement  he  had  made, 
and  to  request  his  counsel  and  assistance  in  fulfilling  it. 

The^  worthless  messenger  returned  more  expeditiously 
than  his  master  expected,  with  Egidio’ s  reply,  that  thè  under- 
taking  was  easy  and  secure:  if  thè  Unnamed  would  send  a 
carriage  which  would  not  be  known  as  his,  with  two  or  three 
well-disguised  bravoes,  Egidio  would  undertake  thè  charge 
of  all  thè  rest,  and  would  manage  thè  whole  affair.  At  this 
announcement,  thè  Unnamed,  whatever  might  be  passing 
in  his  mind,  hastily  gave  orders  to  Nibbio  to  arrange  all  as 
Egidio  required,  and  to  go  himself,  with  two  others  whom 
he  named,  upon  this  expedition. 

Had  Egidio  been  obliged  to  reckon  only  on  ordinary  means 
for  thè  accomplishment  of  thè  horrible  Service  he  had  been 
requested  to  undertake,  he  certainly  would  not  thus  readily 
have  given  so  unhesitating  a  promise.  But  in  that  very 
asylum,  where  it  would  seem  all  ought  to  have  been  an 
obstacle,  thè  atrocious  villain  had  a  resource  known  only 
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must  follow,  and  dismissed  her,  saying  :  ‘  Do  everything  as 
I  bave  told  you,  and  return  quickly/  Lucia  departed. 

She  passed  thè  gate  of  thè  cloister  unobserved,  and  took 
thè  road  along  thè  side  of  thè  wall,  with  her  eyes  bent  to 
thè  ground;  by  thè  help  of  thè  directions  she  had  received, 
and  her  own  recollection,  she  found  thè  city  gate,  and  went 
out.  Self-possessed,  but  stili  rather  trembling,  she  prò- 
ceeded  along  thè  high  road,  and  shortly  reached  thè  turn 
to  thè  convent,  which  she  immediately  recognized.  This 
road  was,  and  stili  is,  buried,  like  thè  bed  of  a  river,  between 
two  high  banks  bordered  with  trees,  which  spread  their 
branches  over  it  like  a  vaulted  roof.  Lucia  felt  ber  fears 
increase,  and  quickened  her  steps,  as  she  found  herself  quite 
alone  on  entering  it:  but  a  few  paces  further  her  courage 
revived  on  seeing  a  travelling  carriage  standing,  and  two 
travellers  looking  this  and  that  way,  as  if  uncertain  of  thè 
road.  On  drawing  nearer,  she  overheard  one  of  theni  say¬ 
ing  :  ‘  Here  is  a  good  woman,  who  will  show  us  thè  way/ 
In  fact,  when  she  had  got  opposite  thè  carriage,  thè  same 
person,  with  a  more  courteous  manner  than  countenance, 
turned  and  addressed  her  :  ‘  My  good  girl,  can  you  teli  us 
which  is  thè  way  to  Monza  ? 9 

f  You  have  taken  thè  wrong  direction/  replied  thè  poor 
girl  :  *  Monza  is  there  .  .  /  and  turning  to  point  it  out  with 
her  finger,  thè  other  companion  (it  was  Nibbio)  seized  her 
unexpectedly  round  thè  waist,  and  lifted  her  frolli  thè  ground. 
Lucia,  in  great  alarm,  turned  her  head  round,  and  uttered  a 
scream  ;  thè  ruffian  pushed  her  into  thè  carriage  ;  a  third,  who 
was  seated  in  thè  back  of  it,  concealed  from  view,  received 
her  and  forced  her,  in  spite  of  her  struggles  and  cries,  to  sit 
down  opposite  to  him;  while  another  put  a  handkerchief  over 
her  mouth,  and  stifled  her  cries.  Nibbio  now  hastily  threw 
himself  into  thè  carriage,  shut  thè  door,  and  they  set  off  at  a 
rapid  pace.  The  other,  who  had  made  thè  treacherous Jnquiry, 
remained  in  thè  road,  and  looked  hurriedly  around  :  no  one  was 
to  be  seen  :  he  therefore  sprang  upon  thè  bank,  grasped  a, 
branch  of  thè  hedge  which  was  planted  upon  thè  summit, 
pushed  through  thè  fence,  and  entering  a  plantation  of  green 
oaks,  which,  for  a  short  distance,  ran  along  thè  side  of  thè 
road,  stooped  down  there,  that  he  might  not  be  seen  by  thè 
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people  who  would  probably  be  attraeteci  by  thè  cries.  This 
man  was  one  of  Egidio’s  villains;  he  had  been  to  watch  near 
thè  gate  of  thè  monastery,  had  seen  Lucia  go  out,  had  noticed 
her  dress  and  figure,  and  had  then  run  by  a  shorter  way  to 
wait  for  her  at  thè  appointed  spot 

Who  can  represent  thè  terror,  thè  anguish  of  thè  unfortu- 
nate  girl,  or  describe  what  was  passing  in  her  mind?  She 
opened  her  terrified  eyes,  from  anxiety  to  ascertain  her 
horrible  situation,  and  quickly  closed  them  again  with  a 
shudder  of  fear  at  thè  sight  of  thè  dreadful  faces  that  inet 
her  view:  she  writhed  her  body,  but  found  that  she  was 
held  down  on  all  sides;  she  collected  all  her  strength,  and 
made  a  desperate  effort  to  push  towards  thè  door;  but  two 
sinewy  arrns  held  her  as  if  she  were  nailed  to  thè  bottom 
of  thè  carriage,  while  four  other  powerful  hands  supported 
her  there.  At  every  signal  she  gave  of  intending  to  utter 
a  cry,  thè  handkerchief  was  instantly  stuffed  into  her  mouth 
to  smother  thè  sound,  while  three  infernal  mouths,  with 
voices  more  human  than  they  were  accustomed  to  utter,  con- 
tinued  to  repeat:  ‘  Be  stili,  be  stili;  don’t  be  afraid,  we  don’t 
want  to  do  you  any  harm/  After  a  few  moments  of  agonized 
struggle,  she  seemed  to  become  quieter  ;  her  arms  sank 
by  her  side,  her  head  fell  backwards,  she  half  opened  her 
eyelids,  and  her  eyes  became  fixed;  thè  horrible  faces  which 
surrounded  her  appeared  to  mingle  and  flock  before  her  in 
one  monstrous  image  ;  thè  colour  fled  from  her  cheek  ;  a  cold 
moisture  overspread  her  face;  her  consciousness  vanished, 
and  she  fainted  away. 

‘  Come,  come,  courage/  said  Nibbio.  ‘  Courage,  courage/ 
repeated  thè  two  other  ruffians  ;  but  thè  prostration  of  every 
faculty  preserved  Lucia,  at  that  moment,  from  hearing  thè 
consolations  addressed  to  her  by  those  horrible  voices., 

*  The - !  she  seems  to  be  dead/  said  one  of  them:  ‘if 

she’s  really  dead  ! 9 

‘  Pshaw  !  '  said  thè  other  :  f  It’s  only  a  swoon,  such  as 
women  often  fall  into.  I  know  well  enough  that  when  Lve 
wanted  to  send  another,  be  it  man  or  woman,  into  thè  other 
world,  it  has  required  something  more  than  this.J 

‘  Hold  your  tongues/  said  Nibbio.  ‘Attend  to  your  own 
business,  and  mind  nothing  else.  Take  your  muskets  from 
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under  thè  seat,  and  keep  them  in  readiness;  for  there  are 
always  some  villains  hidden  in  thè  wood  we  are  entering. 

Not  in  your  hands,  thè - !  put  them  behìnd  your  backs, 

and  let  them  lie  there  ;  don’t  you  see  that  she's  a  cowardly 
chicken,  who  faints  for  nothing?  If  she  sees  fire-arms,  it 
will  be  enough  to  kill  her  outright.  And  when  she  recovers, 
take  good  care  you  don’t  frighten  her;  don’t  touch  her  uniess 
I  beckon  to  you;  I  am  enough  to  manage  her.  And  hold 
your  tongues  :  leave  me  to  talk  to  her/ 

In  thè  mean  while  thè  carriage,  which  was  proceeding  at 
a  very  rapid  pace,  entered  thè  wood. 

After  some  time,  thè  unhappy  Lucia  gradually  began  to 
come  to  her  senses,  as  if  awaking  from  a  profound  and 
troubled  sleep,  and  slowly  opened  her  eyes.  At  first  she 
found  it  difficult  to  distinguish  thè  gloomy  objects  that  sur- 
rounded  her,  and  collect  her  scattered  thoughts;  but  she 
at  last  succeeded  in  recalling  her  fearful  situation.  The 
fìrst  use  she  made  of  her  newly  recovered,  though  stili 
feeble,  powers,  was  to  rush  towards  thè  door,  and  attempt 
to  throw  herself  out  ;  but  she  was  f orcibly  restrained,  and 
had  only  time  to  get  a  glance  at  thè  wild  solitude  of  thè 
place  through  which  they  were  passing.  She  again  uttered 
a  cry;  but  Nibbio,  holding  up  thè  handkerchief  in  his 
dreaded  hand,  *  Come/  said  he,  in  thè  gentlest  tone  he  could 
command,  ‘  be  quiet,  and  it  will  be  better  for  you.  We 
don’t  want  to  do  you  any  harm  ;  but  if  you  don’t  hold  your 
tongue,  we’Il  make  you/ 

*  Let  me  go  !  Who  are  you  ?  Where  are  you  taking 
me  ?  Why  have  you  seized  me  ?  Let  me  go,  let  me  go  !  ’ 

4 1  teli  you,  you  needn't  be  afraid  :  you’re  not  a  baby, 
and  you  ought  to  understand  that  we  don’t  want  to  do  you 
any  harm.  Don’t  you  see  that  we  might  have  murdered 
you  a  hundred  times,  if  we  had  any  bad  intentions? — so  be 
quiet/ 

f  No,  no,  let  me  go  on  my  own  business;  I  don’t  know 
you/ 

(  We  know  you,  however/ 

‘  O  most  holy  Virgin  !  Let  me  go,  for  pity’s  sake.  Who 
are  you  ?  Why  have  you  taken  me  ?  5 

‘  Because  we  have  been  bid  to  do  so/ 
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‘  Who  ?  Who  ?  Who  can  have  bid  you  ?  ’ 

‘HushL  said  Nibbio,  with  a  stern  look;  4 you  mustn’t 
ask  me  such  questions/ 

Lucia  made  a  third  attempi  to  throw  herself  suddenly 
out  of  thè  window;  but  fìnding  it  in  vaili,  she  again  had 
recourse  to  entreatìes;  and  with  her  head  bent,  her  cheeks 
bathed  with  tears,  her  voice  interrupted  by  sobs,  and  her 
hands  clasped  before  her,  ‘  Oh  !  *  cried  she,  ‘  for  thè  love 
of  God  and  thè  most  holy  Virgin,  let  me  go  !  What  harm 
have  I  done?  I  am  an  innocent  creature,  and  have  done 
nobody  any  harm.  I  forgive  you  thè  wrongs  you  have  done 
me,  from  thè  bottom  of  my  heart,  and  will  pray  God  for 
you.  If  any  of  you  have  a  daughter,  a  wife,  a  mother,  think 
what  they  would  suffer,  if  they  were  in  this  state.  Re¬ 
ni  ember  that  we  must  all  die,  and  that  you  will  one  day 
want  God  to  be  merciful  towards  you.  Let  me  go;  leave 
me  here  ;  thè  Lord  will  teach  me  to  find  my  way/ 

‘  We  canno!/ 

4  You  cannot!  Oh  my  God!  Why  can’t  you?  Where 
are  you  taking  me  ?  Why  ? 9  .  .  . 

‘  We  cannot;  itJs  no  use  asking.  Dor/t  be  afraid,  for  we 
won’t  harm  you  :  be  quiet,  and  nobody’ll  touch  you/ 

Overcome  with  distress,  agony,  and  terror  at  fìnding  that 
her  words  made  no  impressimi,  Lucia  turned  to  Him  who 
holds  thè  hearts  of  men  in  His  hand,  and  can,  when  it 
pleaseth  Him,  soften  thè  most  obdurate.  She  sank  back 
into  thè  corner  where  she  had  been  placed,  crossed  her 
arms  on  her  breast,  and  prayed  fervently,  from  thè  bottom 
of  her  heart;  then,  drawing  out  her  rosary,  she  began  to 
repeat  thè  prayers  with  more  faith  and  devotion  than  she 
had  ever  done  before  in  her  life.  From  time  to  time  she  would 
turn  to  entreat  her  companions,  in  hopes  that  she  might 
gain  thè  mercy  she  implored;  but  she  implored  in  vaili. 
Then  she  fell  back,  and  again  became  senseless,  only  to 
awake  to  new  anguish.  But  we  have  not  thè  heart  to  relate 
these  agonizing  vicissitudes  more  at  length;  a  feeling  of 
overpowering  compassion  makes  us  hasten  to  thè  dose  of 
this  mournful  journey,  which  lasted  for  more  than  four 
hours;  succeeding  which  we  shall  be  obliged  to  describe 
many  hours  of  stili  more  bitter  anguish.  We  will  transport 
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ourselves  to  thè  castle  where  thè  unhappy  girl  was  expected. 
She  was  awaited  by  thè  Unnamed  with  a  solicitude  and 
anxiety  of  mind  which  were  very  unusual.  Strange!  that 
he  who  had  disposed  of  so  many  lives  with  an  imperturbed 
heart,  who  in  so  many  undertakings  had  considered  as  noth- 
ing  thè  sufferings  he  inflicted,  unless  it  were  sometimes  to 
glut  his  appetite  with  thè  fierce  enjoyment  of  revenge,  should 
now  feel  a  recoiling,  a  regret — I  might  almost  say,  a  feeling 
of  alarm,  at  thè  authority  he  was  exercising  over  this 
Lucia, — a  stranger,  a  poor  peasant-girl  !  From  a  lofty 
window  of  his  castle  he  had  been  for  some  time  watching 
thè  entrance  of  thè  valley;  by  and  by  thè  carriage  made  its 
appearance,  slowly  advancing  along  thè  road;  for  thè  rapid 
pace  at  which  they  had  at  first  started  had  curbed  thè 
mettle  and  cooled  thè  ardour  of  thè  horses.  And  although, 
from  thè  post  where  he  stood  to  watch,  thè  convoy  looked 
no  larger  than  one  of  those  diminutive  vehicles  with  which 
children  are  wotit  to  amuse  themselves,  yet  he  hesitated 
not  a  moment  to  recognize  it;  and  his  heart  began  afresh 
to  beat  violently. 

— Will  she  be  there? — thought  he  immediately;  and  he 
continued  to  say  to  himself: — What  trouble  this  creature 
gives  me  !  I  will  free  myself  from  it — 

And  he  prepared  to  summon  oné  of  his  men,  and  despatch 
him  immediately  to  meet  thè  carriage,  with  orders  to  Nibbio 
to  turn  round,  and  conduct  her  at  once  to  Don  Rodrigo’s 
palace.  But  an  imperative  no,  that  instantly  flashed  across 
his  mind,  made  him  at  once  abandon  this  design.  Wearied 
at  length  by  thè  desire  of  ordering  something  to  be  done, 
and  intolerably  tired  of  idly  waiting  thè  approach  of  thè 
carriage,  as  it  advanced  slowly,  step  by  step,  like  a  traitor 
to  bis  punishment,  he  at  length  summoned  an  old  wòman 
of  his  household. 

This  person  was  thè  daughter  of  a  former  keeper  of  thè 
castle,  had  been  born  within  its  walls,  and  spent  all  her 
life  there.  All  that  she  had  seen  and  heard  around  her 
from  her  very  infancy,  had  contributed  to  impress  upon 
her  mind  a  lofty  and  terrible  idea  of  thè  power  of  her 
masters;  and  thè  principal  maxim  that  she  had  acquired 
from  instruction  and  example  was,  that  they  must  be  obeyed 
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in  everything,  becanse  they  were  capable  of  doing  either 
great  good  or  great  harm.  The  idea  of  duty,  deposited  like 
a  germ  in  thè  hearts  of  all  men,  and  mingling  in  hers  with 
(  sentiments  of  respect,  dread,  and  servile  devotion,  was 
associated  with,  and  solely  directed  to,  these  objects.  When 
thè  Unnamed  becamè  her  lord,  and  began  to  make  such 
terrible  use  of  his  power,  she  felt,  from  thè  first,  a  kind  of 
horror,  and,  at  thè  same  time,  a  more  profound  feeling  of 
subjection.  In  time  she  became  habituated  to  what  she 
daily  saw  and  heard  around  her:  thè  potent  and  unbridled 
will  of  such  a  Signor  was,  m  her  idea,  a  kind  of  justice 
àppointed  by  fate.  When  somewhat  advanced  in  years, 
she  had  married  a  servant  of  thè  household,  who,  being 
sent  on  some  hazardous  expedition,  shortly  afterwards  left 
his  bones  on  thè  highway,  and  her  a  widow  in  thè  castle. 
The  vengeance  which  thè  Signor  quickly  took  on  thè  In¬ 
struments  of  his  death,  yielded  her  a  savage  consolation, 
and  increased  her  pride  at  being  under  such  protection. 
From  that  time  forward  she  rarely  set  foot  outside  thè 
castle,  and,  by  degrees,  retained  no  other  ideas  of  human 
life  than  such  as  she  received  within  its  precmcts.  She 
was  not  confined  to  any  particular  branch  of  Service,  but 
among  such  a  crowd  of  ruffians,  one  or  other  was  con- 
stantly  finding  her  some  thing  to  do,  which  furnished  her 
with  a  never-failing  subject  for  grumbling.  Sometimes 
she  would  have  clothes  to  repair,  sometimes  a  meal  to  pro¬ 
vide  in  haste,  for  one  who  had  returned  from  an  expedition, 
and  sometimes  she  was  called  upon  to  exercise  her  medicai 
skill  in  dressing  a  wound.  The  commands,  reproaches,  and 
thanks  of  these  ruffians,  were  generally  seasoned  with  jokes 
and  rude  speeches  :  *  old  woman  *  was  her  usuai  appella- 
tion;  while  thè  adjuncts  which  were  perpetually  attached 
to  it,  varied  according  to  thè  circumstances  and  humour 
of  thè  speaker.  Crossed  thus  in  her  idleness,  and  irritated 
in  her  peevish  temper,  which  were  her  two  predominant 
passions,  she  sometimes  returned  these  compliments  with 
language  in  which  Satan  might  have  recognized  more  of 
his  own  spirit  than  in  that  of  her  tormentors. 

‘  You  see  that  carriage  down  there?’  said  thè  Signor  to 
this  amiable  specimen  of  woman-kind. 
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*1  see  it/  replied  she,  protruding  her  sharp  chin,  and 
oATefrIÓckeìs!'  ^  “  Ìf  tryÌng  t0  f°rCe  them  out 

‘Bid  fw  ?r!pare  a.Iitter  immediately;  get  into  it  your- 
self,  and  Iet  it  be  carried  to  Malanotte  instantly,  that  you 
may  get  there  before  thè  carriage;  it  iS  coming  on  at  a 
fonerai  pace.  In  that  carriage  there  is  .  .  .  there  ought  to 

orrw  iha*/°ung  u’rIù,  !f  She’S  there>  tel1  Nibbio  it  is  my 
order  that  she  should  be  put  into  thè  litter,  and  that  he 

f^wu°me  dire.Ct,ly  t0  me'  You  wil1  come  up  in  thè  litter 
1  e  .  .  ,  girl;  and  when  you  are  up  here,  take  her  into 

°'Tn  ro0™-  Jf  sbe  asks  you  where  you  are  taking  her, 
whom  thè  castle  belongs  to,  take  care  .  .  / 
f  Oh  ! J  said  thè  old  woman. 

eontinoed  thè  Unnamed,  ‘try  to  encourage  her.’ 

What  must  I  say  to  her  ?  ’  S 

‘What  must  you  say  to  her?  Try  to  encourage  her,  I 
teli  you.  Have  you  come  to  this  age,  and  don’t  know  how  to 
encourage  others  when  they  want  it  !  Have  you  ever  known 
sorrow  of  heart?  Have  you  never  been  afraid?  Don’t 
you  know  what  words  soothe  and  comfort  at  such  moments? 
Say  those  words  to  her;  find  them  in  thè  remembrance  of 
your  own  sorrows.  Go  directly.’ 

As  soon  as  she  had  taken  her  departure,  he  stood  for  a 

n- 1  au  tJhe  ,Wm<?ow’  wi.th  his  eyes  fixed  on  thè  carriage, 
which  had  already  considerably  increased  in  size-  after- 
wards  he  watched  thè  sun,  at  that  moment  sinking  behind 
thè  mountain;  then  he  contemplated  thè  fleecy  clouds  scat- 
tered  above  thè  setting  orb,  and  from  their  usuai  greyish 
hue  almost  instantaneously  assuming  a  fiery  tinge.  He  drew 
back,  closed  thè  window,  and  began  to  pace  up  and  down 
thè  apartment  with  thè  step  of  a  hurried  traveller. 


CHAPTER  XXI 

THE  old  woman  immediately  hastened  to  obey,  and  to 
give  commands,  under  thè  sanction  of  that  name, 
whicli  by  whomsoever  pronounced,  always  set  thè 
whole  household  on  thè  alert  ;  for  it  never  entered  thè  imagin- 
ation  ol  any  one,  that  another  person  would  venture  to  use 
it  unauthorized.  She  reached  Malanotte  shortly  before  thè 
carriage  arrived  ;  and  on  seeing  it  approach,  got  out 
of  thè  litter,  beckoned  to  thè  driver  to .  stop,  advanced 
towards  thè  door,  and  whispered  to  Nibbio,  who  put  his 
head  out  of  thè  window,  thè  wishes  of  his  master. 

Lucia  aroused  herself,  on  feeling  thè  carriage  stop,  and 
awaking  from  a  kind  of  lethargy,  was  seized  with  renewed 
terror,  as  she  wildly  gazed  around  her.  Nibbio  had  pushed 
himself  back  on  thè  seat,  and  thè  old  woman,  with  her  ehm 
resting  on  thè  door,  was  looking  at  Lucia,  and  saymg, 
‘Come,  my  good  girl;  come,  you  poor  thing;  come  with  me, 
for  I  have  orders  to  treat  you  well,  and  try  to  comfort  you. 

At  thè  sound  of  a  temale  voice,  thè  poor  girl  felt  a  ra.y  of 
comfort— a  momentary  flash  of  courage;  but  she  quickly 
relapsed  into  stili  more  terrible  fears.  ‘  Who  are  you . 
asked  she,  in  a  trembling  voice,  fixing  her  astomshed  gaze 

on  thè  old  woman’s  face.  . 

‘  Come,  come,  you  poor  creature,’  was  thè  unvaried  answer 
she  received.  Nibbio,  and  his  two  companions,  gathering 
from  thè  words,  and  thè  unusually  softened  tones  of  thè  old 
hag  what  were  thè  intentions  of  their  lord,  endeavoured 
by  kind  and  soothing  words,  to  persuade  thè  unhappy  girl 
to  obey.  She  only  continued,  however,  to  stare  wildly 
around-  and  though  thè  unknown  and  savage  character  of 
thè  place  and  thè  dose  guardianship  of  her  keepers,  forbade 
her  indulging  a  hope  of  relief,  she  nevertheless,  attempted 
to  cry  out;  but  seeing  Nibbio  cast  a  glance  towards  thè 
handkerchief,  she  stopped,  trembled,  gave  a  momentary 
shudder,  and  was  then  seized,  and  placed  in  thè  litter.  T  e 
old  woman  entered  after  her;  Nibbio  left  thè  other  two 
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villains  to  follow  behind  as  an  escori,  while  he  himself  took 
thè  shortest  ascent  to  attend  to  thè  cali  of  his  master. 

*Who  are  you?’  anxiously  demanded  Lucia  of  her  un- 
known  and  ugly-visaged  companion  :  ‘  Wl|y  am  I  with  you  ? 
Where  am  I?  Where  are  you  taking  me?’ 

*  To  onè  who  wishes  to  do  you  good,’  replied  thè  aged 
dame;  ‘  to  a  great  .  .  .  Happy  are  they  to  whom  he  wishes 
good  !  You  are  very  lucky,  I  can  teli  you.  Don’t  be  afraid — 
be  cheerful;  he  bid  me  try  to  encourage  you.  You’ll  teli 
him,  won’t  you,  that  I  tried  to  comfort  you?’ 

‘  Who  is  he  ?— why  ? — what  does  he  want  with  me  ?  I 
don’t  belong  to  him  !  Teli  me  where  I  am  !  let  me  go  !  bid 
these  people  let  me  go— bid  them  carry  me  to  some  church. 
Oh  !  you  who  are  a  woman,  in  thè  name  of  Mary  thè 
Virgin  !  .  .  .’ 

^  This  lioly  and  soothing  name,  once  repeated  with  venera¬ 
timi  in  her  early  years,  and  now  for  so  long  a  time  unin- 
voked,  and,  perhaps,  unheard,  produced  in  thè  mind  of  thè 
unhappy  creature,  on  again  reaching  her  ear,  a  strange,  con- 
fused,  and  distant  recollection,  like  thè  rem embr ance  of 
light  and  form  in  an  aged  person,  who  has  been  blind  from 
infancy. 

In  thè  meanwhile,  thè  Unnamed,  standing  at  thè  door  of 
his  castle,  was  looking  downwards,  and  watching  thè  litter, 
as  before  he  had  watched  thè  carriage,  while  it  slowly 
ascended,  step  by  step;  Nibbio  rapidly  advancing  before  it 
at  a  distance  which  every  moment  became  greater.  When 
he^  had  at  length  attained  thè  summit,  *  Come  this  way,’ 
cried  thè  Signor;  and  taking  thè  lead,  he  entered  thè  castle, 
and  went  into  one  of  thè  apartments. 

*  Well?  ’  said  he,  making  a  stand. 

^Everything  exactly  right,’  replied  Nibbio,  with  a  pro- 
found  obeisance;  ‘thè  intelligence  in  time,  thè  girl  in  time. 
nobody  on  thè  spot,  only  one  scream,  nobody  attracted  by  it, 
thè  coachman  ready,  thè  horses  swift,  nobody  met  with: 
but  .  .  / 

But  what  ?  ’ 

*  ...  I  will  teli  thè  truth  ;  I  would  rather  have  been 
commanded  to  shoot  her  in  thè  back,  without  hearing  her 
speak — without  seeing  her  face.’ 
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‘What?  .what ?  .  .  .  what  do  you  mean?’ 

4 1  mean  that  all  this  time  ...  all  this  time  ...  I  have 
felt  too  much  compassion  for  her/ 

4  Compassion  !  What  do  you  know  of  compassion?  What 
is  compassion  ?  * 

4 1  never  understood  so  well  what  it  was  as  this  time  ;  it  is 
something  that  rather  resembles  fear;  let  it  once  take  pos- 
session  of  you,  and  you  are  no  longer  a  man/ 

‘Let  me  hear  a  little  of  what  she  did  to  excite  your 
compassion/ 

4  O,  most  noble  Signor  !  sudi  a  time  !...  weeping,  pray- 
ing,  and  looking  at  one  with  such  eyes!  and  becoming  pale 
as  death  !  and  then  sobbing,  and  praying  again,  and  certain 
words  .  .  / 

— I  won’t  have  this  creature  in  my  house,  thought  thè 
Unnamed,  meanwhile,  to  himself.— In  an  evil  hour,  I  en- 
gaged  to  do  it;  but  I’ve  promised— Ève  promised.  When 
she’s  far  away  .  .  .  And  raising  his  face  with  an  imperious 
air  towards  Nibbio,  ‘  Now/  said  he,  ‘you  must  lay  aside 
compassion,  mount  your  horse,  take  a  companion — two,  if 
you  like — and  ride  away,  till  you  get  to  thè  palace  of  this 
Don  Rodrigo,  you  know.  Teli  him  to  send  immediately 
.  .  .  immediately,  or  else  .  .  / 

But  another  internai  no,  more  imperative  than  thè  first, 
prohibited  his  finishing.  ‘  No/  said  he,  in  a  resolute  tone, 
almost,  as  it  were,  to  express  to  himself  thè  command 
of  this  secret  voice.  ‘No:  go  and  take  some .  rest; 
and  to-morrow  morning  .  .  .  you  shall  do  as  I  will  teli 
you/ 

— This  girl  must  have  some  demon  of  her  own,  thought 
he,  when  left  alone,  standing  with  his  arms  crossed  on  his 
breast,  and  his  gaze  fixed  upon  a  spot  on  .the  floor,  where  thè 
rays  of  thè  moon,  entering  through  a  lofty  window,  traced 
out  a  square  of  pale  light,  chequered  like  a  draught-board 
by  thè  massive  iron  bars,  and  more  minutely  divided  into 
smaller  compartments  by  thè  little  panes  of  glass.  Some 
demon,  or  .  .  .  some  angel  who  protects  .  her  .  .  .  Com¬ 
passion  in  Nibbio  !...  To-morrow  morning  to-morrow 
morning,  early  she  must  be  off  from  this;  she  must  go  to 
her  place  of  destination;  and  she  shall  not  be  spoken  of 
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again,  and,— continued  he  to  himself,  with  thè  resolution 
with  which  one  gives  a  command  to  a  rebellious  child, 
knowing  that  it  will  not  be  obeyed;— and  she  shall  not  be 
thought  of  again,  either.  That  animai  of  a  Don  Rodrigo 
must  not  come  to  pester  me  with  thanks  ;  for  .  .  .  I  don’t 
want  to  hear  her  spoken  of  any  more.  I  have  served  him 
because  .  .  .  because  I  promised;  and  I  promised,  because 
.  .  .  it  was  my  destiny.  But  Fm  determined  thè  fellow  shall 
pay  me  well  for  this  piece  of  Service.  Let  me  see  a 
little  ...  — 

And  he  tried  to  devise  some  intricate  undertaking,  to 
impose  upon  Don  Rodrigo  by  way  of  compensation,  and 
almost  as  a  punishment;  but  thè  words  again  shot  across  his 
mind— Compassion  in  Nibbio  !— What  can  this  girl  have 
done? — continued  he,  following  out  thè  thought; — I  must 
see  her.  Yet  no— yes,  I  will  see  her. — 

He  went  from  one  room  to  another,  carne  to  thè  foot  of 
a  flight  of  stairs,  and  irresolutely  ascending,  proceeded  to  thè 
old  woman’s  apartment;  here  he  knocked  with  his  foot  at 
thè  door. 

*  Who’s  there  ? 9 

*  Open  thè  door/ 

The  old  woman  tnade  three  bounds  at  thè  sound  of  his 
voice;  thè  bolt  was  quickly  heard  grating  harshly  in  thè 
Staples,  and  thè  door  was  thrown  wide  open.  The  Unnamed 
cast  a  glance  round  thè  room,  as  he  paused  in  thè  doorway  ; 
and  by  thè  light  of  a  lamp  which  stood  on  a  three-legged 
table,  discover  ed  Lucia  crouched  down  on  thè  floor,  in  thè 
corner  farthest  from  thè  entrance. 

5  Who  bid  you  throw  her  there,  like  a  bag  of  rags,  you 
uncivil  old  belarne?’  said  he  to  thè  aged  matron,  with  an 
angry  frown, 

^She  chose  it  herself/  replied  she,  in  an  humble  tone. 
1  Fve  done  my  best  to  encourage  her  ;  she  can  teli  you  so 
herself  ;  but  she  won’t  mind  me/ 

€  Get  up/  said  he  to  Lucia,  approaching  her.  But  she, 
whose  already  terrified  mind  had  experienced  a  fresh  and 
mysterious  addition  to  her  terror  at  thè  knocking,  thè  open- 
ing  of  thè  door,  his  footstep,  and  his  voice,  only  gathered 
herself  stili  closer  into  thè  corner,  and,  with  her  face  buricci 
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in  her  hands,  retnained  perfectly  motionless,  excepting  that 
she  trembled  from  head  to  foot 
‘  Get  up  ;  I  will  do  you  no  harm  .  .  .  and  I  can  do  you 
some  good/  repeated  thè  Signor  ...  4  Get  up  !  ’  thundered 
he  forth  at  last,  irritated  at  having  twice  commanded  in 
vaxn. 

As  if  invigorated  by  fear,  thè  unhappy  girl  instantly  raised 
herself  upon  her  knees,  and  joining  her  hands,  as  she  would 
have  knelt  before  a  sacred  image,  lifted  her  eyes  to  thè  face 
of  thè  Unnamed,  and  instantly  dropping  them,  said:  ‘Here 
I  am,  kill  me  if  you  will/ 

4 1  have  told  you  I  would  do  you  no  harm/  replied  thè 
Unnamed,  in  a  softened  tone,  gazing  at  her  agonized  features 
of  grief  and  terror. 

‘  Courage,  courage/  said  thè  old  woman  ;  ‘  if  he  himself 
tells  you  he  will  do  you  no  harm  .  .  / 

‘And  why/  rejoined  Lucia,  with  a  voice  in  which  thè 
daringness  of  despairing  indignation  was  mingled  with  thè 
tremor  of  fear,  ‘why  make  me  suffer  thè  agonies  of  hell? 
What  have  I  done  to  you?  .  .  / 

‘Perhaps  they  have  treated  you  badly?  Teli  me  .  .  / 

‘  Treated  me  badly  !  They  have  seized  me  by  treachery — - 
by  force!  Why — why  have  they  seized  me?  Why  am  I 
here?  Where  am  I?  I  am  a  poor  harmless  girl.  What 
have  I  done  to  you?  In  thè  name  of  God  .  .  / 

‘  God,  God  !  ’  interrupted  thè  Unnamed,  ‘  always  God  ! 
They  who  cannot  de f end  themselves — who  have  not  thè 
strength  to  do  it,  must  always  bring  forward  this  God,  as  if 
they  had  spoken  to  him.  What  do  you  expect  by  this  word? 
To  make  me?  .  .  /  and  he  left  thè  sentence  unfìnished. 

‘  O  Signor,  expect  !  What  can  a  poor  girl  like  me  expect, 
except  that  you  should  have  mercy  upon  me?  God  pardons 
so  many  sins  for  one  deed  of  mercy.  Let  me  go;  for 
charity’s  sake,  let  me  go.  It  will  do  no  good  to  one  who 
must  die,  to  make  a  poor  creature  suffer  thus.  Oh  !  you 
who  can  give  thè  command,  bid  them  let  me  go!  They 
brought  me  here  by  force.  Bid  them  send  me  again 
with  this  woman,  and  take  me  to  *  *  *  ,  where  my  mother 
is.  Oh  !  most  holy  Virgin  !  My  mother  !  my  mother  ! — for 
pity’s  sake,  my  mother.  Perhaps  she  is  not  far  from  here 
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•  .  .  I  saw  my  mountains.  Why  do  you  give  me  all  this 
suffering  ?  Bid  them  take  me  to  a  church  ;  I  will  pray  for 
you  all  my  life.  What  will  it  cost  you  to  say  one  word? 
Oh,  see  !  you  are  moved  to  pity  :  say  one  word,  oh  say  it  ! 
God  pardons  so  many  sins  for  one  deed  of  mercy  !  ’ 

-  Oh,  why  isn  t  she  thè  daughter  of  one  of  thè  rascally 
dogs  that  outlawed  me!— thought  thè  Unnamed;— of  one  of 
thè  villains  who  wish  me  dead;  then  I  should  enjoy  her 
sufferings;  but  instead  .  . 

Don  t  drive.  away  a  good  inspiration  !  ’  continued  Lucia, 
earnestly,  reanimated  by  seeing  a  certain  air  of  hesitation  in 
thè  countenance  and  behaviour  of  her  oppressor.  ‘  If  you 
don’t  grant  me  this  mercy,  thè  Lord  will  do  it  for  me.  I  shall 
die,  and  all  will  be  over  with  me;  but  you  .  .  .  Perhaps,  some 
day,  even  you  .  .  .  But  no,  no  ;  I  will  always  pray  thè  Lord  to 
keep  you  from  every  evil.  What  will  it  cost  you  to  say  one 
word?  If  you  knew  what  it  was  to  suffer  this  agony!  .  .  / 

Come,  take  courage/  interrupted  thè  Unnamed,  with  a 
gentleness  that  astonished  thè  old  woman.  ‘Bave  I  done 
you  any  harm  ?  Bave  I  threatened  you  ?  ’ 

/  Oh  no  !  I  see  that  you  have  a  kind  heart,  and  feel  some 
pity.  for  an  unhappy  creature.  If  you  chose,  you  could 
terrify  me.  more  than  all  thè  others  :  you  could  kill  me  with 
f ear ,  but  instead  of  that,  you  have  .  .  .  rather  lightened  my 
heart;  God  will  reward  you  for  it.  Finish  your  deed  of 
mercy  :  set  me  free,  set  me  free/ 

‘  To-morrow  morning  .  .  / 

4  Oh  !  set  me  free  now — now  .  .  / 

‘  To-morrow  morning,  I  will  see  you  again,  I  say.  Come, 
in  thè  mean  while,  be  of  good  courage.  Take  a  little  rest; 
you  must  want  something  to  eat.  Th'ey  shall  bring  you  some- 
thing  directly/ 

"No,  no;  I  shall  die,  if  anybody  comes  here;  I  shall  die! 
Take  me  to  a  church  .  .  .  God  will  reward  you  for  that 
step/ 

"  A  woman  shall  bring  you  something  to  eat/  said  thè 
Unnamed;  and  having  said  so,  he  stood  wondering  at  him- 
self  how  such  a  remedy  had  entered  his  mind,  and  how  thè 
wish  had  arisen  to  seek  a  remedy  for  thè  sorrows  of  a  poor 
humble  villager. 
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*  And  you/  resumed  he  hastily,  turning  to  thè  aged  matron, 

‘  persuade  her  to  eat  something,  and  let  her  lie  down  to  rest 
on  this  bed;  and  if  she  is  willing  to  have  you  as  a  com- 
panion,  well  ;  if  not,  you  can  sleep  well  enough  for  one 
night  on  thè  floor.  Encourage  her,  I  say,  and  keep  her 
cheerful.  Beware  that  she  has  no  cause  to  complain  of 
you.’ 

So  saying,  he  moved  quickly  towards  thè  door.  Lucia 
sprang  up,  and  ran  to  detain  him,  and  renew  her  entreaties  ; 
but  he  was  gone. 

4  Oh,  poor  me  !  Shut  thè  door  quickly/  And  having  heard 
thè  door  closed,  and  thè  bolt  again  drawn,  she  returned  to 
seat  herself  in  her  corner.  4  Oh,  poor  me  1  *  repeated  she, 
sobbing  ;  4  whom  shall  I  implore  now  ?  Where  am  I  ?  Do 
you  teli  me-— teli  me,  for  pity’s  sake,  who  is  this  Signor  .  .  . 
he  who  has  been  speaking  to  me?’ 

/Who  is  he,  eh?— who  is  he?  Do  you  think  I  may  teli 
you?  Wait  till  he  tells  you  himself.  You  are  proud,  be- 
cause  he  protects  you;  and  you  want  to  be  satisfied,  and 
make  me  your  go-between.  Ask  him  yourself.  If  I  were 
to  teli  you  this,  I  shouldn’t  get  thè  good  words  he  has  just 
given  you.  I  am  an  old  woman,  an  old  woman/  continued  she, 
muttering  between  her  teeth.  4  Hang  these  young  folks,  who 
may  make  a  fine  show  of  either  laughing  or  crying,  just  as 
they  like,  and  yet  are  always  in  thè  right/  But  hearing 
Lucia’s  sobs  and  thè  commands  of  her  master  returning  in 
a  threatening  manner  to  her  memory,  she  stooped  toward  thè 
poor  crouching  girl,  and,  in  a  gentler  and  more  humane 
tone,  resumed:  'Come,  I  have  said  no  harm  to  you;  .be 
cheerful.  Don’t  ask  me  questions  which  I’ve  no  business 
to  answer;  but  pluck  up  heart,  my  good  girl.  Ah!  if  you 
knew  how  many  people  would  be  glad  to  hear  him  speak, 
as  he  has  spoken  to  you  !  Be  cheerful,  for  he  will  send 
you  something  to  eat  just  now;  and  I  know  .  .  .  by  thè  way 
he  spoke,  Fm  sure  it  will  be  something  good.  And  then  you 
lie  down,  and  .  .  .  you  will  leave  just  a  little  corner  for  me/ 
added  she,  with  an  accent  of  suppressed  rancour. 

*  I  don’t  want  to  eat,  I  don’t  want  to  sleep.  L$t  me  alone  ; 
don’t  come  near  me  ;  but  you  won’t  leave  thè  room  ?  ’ 

4  No,  no,  not  1/  said  thè  old  woman,  drawing  back,  and 
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seating  herself  on  an  old  arm-chair,  whence  she  cast  sundry 
glances  of  alarm,  and  at  thè  same  time  of  envy,  towards  thè 
poor  girl.  Then  she  looked  at  thè  bed,  vexed  at  thè  idea 
of  being,  perhaps,  excluded  from  it  for  thè  whole  night,  and 
grumbling  at  thè  cold.  But  she  comforted  herself  with  thè 
thoughts  of  supper,  and  with  thè  hope  that  there.  might  be 
some  to  spare  for  her.  Lucia  was  sensible  of  neither  cold 
nor  hunger,  and,  almost  as  if  deprived  of  her  senses,  had 
but  a  confused  idea  of  her  very  grief  and  terror,  like  thè 
undefined  objects  seen  by  a  delirious  patient. 

She  roused  herself,  when  she  heard  a  knocking  at  thè 
door;  and  raising  her  head,  exclairned,  in  much  alarm, 

‘ Who’s  there?— who’s  there?  Don’t  let  any  one  in!’  _  ^ 

‘  Nobody,  nobody;  good  news!  ’  said  thè  old  woman;  its 
Martha  bringing  something  to  eat.’ 

‘  Shut  thè  door,  shut  thè  door  !  ’  cried  Lucia. 

‘  Ay,  directly,’  replied  thè  old  woman  ;  and  taking  a 
basket  out  of  Martha’s  hand,  she  hastily  nodded  to  her,  shut 
thè  door,  and  carne  and  set  thè  basket  on  a  table,  in  thè 
middle  of  thè  room.  She  then  repeatedly  invited  Lucia,  to 
come  and  partake  of  thè  tempting  repast,  and  employing 
words,  which,  according  to  her  ideas,  were  most  likely  to  be 
efficacious  in  restoring  thè  poor  girl’s  appetite,  broke  forth 
into  exclamations  on  thè  excellence  of  thè  food  ‘  Morsels 
which,  when  common  people  have  once  got  a  taste,  they 
don’t  forget  in  a  hurry  !  Wine,  which  her  master  drank  with 
his  friends  .  .  .  when  any  of  them  happened  to  arrive  .  .  . 
and  they  wanted  to  be  merry  !  Hem  !  ’  But  seeing  that  all 
these  charms  produced  no  effect — ‘  It  is  you  who  won’t ,  eat, 
said  she.  ‘  Don’t  you  be  saying  to-morrow  that  I  didn’t  try 
to  persuade  you.  I’il  eat  something,  however  ;  and  then 
there’ll  be  more  than  enough  left  for  you,  when  you  come 
to  your  senses,  and  are  willing  to  do  as  you  are  bid. 
So  saying,  she  applied  herself  with  avidity  to  thè  refresh- 
ments.  When  she  had  satisfied  herself,  she  rose,  advan.ced 
towards  thè  corner,  and  bending  over  Lucia,  again  invited 
her  to  take  something,  and  then  lie  down. 

‘  No,  no,  I  don’t  want  anything,’  replied  she,  with  a  feeble 
and  almost  drowsy  voice.  Then  with  more  energy  she  con- 
tinued  ;  ‘  Is  thè  door  locked? — is  it  well  secured?’  And 
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Imvmg  looked  around,  she  rose,  and  feeling  with  her  hands, 
walked  with  a  suspicious  step  towards  thè  door. 

The  old  woman  sprang  thither  before  her,  stretched  out 
her  hand  to  thè  lock,  seized  thè  handle,  shook  it,  rattled  thè 
bolt,  and  made  it  grate  against  thè  staple  that  received  and 
secured  it.  ‘  Do  you  hear?— do  you  see?— is  it  well  locked? 
Are  you  content  now  ?  ’ 

‘Oh,  content!  I  content  here!’  said  Lucia,  again  ar- 
rangmg  herself  m  her  corner.  ‘  But  thè  Lord  knows  I’m 
here  !  ’ 


,  ‘  <:0™e.Jt0  bed>  what  wou]d  you  do  there,  crouching  like  a 
dog.  Dia  ever  anybody  see  a  persoti  refuse  comforts,  when 
he  could  get  them?J 

‘No,  no;  let  me  alone/ 

‘Well,  it’s.  your  own  wish.  See,  FU  leave  you  thè  best 
place;  fm  lymg  here  on  thè  very  edge;  I  shall  be  uncom- 
fortable  enough,  for  your  sake.  If  you  want  to  come  to  bed 
you  know  what  you  have  to  do.  Remember,  Fve  asked  you 
very  often.  So  saymg,  she  crept,  dressed  as  she  was,  under 
thè  counterpane,  and  soon  all  was  silent. 

Lucia  remamed  motionless,  shrunk  up  into  thè  corner 
her  knees  drawn  dose  to  her  breast,  her  hands  resting  on 
her  knees,  and  her  face  buried  in  her  hands.  She  was 
neither  asleep  nor  awake,  but  worn  out  with  a  rapid  suc- 
cession— a  tumultuous  alternation,  of  thoughts,  anticipa- 
tions,_  and  heart-throbbings.  Recalled,  in  some  degree  to 
consciousness,  and  recollecting  more  distinctly  thè  horrors 
she  had  seen  and  suffered  that  terrible  day,  she  would  now 
dwell  mournfully  on  thè  dark  and  formidable  realities  in 
which  she  found  herself  involved;  then,  her  mind  being  car- 
ned  onward  mto  a  stili  more  obscure  region,  she  had  to 
s  ruggle  against  thè  phantoms  conjured  up  by  uncertainty 
and  terror.  In  this  distressing  state  she  continued  for  a 
long  time,  which  we  would  here  prefer  to  pass  over  rapidly 
but  at  length,  exhausted  and  overcome,  she  relaxed  her  hold 
on  her  benumbed  hmbs,  and  sinking  at  full  length  upon  thè 
floor,  remamed  for  some  time  in  a  state  closely  resembling 

2  But  Sud<?enly  awakin&  as  at  some  inward  cali 

d  t0  ar°.USC  herself  completely,  to  regain  her  scat- 
t  ed  senses,  and  to  remember  where  she  was,  and  how,  and 
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why  She  listened  to  some  sound  that  caught  her  ear-  it 
was  thè  slow,  deep  breathing  o£  thè  old  woman.  She  opened 
er  eyes,  and  saw  a  faint  light,  now  glimmering  for  a  mo¬ 
ment,  and  then  again  dying  away:  it  was  thè  wick  of  thè 
lamp,  which,  almost  ready  to  expire,  emitted  a  tremulous 
gleam,  and  quickly  drew  it  back,  so  to  say,  like  thè  ebb 
and  flow  of  a  wave  on  thè  sea-shore;  and  thus,  withdrawing 
lom  thè  surrounding  objects  ere  there  was  time  to  display 
them  m  distmct  colouring  and  relief,  it  merely  presented 
to  thè  eye  a  succession  of  confused  and  indistinct  glimpses. 
But  thè  recent  impressiona  she  had  received  quickly  returned 
to  her  mind  and  assisted  her  in  distinguishing  what  ap- 
peared  so  disorderly  to  her  visual  organs.  When  fully 
aroused,  thè  unhappy  girl  recognized  her  prison;  all  thè 
recollections  of  thè  horrible  day  that  was  fled,  all  thè  un- 
certam  terrore  of  thè  future,  rushed  at  once  upon  her  mind- 
thè  very  cairn  in  which  she  now  found  herself  after  so  much 
agitation,  thè  sort  of  repose  she  had  just  tasted,  thè  deser- 
tion  in  which  she  was  left,  all  combined  to  inspire  her  with 
new  dread,  till,  overcome  by  alann,  she  earnestly  longed  for 
death.  But  at  this  juncture,  she  remembered  that  she  could 
stili  pray;  and  with  that  thought  there  seemed  to  shine  forth 
a  sudden  ray  of  comfort.  She  once  more  took  out  her 
rosary,  and  began  to  repeat  thè  prayers;  and  in  proportion 
as  thè  words  fell  from  her  trembling  lips,  she  felt  an  in¬ 
definite  confiding  faith  taking  possession  of  her  heart  Sud- 
denly  another  thought  rushed  into  her  mind,  that  her  prayer 
might,  perhaps,  be  more  readily  accepted,  and  more  certainly 
heard,_  if  she  were  to  make  some  offering  in  her  desolate 
condition.  She  tried  to  remember  what  she  most  prized,  or, 
rather,  what  she  had  once  most  prized;  for  at  this  moment 
her  heart  could  feel  no  other  affection  than  that  of  fear  nor 
concave  any  other  desire  than  that  of  deliverance.  Shé  dici 
remember  it,  and  resolved  at  once  to  make  thè  sacrifice. 
Rising  upon  her  knees,  and  clasping  her  hands,  from  whence 
thè  rosary  was  suspended  before  her  breast,  she  raised  her 
face  and  eyes  to  heaven,  and  said,  ‘  O  most  holy  Virgin! 
thou  to  whom  I  have  so  often  recommended  myself,  and  who 
hast  so  often  comforted  me  ! — thou  who  hast  borne  so  many 
sorrows,  and  art  now  so  glorious  ! — thou  who  hast  wrought 
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so  many  miracles  for  thè  poor  and  afflicted,  help  me! 
Bring  me  out  of  this  danger  ;  bring  me  safely  to  my  mother, 
O  Mother  of  our  Lofd;  and  I  vow  unto  thee  to  continue  a 
virgin  !  I  renounce  for  ever  my  unfortunate  betrothed,  that 
f rom  henceforth  I  may  belong  only  to  thee  !  ’ 

Having  uttered  these  words,  she  bowed  her  head,  and 
placed  thè  beads  around  her  neck,  almost  as  a  token  of  her 
consecration,  and,  at  thè  same  time,  as  a  safeguard,  a  part  of 
thè  armour  for  thè  new  warfare  to  which  she  had  devoted 
herself.  Seating  herself  again  on  thè  floor,  a  kind  of  tran- 
quillity,  a  more  childlike  reliance,  gradually  diffused  them- 
selves  over  her  soul.  The  to-morrow  morning,  repeated  by 
thè  unknown  nobleman,  carne  to  her  mind,  and  seemed  to  her 
ear  to  convey  a  promise  of  deliverance.  Her  senses,  wearied 
by  such  struggles,  gradually  gave  way  before  these  soothing 
thoughts  ;  until  at  length,  towards  day-break,  and  with  thè 
name  of  her  protectress  upon  her  lips,  Lucia  sank  into  a 
profound  and  unbroken  sleep. 

But  in  this  same  castle  there  was  one  who  would  willingly 
have  followed  her  example,  yet  who  tried  m  vain.  After 
departing,  or  rather  escaping,  from  Lucia,  giving  orders  for 
her  supper,  and  paying  his  customary  visits  to  several  posts 
in  his  castle,  with  her  image  ever  vividly  before  his  eyes, 
and  her  words  resounding  in  his  ears,  thè  nobleman  had 
hastily  retired  to  his  chamber,  impetuously  shut  thè  door 
behind  him,  and  hurriedly  undressing,  had  lain  down.  But 
that  image,  which  now  more  closely  than  ever  haunted  his 
mind,  seemed  at  that  moment  to  say:  ‘Thou  shalt  not 
sleep  !  What  absurd  womanly  curiosity  tempted  me  to  go 
see  her?— thought  he.— That  fool.of  a  Nibbio  was  right: 
one  is  no  longer  a  man  ;  yes,  one  is  no  longer  a  man  !  .  .  . 
I  ?  .  .  .  am  I  no  longer  a  man  ?  What  has  happened  ?  What 
devii  has  got  possession  of  me?  What  is  there  new  in  all 
this  ?  Didn’t  I  know,  before  now,  that  women  always  weep 
and  implore  ?  Even  men  do  sometimes,  when  they  have  not 

thè  power  to  rebel.  What  thè - <!  have  I  never  heard 

women  cry  before? — 

And  here,  without  giving  himself  much  trouble  to  task 
his  memory,  it  suggested  to  him,  of  its  own  accord,  more 
than  one  instance  in  which  neither  entreaties  nor  lamen- 
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tations  availed  to  deter  him  from  thè  completion  o£  enter- 
prises  upon  which  he  had  once  resolved.  But  these  reniem- 
brances,  instead  o£  inspiring  him  with  thè  courage  he  now 
needed  to  prosecute  his  present  design  as  it  would  seem 
he  expected  and  wished  they  might,  instead  o£  helping  to 
dispel  his  feelings  of  compassion,  only  added  to  them  those 
o£  terror  and  consternation,  until  they  compelled  him  to  re¬ 
turn  to  that  first  image  of  Lucia,  against  which  he  had  been 
seeking  to  fortify  his  courage.— She  stili  lives, — said  he;— « 
She  is  here;  I  am  in  time;  I  can  yet  say  to  her,  Go,  and  be 
happy;  I  can  yet  see  that  countenance  change;  I  can  even 
say,  Forgive  me  .  .  .  Forgive  me?  I  ask  forgiveness?  And 
of  a  woman,  too?  I?  .  .  .  Ah,  however!  if  one  word,  one 
such  word  could  do  me  good,  could  rid  me  of  thè  demon 
that  now  possesses  me,  I  would  say  it;  yes,  I  feel  that  I 
would  say  it.  To  what  am  I  reduced!  Fm  no  longer  a 
man  ;  surely,  no  longer  a  man  !...  Away  ! — said  he,  tura- 
ing  himself  with  impetuosity  on  thè  couch  which  had  now 
become  so  hard,  under  thè  covering  which  had  now  become 
so  intolerable  a  weight  : — Away  !  these  are  fooleries  which 
have  many  a  time  passed  through  my  head,  This  will  take 
its  flight  too. — 

And  to  effect  such  a  riddance,  he  began  seeking  some 
important  subject,  some  of  thè  many  which  often  so  busily 
occupied  his  mind,  in  hopes  he  might  be  entirely  engrossed 
by  it  ;  but  he  sought  in  vain.  All  appeared  changed  :  that 
which  once  most  urgently  stimulated  his  desires,  now  no 
longer  possessed  any  charms  for  him:  his  passions,  like  a 
steed  suddenly  become  restive  at  thè  sight  of  a  shadow, 
refused  to  carry  him  any  further.  In  reflecting  on  enter- 
prises  engaged  in,  and  not  yet  concluded,  instead  of  ani- 
mating  himself  to  their  completion,  and  feeling  irritated  at 
thè  obstacles  interposed,  (for  anger  at  this  moment  would 
have  been  sweet  to  him,)  he  felt  regret,  nay,  almost  con¬ 
sternation,  at  thè  steps  already  taken.  His  life  presented 
itself  to  his  mind  devoid  of  all  interest,  deprived  of  all 
will,  divested  of  every  action,  and  only  laden  with  insup- 
portable  recollections  ;  every  hour  resembling  that  which 
now  rolled  so  slowly  and  heavily  over  his  head.  He  drew 
out  before  his  fancy  all  his  ruffians  in  a  kind  of  battle- 
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array,  and  could  contrive  nothing  of  importance  in  which 
to  employ  one  of  them;  nay,  thè  very  idea  of  seeing  them 
again,  and  mixing  among  them,  was  an  additional  weight, 
a  fresh  object  of  annoyance  and  detestation.  And  when 
he  sought  an  occupation  for  thè  morrow,  a  feasible  employ- 
ment,  he  could  only  remember  that  on  thè  morrow,  he 
might  liberate  his  unfortunate  prisoner. 

— I  will  set  her  free;  yes,  I  will.  I  will  fly  to  her  by 
day-break,  and  bid  her  depart  safely.  She  shall  be  accom- 
panied  by  .  .  .  And  my  promise?  My  engagement?  Dom 
Rodrigo  ?...  Who  is  Don  Rodrigo  ? — 

Like  one  suddenly  surprised  by  an  unexpected  and  em- 
barrassing  question  from  a  superior,  thè  Unnamed  hastily 
sought  for  an  answer  to  thè  query  he  had  just  put  to  him- 
self,  or  rather  which  had  been  suggested  to  him  by  that 
new  voice  which  had  all  at  once  made  itself  heard,  and 
sprung  up  to  be,  as  it  were,  a  judge  of  bis  former  self. 
He  tried  to  imagine  any  reasons  which  could  have  induced 
him,  almost  before  being  requested,  to  engagé  in  inflicting 
so  much  suffering,  without  any  incentives  of  hatred  or  fear, 
on  a  poor  unknown  creature,  only  to  render  a  Service  to 
this  man;  but  instead  of  succeeding  in  discovering  such 
motives  as  he  would  now  have  deemed  sufficient  to  excuse 
thè  deed,  he  could  not  even  imagine  how  he  had  ever  been 
induced  to  undertake  it.  The  willingness,  rather  than  thè 
determination  to  do  so,  had  been  thè  instantaneous  impulse 
of  a  mind  obedient  to  its  old  and  habitual  feelings,  thè  con- 
sequence  of  a  thousand  antecedent  actions;  and  to  account 
for  this  one  deed,  thè  unhappy  self-examiner  found  him- 
self  involved  in  an  examination  of  his  whole  life.  Back- 
wards  from  year  to  year,  from  engagement  to  engagement, 
from  bloodshed  to  bloodshed,  from  crime  to  crime,  each  one 
stood  before  his  conscience-stricken  soul,  divested  of  thè 
feelings  which  had  induced  him  to  will  and  commit  it,  and 
therefore  appearing  in  all  its  monstrousness,  which  those 
feelings  had,  at  thè  time,  prevented  his  perceiving.  They 
were  all  his  own,  they  made  up  himself  ;  and  thè  horror 
of  this  thought,  renewed  with  each  fresh  remembrance, 
and  cleaving  to  all,  increased  at  last  to  desperation.  He 
sprang  up  impetuously  in  his  bed,  eagerly  stretched  out 
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moving  on  with  thè  crowd,  and  all  takmg  thè  sanie  dire  - 
tion  towards  thè  outlet  of  thè  vale  on  thè  right  of  thè 
castle  ;  he  could  even  distinguisi!  thè  joyous  hearing  and  holi- 

day  dress  of  thè  passengers.-What  thè  -  »  thè  matter 

with  these  people  ?  What  cause  of  merriment  can  there  be  in 
this  cursed  neighbourhood?— And  calling  a  confidential  bravo 
who  slept  in  thè  adioining  room,  he  asked  him  what  was  t  e 
cause  of  this  movement.  The  man  replied  that  he  knew 
no  more  than  his  master,  but  would  go  directly  to  make 
inquiry.  The  Signor  remained  with  his  eyes  riveted  upon 
thè  moving  spectacle,  which  increasing  day  rendered  every 
moment  more  distinct.  He  watched  crowds  pass  by,  and 
new  crowds  constantly  appear;  men,  women,  children,  m 
groups,  in  couples,  or  alone;  one,  overtaking  another  who 
was  before  him,  walked  in  company  with  him;  another,  just 
leaving  his  door,  accompanied  thè  first  he  feU  in  with  by  thè 
way  ;  and  so  they  proceeded  together,  like  friends  in  a  pre- 
concerted  journey.  Their  behaviour  evidently  indicateci,  a 
common  haste  and  joy  ;  and  thè  unharmonious,  but  simul- 
taneous  burst  of  thè  different  chimes,  some  more,  some  less 
contiguous  and  distinct,  seemed,  so  to  say,  thè  common 
voice  of  these  gestures,  and  a  supplement  to  thè  words  which 
could  not  reach  him  from  below.  He  looked  and  looked, 
till  he  felt  more  than  common  curiosity  to  know  what  could 
communicate  so  unanimous  a  will,  so  generai  a  festivity, 
to  so  many  different  people. 


CHAPTER  XXII 

SHORTLY  afterwards  thè  bravo  returned  with  thè  in- 
formation,  that  Cardinal  Federigo  Borromeo,  arch- 
•  u  f.lshop  of  MlIan,  had  arrived  thè  day  before  at  *  *  * 
with  thè  purpose  of  spending  there  that  which  was  now  just 
dawning;  that  thè  news  of  his  arrivai,  which  had  been  spread 
around  for  a  consideratole  distance  thè  preceding  evening, 
ad  excited  a  destre  m  thè  people  to  go  and  see  this  great 
man;  and  that  thè  bells  were  ringing,  both  to  express  their 
joy,  and  more  widely  to  diffuse  thè  glad  intelligence.  When 

vfnm  al°ue’  the  Sign°r  continued  to  look  down  into  thè 
valley,  stili  more  absorbed  in  thought.— For  a  man  !  Every- 

body  eager,  everybody  joyful,  at  the  sight  of  a  man  !  And 
yet  doubtless,  each  has  his  own  demon  that  torments  him.. 

Ut  none,  none  will  have  one  like  mine  !  None  will  have 
passed  such  a  night  as  I  have!  What  has  this  man  about 

fw  1°  ma!f,r0  '*any  peoPle  nierlT  '•  Some  pence,  perhaps, 
that  he  will  distribute  at  random  among  them  But  all 

these  cannot  be  going  for  alms.  Well  then,  a  few’acknowl- 
edgments  and  salutations — a  word  or  two  .  .  .  Oh  !  if  he  had 
any  words  for  me  that  could  impart  peace!  if  !  .  .  .  Whv 
shouldn’t  I  go  too  ?  Why  not  ?  .  .  .  I  will  go  !  what  élse  can 
-L  do.  I  will  go;  and  I  will  talk  with  him:  face  to  face  I’il 
have  some  talk  with  him.  What  shall  I  say,  though?  Well 
whatever,  whatever  .  .  .  I’H  hear  first  what  the  man  has  to’ 
say  for  himself  ! — 

•  come  to  this  vague  determination,  he  hastily  fin- 

ished  dressmg  himself,  and  put  on,  over  all,  a  great  coat, 
which  had  somethmg  of  a  mihtary  cut  about  it;  he  then  took 
up  the  pistol  which  lay  upon  the  bed,  and  secured  it  on  one 
side  of  his  belt,  fastening  at  the  other  its  fellow,  which  hun^ 
upon  a  nail  m  the  wall;  stuck  a  dagger  into  this  sanie  girdle^ 
and  taking  a  carabine  from  the  wall,  which  was  almost  as 
famous  as  himself,  swung  it  across  his  shoulders  :  then  he 
put  on  his  hat,  quitted  the  apartment,  and  repaired  at  once  to 
that  m  which  he  had  left  Lucia.  Setting  down  his  carabine 
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in  a  corner  near  thè  door,  he  knock  ed,  at  thè  same  time 
letting  them  know,  by  his  voice,  who  he  was.  The  old 
woman  sprang  out  of  bed,  threw  some  article  of  clothing 
around  her,  and  flew  to  open  thè  door.  The  Signor  entered, 
and,  casting  a  glance  around  thè  room,  saw  Lucia  lying  in 
her  little  corner,  and  perfectly  quiet. 

‘Does  she  sleep?*  asked  he,  in  an  under-tone,  of  thè  old 
woman  :  *  But  is  she  sleeping  there  ?  were  these  my  orders, 
you  old  hag  ?  ? 

*  I  did  all  I  could/  replied  thè  woman  ;  ‘  but  she  wouldn’t 
eat,  and  she  wouldnT  come  .  .  / 

£Let  her  sleep  quietly;  take  care  you  don’t  disturb  her; 
and  when  she  awakes  .  .  .  Martha  shall  wait  in  thè  next 
room;  and  you  must  send  her  to  fetch  anything  that  she 
may  ask  for.  When  she  awakes  .  .  .  teli  her  that  I  .  .  . 
that  thè  master  has  gone  out  for  a  little  while,  that  he  will 
be  back  soon,  and  that  ...  he  will  do  all  that  she  wishes.’ 

The  old  woman  stood  perfectly  astonished,  thinking  to 
herself  -This  girl  must  surely  be  some  princess  ! — 

The  Signor  then  left  thè  room,  took  up  his  carabine,  sent 
Martha  to  wait  in  thè  adjoining  apartment,  and  thè  first 
bravo  whom  he  met  to  keep  guard,  that  no  one  but  this 
woman  might  presume  to  approach  Lucia;  and  then,  leaving 
thè  castle,  took  thè  descent  with  a  rapid  step. 

The  manuscript  here  fails  to  mention  thè  distance  from  thè 
castle  to  thè  village  where  thè  Cardinal  was  stayìng  :  it  can- 
not,  however,  have  been  more  than  a  moderate  walk.  We  do 
not  infer  thè  proximity  merely  from  thè  docking  thither  of 
thè  inhabitants  of  thè  valley  ;  since  we  find,  in  thè  histories 
of  these  times,  that  people  carne  for  twenty  miles,  or  more, 
to  get  but  one  sight  of  Cardinal  Federigo.  From  thè  circum- 
stances  that  we  are  about  to  relate,  as  happening  on  this  day, 
we  may,  however,  easily  conjecture  that  thè  distance  cannot 
have  been  very  great.  The  bravoes  whom  he  met  ascending, 
stopped  respectfully  as  their  lord  passed,  waiting  to  see  if  he 
had  any  orders  to  give,  or  if  he  wished  of  them  to  accom- 
pany  him  on  some  expedition,  and  seemed  perfectly  astonished 
at  his  countenance  and  thè  glances  he  returned  in  answer  to 
their  salutations. 

When,  however,  he  reached  thè  base,  and  entered  thè 
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public  road,  it  was  a  very  different  matter.  There  was  a 
generai  whispering  among  thè  first  passengers  who  observed 
him,  an  exchange  of  suspicious  looks,  and  an  endeavour  on 
each  side  to  get  out  of  his  reach.  For  thè  whole  length  of 
thè  way  he  could  not  take  two  steps  by  thè  side  of  another 
passenger;  for  every  one  who  found  him  quickly  gaining 
upon  him,  cast  an  uneasy  look  a  round,  made  him  a  low  bow, 
and  slackened  his  pace  so  as  to  remain  behind.  On  reaching 
thè  village,  he  found  a  large  crowd  assembìed;  his  name 
spread  rapidly  from  mouth  to  mouth,  thè  moment  he  made 
his  appearance,  and  thè  throng  fell  back  to  make  way  for 
him.  He  accosted  one  of  these  prudent  gentry,  and  asked 
■  where  thè  Cardinal  was.  ‘  In  thè  Curate’s  house/  replied  thè 
addressed  party,  reverently,  at  thè  same  time  pointing  out 
thè  mansion.  The  Signor  went  forward,  entefed  a  little 
court,  where  many  priests  were  assembìed,  all  of  whom  re- 
garded  him  with  surprised  and  doubtful  looks,  and  saw  be- 
fore  him  an  open  door,  which  gave  admission  into  a  small 
hall,  where  there  was  also  collected  a  Considerale  number 
of  priests.  Taking  his  carabine  from  his  shoulders,  he  de- 
posited  it  in  one  corner  of  thè  little  court,  and  then  entered 
thè  hall,  where  he  was  received  with  significant  glances, 
murmurs,  and  his  oft-repeated  name;  then  all  was  silent. 
Turning  to  one  of  those  who  surrounded  him,  he  asked  where 
thè  Cardinal  was,  and  said  that  he  wished  to  speak  to  him. 

T  am  a  stranger/  replied  thè  priest;  but  hastily  glancing 
around,  he  called  thè  chaplain  and  cross-bearer,  who,  seated 
in  a  corner  of  thè  hall,  was  saying,  in  an  under-tone,  to  his 
companion,  ‘  This  man  ?  this  notorious  character  ?  what  can 
he  flave  to  do  here?  Make  way!’  However,  at  this  cali, 
which  resounded  in  thè  generai  silence,  he  was  obliged  to 
come  forward;  he  made  a  lowly  reverence  to  thè  Unnamed, 
listened  to  his  inquiry,  raised  his  eyes  with  uneasy  curiosity 
towards  his  face,  and  instantly  bending  them  on  thè  ground, 
stood  hesitating  for  a  moment,  and  then  said,  or  rather 
stammered  out  :  ‘  I  don’t  know  whether  his  illustrious  Lord- 
ship  .  .  .  just  now  .  .  .  is  to  be  .  .  .  can  .  .  .  may  ...  But  I 
will  go  and  see/  And  he  very  unwillingly  carried  thè  mes- 
sage  into  thè  adjoining  room,  where  thè  Cardinal  was  by 
himself. 
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At  this  point  in  olir  story,  we  cannot  do  less  than  pause 
for  a  little  while  ;  as  thè  traveller,  wearied  and  worn  out  with 
a  lengthened  journey,  through  a  wild  and  sterile  country, 
retards  his  pace,  and  halts  for  a  little  time  under  thè  shade 
of  a  noble  tree,  reclining  on  thè  grassy  bank  of  a  stream  of 
running  water.  We  have  now  fallen  upon  a  person,  whose 
name  and  memory,  occurring  when  they  will  to  thè  mind, 
refresh  it  with  a  cairn  emotion  of  reverence,  and  a  pleas- 
urable  feeling  of  sympathy;  how  much  more,  then,  after  so 
many  mournful  pictures — after  thè  contemplation  of  such 
fearful  and  hateful  depravity  !  On  thè  history  of  this 
personage,  we  must  absolutely  expend  a  few  words:  he 
who  cares  not  about  hearing  them,  and  is  anxious  to  prò* 
ceed  with  thè  story,  may  pass  on  at  once  to  thè  succeeding 
chapter. 

Federigo  Borromeo,  born  in  1564,  was  among  those  char- 
acters,  rare  in  whatever  age,  who  have  employed  singular 
talents,  all  thè  resources  of  great  wealth,  ali  ghe  advantages 
of  privileged  rank,  and  an  unwearying  diligence  in  thè 
seafth  and  exercise  of  thè  highest  objects  and  principles. 
HisTlife  resembles  a  rivulet,  which,  issuing  limpid  from  thè 
rock,  flows  in  a  ceaseless  and  unruffled,  though  lengthened 
eourse,  through  various  lands,  and,  clear  and  limpid  stili, 
falls  at  last  into  thè  ocean.  Amidst  comforts  and  luxuries, 
he  attended,  even  from  childhood,  to  those  lessons  of  self- 
denial  and  humility,  and  those  maxims  on  thè  vanity  of 
worldly  pleasures,  and  thè  sinfulness  of  pride,  on  true  dig- 
nity  and  true  riches,  which,  whether  acknowledged  or  not  in 
thè  heart,  have  been  transmitted  from  one  generation  to  an- 
other  in  thè  most  elementary  instruction  in  religion.  He  at¬ 
tended,  I  say,  to  these  lessons  and  maxims;  he  received  them 
in  reai  earnest  ;  he  tried  them,  and  found  them  true  ;  he  saw, 
therefore,  that  other  and  contrary  lessons  and  maxims  could 
not  possibly  be  true,  which  yet  were  transmitted  from  age 
to  age,  with  thè  same  asseveration,  and  sometimes  by  thè 
same  lips  ;  and  he  resolved  to  take,  as  thè  rule  of  his  thoughts 
and  actions,  those  which  were  indeed  right.  By  these  he 
understood  that  life  was  not  designed  to  be  a  burden  to  niany, 
and  a  pleasure  to  only  a  few  ;  but  was  intended  as  a  time  of 
employment  for  all,  of  which  every  one  would  have  to  giva 
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an  account;  and  he  began  from  a  child  to  consider  how  he 
could  render  his  useful  and  holy. 

In  1580  he  declared  his  resolution  of  dedicating  himself  to 
thè  ministry  of  thè  Church,  and  received  ordination  from  thè 
hands  of  his  cousin  Carlo,  whom  long  and  universal  suffrage 
had  already  signalized  as  a  saint.  Shortly  afterwards,  he 
entered  thè  college  founded  by  this  relative  in  Pavia,  which 
stili  bears  thè  name  of  their  house  ;  and  here,  while  applying 
himself  with  assiduity  to  thè  occupations  which  were  pre- 
scribed,  he  added  to  them  two  others  of  his  own  free  will  ; 
and  these  were,  to  give  instruction  to  thè  most  ignorant  and 
neglected  among  thè  population,  in  thè  doctrines  of  thè 
Christian  religion;  and  to  visit,  assist,,  comfort,  and  relieve 
thè  sick  and  needy.  He  employed  thè  authority  conceded  to 
him  by  all  around,  in  inducing  his  companions  to  second  him 
in  sudi  works  of  charity  ;  and  set  a  noble  example  of  spend- 
ing,  in  every  honest  and  beneficiai  employment,  a  pre-emi- 
nence  which,  considering  his  superior  mind  and  talents,  he 
would,  perhaps,  equally  have  attained  had  he  been  thè  lowest 
in  rank  and  fortune.  The  advantages  of  a  different  nature, 
which  thè  circumstances  of  fortune  could  have  procured  for 
him,  he  not  only  sought  not  after,  but  studiously  neglected. 
He  kept  a  table  rather  meagre  than  frugai,  and  wore  a  dress 
rather  mean  than  decent;  while  thè  whole  tenor  of  his  life 
and  behaviour  was  in  conformity  with  these  particulars. 
Nor  did  he  think  it  necessary  to  alter  it,  because  some  of  his 
relatives  exclaimed  Ioudly  against  such  a  practice,  and  com- 
plained  that  by  this  means  he  would  degrade  thè  dignity  of 
thè  house.  He  had  also  another  warfare  to  maintain  against 
his  instructors,  who  stealthily,  and  as  it  were  by  surprise, 
endeavoured  to  place  before,  behind,  and  around  him,  more 
noble  appendages,  something  which  might  distinguish  him 
from  others,  and  make  him  appear  thè  first  in  thè  place: 
either  thinking,  by  this  means,  to  ingratiate  themselves  with 
him  in  thè  long  run  ;  or  influenced  by  that  servile  attachment 
which  prides  itself  in,  and  rejoices  at,  thè  splendour  of 
others  ;  or  being  among  thè  number  of  those  prudent  persons 
who  shrink  back  with  alarm  from  thè  extreme  of  virtue  as 
well  as  vice,  are  for  ever  proclaiming  that  perfection  lies  in 
a  medium  between  thè  two,  and  fix  that  medium  exactly  at 
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thè  point  which  they  have  reached,  and  where  they  find 
themselves  very  much  at  their  ease.  Federigo  not  only  re- 
fused  these  kindly  offices,  but  rebuked  thè  officious  Instru¬ 
ments  :  and  that  between  thè  ages  of  childhood  and  youth. 

'  That,  during  thè  life  of  thè  Cardinal  Carlo,  his  senior  by 
twenty-six  years,  in  his  authoritative  and,  so  to  say,  solemn 
presente,  surrounded  by  homage  and  respectful  silence,  in- 
cited  by  thè  fame,  and  impressed  with  thè  tokens  of  sanctity, 
Federigo,  as  a  boy  and  a  youth,  should  have  endeavoured  to 
conform  himself  to  thè  behaviour  and  talents  of  such  a  cousin, 
is  certainly  not  to  be  wondered  at  ;  but  it  is,  indeed,  much  to 
be  able  to  say,  that,  after  his  death,  no  one  could  perceive 
that  Federigo,  then  twenty  years  of  age,  had  lost  a  guide  and 
censor.  The  increasing  fame  of  his  talents,  erudition,  and 
piety  ;  thè  relationship  and  connection  of  more  than  one  pow¬ 
er  fui  Cardinal;  thè  credit  of  his  family;  his  very  name,  to 
which  Carlo  had  almost  annexed  in  people’s  minds  an  idea  of 
sanctity  and  sacerdotal  pre-eminence  ;  all  that  should,  and  all 
that  could,  lead  men  to  ecclesiastical  dignities,  concurred  to 
predict  them  for  him.  But  he,  persuaded  in  heart  of  what 
no  one  who  professes  Christianity  can  deny  with  thè  lips, 
that  there  is  no  reai  superiority  of  a  man  over  his  fellow- 
men,  excepting  in  so  far  as  he  devotes  himself  to  their 
Service,  both  dreaded  exaltation,  and  sought  to  avoid  it  ;  not, 
indeed,  that  he  might  shrink  from  serving  others — for  few 
lives  have  been  more  devoted  to  this  object  than  his  own — 
but  because  he  considered  himself  neither  worthy  enough  of 
so  high  and  perilous  a  Service,  nor  sufficiently  competent  for 
it.  For  these  reasons,  thè  Archbishopric  of  Milan  being 
offered  to  him  in  1595,  by  Clement  Vili.,  he  seemed  much 
disturbed,  and  refused  thè  charge  without  hesitation.  He 
yielded  afterwards,  however,  to  thè  express  command  of  thè 
Pope. 

Such  demonstrations  (who  knows  it  not?)  are  neither 
difficult  nor  uncommon;  and  it  requires  no  greater  effort  of 
subtlety  for  hypocrisy  to  make  them,  than  for  raillery  to  de¬ 
ride  them,  and  hold  them*  cheap  on  every  occasion.  But  do 
they,  therefore,  cease  to  be  thè  naturai  expression  of  a  wise 
and  virtuous  prindple?  One’s  life  is  thè  touchstone  of  pro- 
fession;  and  thè  profession  of  this  sentiment,  though  it  may 
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have  been  on  thè  tongue  of  all  thè  impostors  and  all  thè 
scoffers  in  thè  worid,  will  ever  be  worthy  of  admìration, 
when  preceded  and  followed  by  a  life  of  disinterested  self- 
sacrifice. 

In  Federigo,  as  Archbishop,  was  apparent  a  remarkable 
and  Constant  carefulness  to  devote  to  himself  no  more  of  his 
wealth,  his  time,  his  care — in  short,  of  his  whole  self,  than 
was  absolutely  necessary.  He  said,  as  everybody  says,  that 
ecclesiastical  revenues  are  thè  patrimony  of  thè  poor;  how 
he  showed  he  understood  such  a  maxim  in  realìty,  will  be 
evident  from  this  fact.  He  caused  an  estimate  to  be  taken 
of  thè  sum  required  for  his  own  expenditure,  and  that  of 
those  in  his  personal  Service  ;  and  being  told  that  six  hundred 
scudi  would  be  sufficient,  {scudo  was  at  that  time  thè  name 
of  a  golden  coin  which,  retaining  thè  same  weight  and  value, 
was  afterwards  called  a  becchino ,)x  he  gave  orders  that  this 
sum’  should  annually  be  set  apart  out  of  his  patrimonial  es¬ 
tate,  for  thè  expenses  of  thè  table.  So  sparing  and  scrupu- 
lous  was  he  in  his  personal  outlay,  that  he  was  careful  never 
to  leave  off  a  dress  which  was  not  completely  worn  out; 
uniting,  however,  as  was  recorded  by  contemporary  writers, 
to  this  habit  of  simplicity,  that  of  singular  neatness  ;  two  re¬ 
markable  qualìties,  in  fact,  in  this  age  of  ostentation  and 
uncleanliness.  That  nothing,  again,  might  be  wasted  of  thè 
remnants  of  his  frugai  table,  he  assigned  them  to  a  hospital 
for  thè  poor  ;  one  of  whom  carne  daily,  by  his  orders,  to  thè 
dining  apartment,  to  gather  up  all  that  remained.  Such 
instances  of  economy  might,  perhaps,  suggest  thè  idea  of  a 
dose,  parsimonious,  over-careful  virtue,  of  a  mind  wrapt  up 
in  attention  to  minutiae,  and  incapable  óf  elevated  designs, 
were  it  not  for  thè  Ambrosian  Library,  stili  standing,  which 
Federigo  projected  with  such  noble  magnifìcence,  and  exe- 
cuted,  from  thè  foundations  upwards,  with  such  munifìcent 
liberality;  to  supply  which  with  books  and  manuscripts,  be- 
sides  thè  presentation  of  those  he  had  already  collected  with 
great  labour  and  expense,  he  sent  eight  of  thè  most  learned 
and  experienced  men  he  could  find,  to  make  purchases 
throughout  Italy,  France,  Spain,  Germany,  Flanders,  Greece, 

1  Sequln: — an  Italian  gold  coin,  worth  about  ten  shillings  of  English 
money. 
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Such  a  regulation  win  1'  ther  Cltlzens  or  frangere, 
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celebrated  public  librarie,  fn  £  ’  ,WhlIe>  m  some  «ther 

°nly  not  visible,  but  concealed  in  7’i  voI“mes  were  not 
never  disturbed,  exceS  whe„  tbe  u  ^  Where  th^  were 
the  presidents  orom  uteri  tb  humanity,  as  he  says,  of 

•  JmJÌ/S ’SÌÌSSì ”mMrS  d“pl^  th™  f“ 

provided  for  those  v,Iio  fretueÌied”i  TTTT"’  *V 
idea  of  such  a  thing  So  that  to  f„ *’  •  hlfy  lac  not  the  least 
to  withdraw  books  from  thè  use  otthe  ’  Tr  '  hbraries>  was 

P":“rr^riHrF“s  -  - - 

foiidis  “iri' ™  sr-tStf  «* 

or  that  they  were  nothin?-  b.,t  ^  the?  were  miraculous, 

»P  to  a  «Li»  po?„, “d 

work  of  much  difficultv  little  ,7  !  y  Were’  wouId  be  a 

timed.  Rather  let  us  Thin  “tha/a  ^  “d  SOmewha*  ^ 
nevolent,  persevering  lover  of  th  Af  ener°US’  •Judlclous»  be- 
he  must  have  been  iho  lnÌeH  lmproveM  of  manldnd 
planned  it  on  so  gknd  atai  and  b"  Undertakbig-who 
midst  of  ignorane^  inertness  ’and  Jn  T™**  k  in  the 
studious  application  and  generai  contempt  of  all 

doesit  matter?’ &nd‘ Thè ve’ s  sorn^fh^7’  7  Sp’te  °f  ‘  What 

and,  '  What  a  fine  inventici,’  Z  ‘  tZ  *  “  ah°Ut;’ 
ing;’  and  similar  remarks  wh.Vh  a  V  JP ^  » 

b«P  «or.  ,»  ■„,»  ;he  scui  “ttd^  hw|».  h.v. 


I  PROMESSI  SPOSI 


373 


undertaking,  amounting  to  a  hundred  and  five  thousand,  thè 
greatest  part  of  his  property. 

To  style  such  a  man  beneficent  and  liberal  in  a  high  de- 
gree,  it  would  be  unnecessary,  perhaps,  that  he  should  have 
spen’t  much  in  thè  immediate  reìief  of  thè  needy  ;  and  there 
are,  besides,  many  in  whose  opinion  expenditure  of  thè  char- 
acter  we  have  described,  and,  indeed,  I  may  say  all  expendi¬ 
ture,  is  thè  best  and  more  beneficiai  almsgiving.  But  in 
Federigo’s  opinion,  almsgiving,  properly  speaking,  was  a 
paramount  duty  ;  and  here,  as  in  everything  else,  his  actions 
were  in  accordance  with  his  principles.  His  life  was  one 
continuai  overflowing  charity.  On  occasion  of  this  very 
scarcity,  to  which  our  story  has  already  alluded,  we  shall 
have  presently  to  relate  several  traits  which  will  exhibit  thè 
judgment  and  delicacy  he  knew  how  to  employ  even  in  his 
liberality.  Of  thè  many  remarkable  examples  which  his 
biographers  have  recorded  of  this  virtue,  we  will  here  cite 
but  one.  Having  heard  that  a  certain  nobleman  was  using 
artifices  and  compulsion  to  force  into  a  convent  one  of  his 
daughters  who  wished  rather  to  be  married,  he  had  an  inter- 
view  with  her  father;  and  drawing  from  him  thè  acknowl- 
edgment  that  thè  true  motive  of  this  oppression  was  thè 
want  of  four  thousand  scudi,  which,  according  to  his  idea, 
were  necessary  towards  marrying  his  daughter  suitably, 
Federigo  immediately  presented  thè  required  dowry.  Some 
may  perhaps  think  this  an  extravagant  act  of  bounty,  not 
well-judged,  and  too  condescending  to  thè  foolish  caprices 
of  a  vain  nobleman;  and  that  four  thousand  scudi  might 
have  been  better  employed  in  this  or  that  manner.  Io 
which  we  have  nothing  to  answer,  excepting  that  it  were 
devoutly  to  be  wished  that  one  could  more  frequently  see 
excesses  of  a  virtue  so  unfettered  by  prevailing  opinion, 
(every  age  has  its  own,)  and  so  free  from  thè  generai  tend- 
ency,  as  in  this  instance  that  must  have  been,  which  induced 
a  man  to  give  four  thousand  scudi,  that  a  young  person 
might  not  be  made  a  nun. 

The  inexhaustible  charity  of  this  man  appeared,  not  only 
in  his  almsgiving,  but  in  his  whole  behaviour.  Easy  of  ac- 
cess  to  all,  he  considered  a  cheerful  countenance  and  an 
afìectionate  courtesy  particularly  due  to  those  in  thè  lower 
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ranks  o£  lifej  and  thè  more  so  in  proportion  as  they  were 
little  thought  of  by  thè  world.  Here,  therefore,  he  had  to 
combat  with  thè  gentlemen  of  thè  fic  quid  fiiwiis  school,  who 
were  anxious  to  keep  him  within  limits,  i.  e.,  within  their 
limits.  .  One  of  these,  on  occasion  of  a  visit  to  a  wild  and 
mountainous  country,  when  Federigo  was  teaching  some 
poor  children,  and  during  thè  interrogations  and  instruction 
was  fondly  caressing  them,  besought  him  to  be  more  cautious 
in  handling  such  children,  as  they  were  dirty  and  repelling: 
as  if  thè  worthy  gentleman  supposed  that  Federigo  had  not 
discernment  enough  to  make  thè  discovery,  or  acumen 
enough  to  suggest  this  recondite  counsel  for  himself.  Such, 
in  certain  circumstances  of  times  and  things,  is  thè  mis- 
fortune  of  men  exalted  to  high  stations,  that  while  they  so 
seldom  find  any  one  to  inform  them  of  their  failings,  there 
is  no  lack  of  persons  courageous  enough  to  reprove  them 
for  doing  right.  But  thè  good  Bishop,  not  without  anger, 
replied  :  They  are  my  lambs,  and  perhaps  may  never  again 
see  my  face  ;  and  would  you  not  have  me  caress  them  ?  ’ 

Very  seldom,  however,  did  he  exhibit  any  anger,  being 
admired  for  his  mild  and  imperturbable  gentleness  of  be- 
haviour,  which  might  be  attributed  to  an  extraordinarily 
happy  temperament  of  mind;  while,  in  truth,  it  was  thè  effect 
oi  Constant  discipline  over  a  naturally  hasty  and  passionate 
disposition.  If  ever  he  showed  himself  severe,  nay,  even 
harsh,  it  was  towards  those  pastors  under  his  authority 
whorn  he  discovered  guilty  of  avarice,  or  negligence,  or  any 
other  conduci  opposed  to  thè  spirit  of  their  high  vocation. 
Upon  what  might  affect  his  own  interest  or  temporal  glory, 
he  never  betokened  either  joy,  regret,  eagerness,  or  anxiety: 
wonderful  indeed  if  these  emotions  were  not  excited  in  his 
mind;  more  wonderful  if  they  were.  Not  only  in  thè  many 
conclaves  at  which  he  had  assisted,  did  he  acquire  thè  repu- 
tation  of  having  never  aspired  to  that  lofty  post  so  desirable 
to  ambition,  and  so  terrible  to  piety;  but  on  one  occasion, 
when  a  colleague,  who  possessed  considerable  infìuence,  carne 
to  ofler  him  his  vote  and  those  of  his  (so,  alasi  it  was 
termed)  faction,  Federigo  refused  thè  proposai  in  such  a 
manner  that^his  friend  immediately  abandoned  thè  idea,  and 
turned  his  views  elsewhere.  This  same  humility,  this  dread 
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of  pre-eminence,  was  equally  apparent  in  thè  more  common 
occurrences  of  life.  Careful  and  indefatigable  in  ordering 
and  governing  everything,  where  he  considered  it  his  duty 
to  do  so,  he  always  shrank  from  intruding  into  thè  affairs 
of  others,  and  even  when  solicited,  refused,  if  possible,  to 
interfere; — discretion  and  temperance  far  from  common,  as 
everybody  knows,  in  men  as  zealous  in ...thè  cause  of  good  as 
Federigo  was. 

Were  we  to  allow  ourselves  to  prosecute  thè  pleasing  task 
of  collecting  together  thè  remarkable  pomts  in  his  character, 
thè  result  would  certainly  be  a  complication  of  virtues  in 
apparent  opposition  to  each  other,  and  assuredly  difficult  to 
find  combined.  We  cannot,  however,  omit  to  notice  one 
more  excellency  in  his  excellent  life:  replete  as  it  was  with 
action,  government,  functions,  instruction,  audiences,  dio- 
cesan  visitations,  journeys,  and  controversies,  he  not  only 
found  time  for  study,  but  devoted  as  much  to  this  object  as 
a  professor  of  literature  would  have  required.  Indeed, 
among  many  other  and  various  titles  of  commendatimi,  he 
possessed  in  a  high  degree,  among  his  contemporaries,  that 
of  a  man  of  learning. 

We  must  not,  however,  conceal  that  he  held  with  firm 
persuasion,  and  maintained,  in  fact,  with  persevering  con- 
stancy,  some  opiriions  which,  in  thè  present  day,  would 
appear  to  every  one  rather  singular  than  ìll-founded;  even 
to  such  as  would  be  anxious  to  consider  them  sound.  For 
any  one  who  would  defend  him  on  this  head,  there  is  thè 
current  and  commonly  received  ex'cuse,  that  they  were  thè 
errors  of  thè  age,  rather  than  his  own;  an  excuse,  to  say 
thè  truth,  which,  when  it  results  from  thè  minute  consid- 
eration  of  facts,  may  be  valid  and  significant  ;  but  which 
generally,  applied  in  thè  usuai  naked  way,  and  as  we  must 
do  in  this  instance,  comes  in  thè  end  to  mean  exactly  noth- 
ing  at  all.  And,  besides,  not  wishing  to  resolve  complicated 
questions  with  simple  formula,  we  will  venture  to  leave  thi$ 
unsolved;  resting  satisfied  with  having  thus  cursorily  men- 
tioned,  that  in  a  character  so  admirable  as  a  whole,  we  do 
not  pretend  to  affimi  that  every  particular  was  equally  so, 
lest  we  should  seem  to  have  intended  making  a  funeral 
oration. 
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We  shall  not  be  doing  injustice  to  our  readers  to  suppose 
that  some  of  them  may  inquire,  whether  this  person  has  left 
any  monument  of  so  much  talent  and  erudition.  Whether 
he  has  left  any  !  The  works  remaining  from  him,  great  and 
small,  Latin  and  Italian,  published  and  manuscript,  amount 
to  about  a  hundred  volumes,  preserved  in  thè  library  he 
himself  founded:  moral  treatises,  discourses,  dissertations  on 
“story,  sacred  and  profane  antiquities,  literature,  arts,  and 
various  other  subjects. 

And  however  does  it  happen, — this  inquirer  may  ask, _ 

that  so  many  works  are  forgotten,  or  at  least  so  little  known 
so  little  sought  after?  How  is  it,  that  with  such  talenta! 
such  Iearning,  such  experience  of  men  and  things,  such  pro- 
found  thought,  such  a  sense  of  thè  good  and  thè  beautiful, 
such  purity  of  mind,  and  so  many  other  qualities  which 
constitute  thè  elegant  author  ;  how  is  it,  that  out  of  a  hundred 
works,  he  has  not  left  even  one  to  be  considered  excellent 
by  those  who  approve  not  of  thè  whole,  and  to  be  known  by 
title  even  by  those  who  have  never  read  it?  How  is  it  that 
all  of  them  together  have  not  sufficed,  at  least  by  their 
number,  to  procure  for  his  name  a  literary  fame  anione 
posterity  ? —  & 

The  inquiry  is  undoubtedly  reasonable,  and  thè  question 
sufficienti  interesting:  because  thè  reasons  of  this  phe- 
nomenon  are  to  be  found,  or,  at  least,  must  be  sought  for 
in  many^  generai  facts  ;  and  when  found,  would  lead  to  thè 
explanation  of  other  similar  phenomena.  But  they  would 
be  many  and  prolix:  and  what  if  they  should  not  prove  satis- 
factory?  if  they  should  make  thè  reader  turn  away  in  dis- 
gust?  So  that  it  will  be  better  to  résumé  our  ‘  walk  through  ’ 
thè  story,  and  instead  of  digressing  more  at  length  on  thè 
character  of  this  wonderful  man,  proceed  to  observe  him  in 
action  under  thè  conduct  of  our  anonymous  author. 


CHAPTER  XXIII 


CARDINAL  FEDERIGO  was  employed,  according  to 
his  usuai  custom  in  every  leisure  interval,  in  study, 
until  thè  hour  arrived  for  repairing  to  thè  church  for 
thè  celebration  of  Divine  Service,  when  thè  chaplain  and 
cross  bearer  entered  with  a  disturbed  and  gloomy  counte- 
nance. 

‘  A  strange  visitor,  my  noble  Lord, — strange  indeed  !  ’ 

*  Who  ?  J  asked  thè  Cardinal. 

‘  No  less  a  personage  than  thè  Signor  *  *  replied  thè 
chaplain;  and  pronouncing  thè  syllables  with  a  very  signifi-. 
cant  tone,  he  uttered  thè  name  which  we  cannot  give  to  our 
readers.  He  then  added  :  *  He  is  here  outside  in  person  ;  and 
demands  nothing  less  than  to  be  introduced  to  your  illustrious 
Grace.* 

f  He  ! 9  said  thè  Cardinal,  with  an  animated  look,  shutting 
his  book,  and  rising  from  his  seat;  '  let  him  come  in! — let 
him  come  in  directly  ! J 

‘  But  .  .  /  rejoined  thè  chaplain,  without  attempting  to 
move,  ‘your  illustrious  Lordship  must  surely  be  aware  who 
he  is  :  that  outlaw,  that  f  amous  .  .  / 

‘And  is  it  not  a  most  happy  circumstance  for  a  bishop, 
that  such  a  man  should  feel  a  wish  to  come  and  seek  an  in- 
terview  with  him  ?  ’ 

fBut  .  .  /  insisted  thè  chaplain,  'we  may  never  speak  of 
certain  things,  because  my  Lord  says  that  it  is  all  nonsense  : 
but,  when  it  comes  to  thè  point,  I  think  it  is  a  duty  .  .  ,  Zeal 
makes  many  enemies,  my  Lord  ;  and  we  know  positively  that 
more  than  one  ruffian  has  dared  to  boast  that  some  day  or 
other  .  ,  / 

‘  And  what  have  they  done  ? 9  interrupted  thè  Cardinal. 

‘I  say  that  this  man  is  a  plotter  of  mischief,  a  desperate 
character,  who  holds  correspondence  with  thè  most  violent 
desperadoes,  and  who  may  be  sent  .  .  / 

(  Oh,  what  discipline  is  this/  again  interrupted  Federigo, 
smiling,  £  for  thè  soldiers  to  exhort  their  generai  to  cow- 
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ardice?  then  resuming  a  grave  and  thoughtful  air,  he  con- 
tinued  :  *  Saint  Carlo  would  not  have  deliberated  whether  he 
ought  to  receive  such  a  man:  he  would  have  gone  to  seek 
him.  Let  him  he  admitted  direetly:  he  has  already  waited 
too  long.’ 

The  chaplain  moved  towards  thè  door,  saying  in  his  heart  : 
— There’s  no  remedy:  these  saints  are  all  obstinate, — 

Having  opened  thè  door,  and  surveyed  thè  room  where 
thè  Signor  and  his  companions  were,  he  saw  that  thè  latter 
had  crowded  together  on  one  side,  where  they  sat  whispering 
and  cautiously  peeping  at  their  visitor,  while  he  was  left 
alone  in  one  corner.  The  chaplain  advanced  towards  him, 
eying  him  guardedly  from  head  to  foot,  and  wondering  what 
weapons  he  might  have  hidden  under  that  great  coat;  think- 
ing,  at  thè  same  time,  that  really,  before  admitting  him, 
he  ought  at  least  to  have  proposed  .  .  .  but  he  could  not  re¬ 
solve  what  to  do.  He  approached  him,  saying  :  *  His  Grace 
waits  for  your  Lordship.  Will  you  be  good  enough  to  come 
with  me?  ’  And  as  he  preceded  him  through  thè  little  crowd, 
which  instantly  gave  way  for  him,  he  kept  casting  glances 
on  each  side,  which  meant  to  say  :  What  could  I  do  ?  don  t 
you  know  yourselves  that  he  always  has  his  own  way  ? 

On  reaching  thè  apartment,  thè  chaplain  opened  thè  door, 
and  introduced  thè  Unnamed.  Federigo  advanced  to  meet 
him  with  a  happy  and  serene  look,  and  his  hand  extended, 
as'if  to  welcome  an  expected  guest,  at  thè  same  time  making 
a  sign  to  thè  chaplain  to  go  out,  which  was  immediately 
obeyed. 

When  thus  left  alone,  they  both  stood  for  a  moment  silent 
and  in  suspense,  though  from  widely  different  feelings.  The 
Unnamed,  who  had,  as  it  were,  been  forcibly  carried  there 
by  an  inexplicable  compulsion,  rather  than  led  by  a  deter¬ 
minate  intention,  now  stood  there,  also  as  it  were  by  com¬ 
pulsion,  torn  by  two  contending  feelings:  on  thè  one  side,  a 
desire  and  confused  hope  of  meeting  with  some  alleviation 
of  his  inward  torment  ;  on  thè  other,  a  feeling  of  self-rebuked 
shame  at  having  come  thither,  like  a  penitent,  subdued,  and 
wretched,  to  confess  himself  guilty,  and  to  make  supplication 
to  a  man  :  he  was  at  a  loss  for  words,  and,  indeed,  scarcely 
sought  for  them.  Raising  his  eyes,  however,  to  thè  Arch- 
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bishop  s  face,  he  became  gradually  filled  with  a  feeling  of 
veneration,  authoritative,  and  at  thè  same  time  soothing; 
which,  while  it  increased  his  confidence,  gently  subdued  his 
haughtiness,  and,  without  offending  his  pride,  compelled  it 
to  give  way,  and  imposed  silence. 

The  hearing  of  Federigo  was,  in  fact,  one  which  an- 
nounced  superiority,  and,  at  thè  same  time,  excited  love.  It 
was  naturally  sedate,  and  almost  involuntarily  commanding 
“1S  ^,fe  being  not  in  thè  least  bowed  or  wasted  by  age- 
while  his  solemn,  yet  sparkling  eye,  his  open  and  thoughtfuì 
forehead,  a  kmd  of  virginal  floridness,  which  might  be  dis- 
tinguished  even  among  grey  locks,  paleness,  and  thè  traces 
of  abstinence,  meditation,  and  labour:  in  short,  all  his  fea- 
tures  indicated  that  they  had  once  possessed  that  which  is 
most  strictly  entitled  beauty.  The  habit  of  serious  and  be- 
nevolent  thought,  thè  inward  peace  of  a  long  life,  thè  love 
that  he  felt  towards  his  fellow-creatures,  and  thè  uninter- 
rupted  enjoyment  of  an  ineffable  hope,  had  now  substituted 
thè  beauty  (so  to  say)  of  old  age,  which  shone  forth  more 
attractively  from  thè  magnificent  simplicity  of  thè  purple. 

He  nxed,  for  a^  moment,  on  thè  countenance  of  thè  Un- 
nanied,  a  penetrating  look,  long  accustomed  to  gather  from 
this  index  what  was  passing  in  thè  mind  ;  and  imagining  he 
discovered,  under  that  dark  and  troubled  mien,  something 
every  moment  more  corrcsponding  with  thè  hope  he  had  con- 
ceived  on  thè  first  announcement  of  such  a  visit,  f  Oh  !  ’  cried 
he,  m  an  animated  voice,  f  what  a  welcome  visit  is  this  !  and 
how  thankful  I  ought  to  be  to  you  for  taking  such  a  step,  al- 
though  it  may  convey  to  me  a  little  reproof  !  ’ 

Reproof!’  exclaimed  thè  Signor,  much  surprised,  but 
soothed  by  his  words  and  manner,  and  glad  that  thè  Car¬ 
dinal  had  broken  thè  ice,  and  started  some  sort  of  conver- 
salion. 

, . f  Certainly,  it  conveys  to  me  a  reproof/  replied  thè  Arch- 
bishop,  for  allowing  you  to  be  beforehand  with  me  when 
so  often,  and  for  so  long  a  time,  I  might  and  ought  to  have 
come  to  you  myself.’ 

‘You  come  to  me!  Do  you  know  who  I  am?  Did  they 
deliver  m  my  name  rightly  ?  ’ 

And  thè  happiness  I  feel,  and  which  must  surely  be  evi- 
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dent  in  my  countenance,  do  you  think  I  should  feel  it  at  thè 
announcement  and  visit  of  a  stranger-?  It  is  you  who  make 
me  experience  it;  you,  I  say,  whom  I  ought  to  have  sought; 

'  you  whom  I  have,  at  least,  loved  and  wept  over,  and  for 
whom  I  have  so  often  prayed;  you,  among  all  my  children, 
for  each  one  I  love  from  thè  bottom  of  my  heart,  whom  I 
should  most  have  desired  to  receive  and  embrace,  if  I  had 
thought  I  might  hope  for  such  a  thing.  But  God  alone 
knows  how  to  work  wonders,  and  supplies  thè  weakness  and 
tardiness  of  His  unworthy  servants.’ 

The  Unnamed  stood  astomshed  at  this  warm  reception,,  m 
language  which  corresponded  so  exactly  with  that  which 
he  had  not  yet  expressed,  nor,  indeed,  had  fully  determined 
to  express;  and,  affected,  but  exceedingly  surprised,  he  re- 
mained  silent.  ‘  Well  !  ’  resumed  Federigo,  stili  more  affec- 
tionately,  ‘  you  have  good  news  to  teli  me  ;  and  you  keep 
me  so  long  expecting  it?’ 

4  Good  news!  I  have  bell  in  my  heart;  and  can  I  teli 
you  any  good  tidings?  Teli  me,  if  you  know,  what  good 
news  you  can  expect  from  such  as  I  am  ? 

4  That  God  has  touched  your  heart,  and  would  make  you 
His  own/  replied  thè  Cardinal,  calmly. 

‘God!  God!  God!  If  I  could  see  Him!  If  I  could 
hear  Him!  Where  is  this  God?’ 

4  Do  you  ask  this  ?  you  ?  And  who  has  Him  nearer  than 
you?  Do  you  not  feel  Him  in  your  heart,  overcoming,  agi- 
tating  you,  never  leaving  you  at  ease,  and  at  thè  same  time 
drawing  you  forward,  presenting  to  your  view  a  hope  of 
tranquillity  and  consolation,  a  consolation  which  shall  be  full 
and  boundless,  as  soon  as  you  recognize  Him,  acknowledge, 
and  implore  Him  ?  * 

4  Oh,  surely  !  there  is  something  within  that  oppresses,  that 
consumes  me!  But  God!  If  this  be  God,  if.He  be  such  as 
they  say,  what  do  you  suppose  He  can  do  with  me?’ 

These  words  were  uttered  with  an  accent  of  despair  ; 
but  Federigo,  with  a  solemn  tone,  as  of  cairn  inspiration, 
replied:  ‘What  can  God  do  with  you?  What  would  He 
wish  to  make  of  you?  A  token  of  His  power  and  goodness: 
He  would  acquire  through  you  a  glory,  such  as  others  could 
not  give  Him.  The  world  has  long  cried  out  against  you. 
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hundreds  and  thousands  of  voices  have  declared  their  de- 
testation  of  your  deeds  .  ’  (The  Unnamed  shuddered,  and 

lelt  for  a  moment  surprised  at  hearing  such  unusual  lan- 
guage  addressed  to  him,  and  stili  more  surprised  that  he 
felt  no  anger,  but  rather,  almost  a  relief.  )  f  What  glory  ’ 
pursued  Federigo,  ‘will  thus  redound  to  God  !  They  may 
be  voices  of  alarm,  of  self-interest;  of  justice,  perhaps— a 
justice  so  easy!  so  naturai!  Some  perhaps,  yea,  too  many, 
may  be  voices  of  envy  of  your  wretched  power;  of  your 
hitherto  deplorable  security  of  heart.  But  when  you,  your- 
self,  rise  up  to  condemn  your  past  life,  to  become  your  own 
accuser,  then  !  then,  indeed,  God  will  be  glorified  !  And  you 
ask  what  God  can  do  with  you.  Who  am  I,  a  poor  mortai 
that  I  can  teli  you  what  use  such  a  Being  may  choose  hence- 
forth  to  make  of  you;  how  He  can  employ  your  impetuous 
will,  your  unwavering  perseverale,  when  He  shall  have 
ammated  and  invigorated  them  with  love,  with  hope,  with 
repentance?  Who  are  you,  weak  man,  that  you  should 
imagme  yourself  capable  of  devising  and  executing  greater 
deeds  of  evil,  than  God  can  make  you  will  and  accomplish 
m  thè  cause  of  good?  What  can  God  do  with  you?  Par¬ 
don  you  !  save  you  !  finish  in  you  thè  work  of  redemption  ! 
Are  not  these  things  noble  and  worthy  of  Him?  Oh,  just 
think  !  ìf  I,  an  humble  and  feeble  creature,  so  worthles’s  and 
full  of  myself  I,  such  as  I  am,  long  so  ardently  for  your 
salvation,  that,  for  its  sake,  I  would  joyfully  give  (and  He 
is  my  witness!)  thè  few  days  that  stili  remain  to  me;  oh, 
thmk  what,  and  how  great,  must  be  thè  love  of  Him,  Who 
inspires  me  with  this  imperfect,  but  ardent  affection;  how 
must  He  love  you,  what  must  He  desire  for  you,  Who  has 
bid  and  enabled  me  to  regard  you  with  a  charity  that  con- 
sumes  me!’ 

While  these  words  fell  from  his  lips,  his  face,  his  ex- 
pression,  his  whole  manner,  evinced  his  deep  feeling  of 
what  he  uttered.  The  countenance  of  his  auditor  changed, 
from  a  wild  and  convulsive  look,  first  to  astonishment  and 
attention,  and  then  gradually  yielded  to  deeper  and  less 
p  ain  fui  emotions;  his  eyes,  which  from  infancy  had  been 
unaccustomed  to  weep,  became  sufifused;  and  when  thè 
words  ceased,  he  covered  his  face  with  his  hands,  and  burst 
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into  a  flood  of  tears.  It  was  thè  only  and  most  evident 
reply. 

‘  Great  and  good  God!’  exclaimed  Federigo,  raising  his 
hands  and  eyes  to  heaven,  ‘  what  have  I  ever  done,  an  un- 
profitable  servant,  an  idle  shepherd,  that  Thou  shouldest  cali 
me  to  this  banquet  of  grace  !  that  Thou  shouldest  mal  e  me 
worthy  of  being  an  instrument  in  so  joyful  a  miracle  !  So 
saying,  he  extended  his  hand  to  take  that  of  thè  Unnamed. 

4  No  !  ’  cried  thè  penitent  nobleman;  ‘no!  keep  away  from 
me:  défilé  not  that  innocent  and  beneficent  hand.  You  don  t 
know  all  that  thè  one  you  would  grasp  has  committed/  ^ 

‘  Suffer  me/  said  Federigo,  taldng  it  with  affectionate  vio- 
lence,  ‘  suffer  me  to  press  thè  hand  which  will  repair  so 
many  wrongs,  dispense  so  many  benefits,  comfort  so  many 
afflicted,  and  be  extended,  disarmed,  peacefully,  and  humbly, 
to  so  many  enemies/ 

‘  It  is  too  much  !  ’  said  thè  Unnamed,  sobbing,  ‘  leave  me, 
my  Lord;  good  Federigo,  leave  me!  A  crowded  assembly 
awaits  you;  so  many  good  people,  so  many  innocent  crea- 
tures,  so  many  come  from  a  distance,  to  see  you  for  once, 
to  hear  you  :  and  you  are  staying  to  talk  .  .  .  with  whom  ! * 

(We  will  leave  thè  ninety  and  nine  sheep/  replied  thè 
Cardinal  ;  f  they  are  in  saf ety,  upon  thè  mountain  :  I  wish 
to  remain  with  that  which  was  lost.  Their  minds  are,  per- 
haps,  now  more  satisfied  than  if  they  were  seeing  their 
poor  bishop.  Perhaps  God,  Who  has  wrougfa  in  you  this 
miracle  of  mercy,  is  diffusing  in  their  hearts  a  joy  of  which 
they  know  not  yet  thè  reason.  These  people  are,  perhaps, 
united  to  us  without  being  aware  of  it  :  perchance  the^  Spirit 
may  be  instilling  into  their  hearts  an  undefined  feeling  .of 
charity,  a  petition  which  He  will  grant  for  you,  an  offering 
of  gratitude  of  which  you  are,  as  yet,  thè  unknown  object/ 
So  saying,  he  threw  his  arms  round  thè  neck  of  thè  Un¬ 
named,  who,  after  attempting  to  disengage  himself,  and 
making  a  momentary  resistance,  yielded,  completely  over- 
come  by  this  vehement  expression  of  affection,  embraced  thè 
Cardinal  in  his  turn,  and  buried  in  his  shoulder  his  trem- 
bling  and  altered  face.  His  burning  tears  dropped  upon  thè 
stainless  purple  of  Federigo,  while  thè  guiltless  hands  of 
thè  holy  bishop  affectionately  pressed  those  members,  and 
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touched  that  garment,  which  had  been  accustomed  to  hold 
thè  weapons  of  violence  and  treachery. 

Disengaging  himself,  at  length,  from  this  embrace,  thè 
Unnamed  again  covered  his  eyes  with  his  hand,  and  raising 
his  face  to  heaven,  exclaimed;  ‘God  is,  indeed,  great!  God 
ìs,  indeed,  good  !  I  know  myself  nòw,  now  I  understand 
what  I  am;  my  sins  are  present  before  me,  and  I  shudder 
at  thè  thought  of  myself  ;  yet  !...  yet  I  feel  an  alleviation, 
3;  Joy;  yes,  even  a  joy,  such  as  I  have  ne  ver  before  known 
during  thè  whole  of  my  horrible  life  ! 9 

It  is  a  little  taste/  said  Federigo,  ‘  which  God  gives  you, 
to  meline  you  to  His  Service,  and  encourage  you  resolutely 
to  enter  upon  thè  new  course  of  life  which  lies  before  you, 
and  in  which  you  will  have  so  much  to  undo,  so  much  to 
repair,  so  much  to  mourn  over  ! 9 

Unhappy  man  that  I  am  ! 9  exclaimed  thè  Signor  :  ‘  how 
many,  oh,  how  many  .  .  .  things  for  which  I  can  do  nothing 
besides  mourn  !  But,  at  least,  I  have  undertakings  scarcely 
set  on  foot  which  I  can  break  off  in  thè  midst,  if  nothing 
more:  one  there  is  which  I  can  quickly  arrest,  which  I  can 
easily  undo,  and  repair/ 

Federigo  listened  attentively,  while  thè  Unnamed  briefìy 
related,  in  terms .  of,  perhaps,  deeper  execration  than  we 
have  employed,  his  attempt  upon  Lucia,  thè  sufferings  and 
terrors  of  thè  unhappy  girl,  her  importunate  entreaties,  thè 
frenzy  that  these  entreaties  had  aroused  within  him,  and 
how  she  was  stili  in  thè  castle  .  .  . 

Ah,  then  !  let  us  lose  no  time  ! 9  exclaimed  Federigo, 
breathless  with  eagerness  and  compassion.  ‘You  are  in¬ 
deed  blessed  !  This  is  an  earnest  of  God’s  forgiveness  ! 
He  rnakes  you  capable  of  becoming  thè  instrument  of  safety 
to  one  whom  you  intended  to  ruin.  God  bless  you!  Nay, 
He  has  blessed  you  !  Do  you  know  where  our  unhappy  prò- 
tégée  Comes  from  ?  ’ 

The  Signor  named  Lucia5s  village. 

‘Ifs  not  far  from  this/  said  thè  Cardinal,  ‘God  be 
praised;  and  probably  .  .  /  So  saying,  he  went  towards  a 
little  table,  and  rang  a  bell.  The  cross-bearing  chaplain 
immediately  attended  thè  summons  with  a  look  of  anxiety, 
and  instantly  glanced  towards  thè  Unnamed.  At  thè  sight 
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of  his  altered  countenance,  and  his  eyes  stili  red  with  weep- 
ing,  he  turned  an  inquiring  gaze  upon  thè  Cardinal;  and 
perceiving,  amidst  thè  invariable  composure  o£  his^  counte¬ 
nance,  a  look  of  solenni  pleasure  and  unusual  solicitude,  he 
would  have  stood  with  open  mouth,  in  a  sort  of  ecstasy,  had 
not  thè  Cardinal  quickly  aroused  him  froin  his  contemplations, 
by  asking  whether,  among  thè  parish-priests  who  were  as- 
sembled  in  thè  next  room,  there  were  one  from  *  *  ** 

4  There  is,  your  illustrious  Grace,’  replied  thè  chaplain. 

4  Let  him  come  in  directly,’  said  Federigo,  ‘  and  with  him 

thè  priest  of  this  parish.’  .  . 

The  chaplain  quitted  thè  room,  and  on  entermg  thè  hall 
where  thè  clergy  were  assembled,  all  eyes  were  immediately 
turned  upon  him  ;  while,  with  a  look  of  blank  astonishment, 
and  a  countenance  in  which  was  stili  depicted  thè  rapture 
he  had  felt,  he  lifted  up  his  hands,  and  waving  them  in  thè 
air,  exclaimed,  ‘  Signori  !  Signori  !  hczc  fHutcìtio  dcxtcTCB  Ex~ 
celsif  And  he  stood  for  a  moment  without  uttering  another 
word.  Then  assuming  thè  tone  and  language  of  a  message, 
he  added,  ‘  His  most  noble  and  very  reverend  Lordship  de- 
sires  to  speak  with  thè  Signor  Curate  of  this  parish,  and 
thè  Signor  Curate  of  *  *  *. 

The  first  party  summoned  immediately  carne  forward; 
and,  at  thè  same  time,  there  issued  from  thè  midst  of  thè 
crowd  an  4 1  ’  drawled  forth  with  an  intonation  of  surprise. 

4  Are  you  not  thè  Signor  Curate  of  *  *  *?*  replied  thè 
chaplain. 

‘I  am;  but  ... 

4  His  most  noble  and  very  reverend  Lordship  asks  for 

you/  . 

‘Me?’  again  replied  thè  same  voice,  clearly  expressing 

in  this  monosyllable,  ‘  What  can  they  want  with  me?  .  But 
this  time,  together  with  thè  voice,  carne  forth  thè  living 
being,  Don  Abbondio  himself,  with  an  unwilling  step,  and 
a  countenance  between  astonishment  and  disgust.  The  chap- 
lain  beckoned  to  him  with  his  hand,  as  if  he  meant  to  say, 
'  Come,  let  us  go;  is  it  so  very  alarming?’  and  escorting 
them  to  thè  door,  he  opened  it,  and  introduced  them  into 
thè  apartment. 

The  Cardinal  relinquished  thè  hand  of  thè  Unnamed,  with 
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whorn,  meanwhile,  he  had  been  concerting  arrangement»,  and 
withdrawing  a  little  aside,  beckoned  to  thè  curate  of  thè 
village.  Briefly  relating  thè  circumstances,  he  asked  whether 
he  could  immediately  find  a  trustworthy  woman  who  would 
be  willing  to  go  to  thè  castle  in  a  litter,  and  fetch  away  Lucia 
a  kind  and  clever  person,  who  would  know  how  to  conduct 
herself  in  so  novel  an  expedition,  and  whose  manners  and 
language  would  be  most  likely  to  encourage  and  tranquille 
thè  unfortunate  girl,  to  whorn,  after  so  much  anguish  and 
alarm,  even  liberation  itself  might  be  an  additional  cause  of 
apprehension.  After  a  moment’s  thought  thè  Curate  said 
that  he  knew  just  thè  very  person,  and  then  took  his  de- 
narture.  The  Cardinal  now  calling  to  him  thè  chaplam 
desired  him  to  have  a  litter  and  bearers  immediately  prepared 
and  to  see  that  two  mules  were  saddled,  for  riders;  and  as 
soon  as  he  had  quitted  thè  apartment,  turned  to  Don  Abbondio. 

This  worthy  gentleman,  who  had  kept  tolerably  dose  to 
thè  Archbishop,  that  he  might  be  at  a  respectful  distance 
from  thè  other  Signor,  and  had,  in  thè  mean  time,  been  cast¬ 
ing  side  glances,  first  to  one,  and  then  to  thè  other,  dubitatmg 
thè  while  within  himself  what  ever  all  this  strange  manceu- 
vring  might  mean,  now  advanced  a  step  forward,  and,  mak- 
ing  a  respectful  bow,  said,  ‘I  was  told  that  your  most 
illustrious  Lordship  wanted  me;  but  I  think  there  must  be 

some  misunder standing/  ,  v  A 

f  There  is  no  misunderstanding,  I  assure  you,  repliea 
Federigo  ;  ‘  I  bave  glad  news  to  give  you,  and  a  pleasant  and 
most  agréeable  task  to  impose  upon  you.  One  of  your  par- 
ishioners,  whorn  you  must  have  lamented  as  lost,  Lucia 
Mondella,  is  again  found,  and  is  near  at  hand,  in  thè  house 
of  my  good  friend  here;  and  you  will  go  now- wifh  him,  and 
a  woman,  whorn  thè  Signor  Curate  of  this  place  has  gone  to 
seek  ;  you  will  go,  I  say,  to  fetch  thence  one  of  your  own 
children,  and  accompany  her  hither.’ 

Don  Abbondio  did  his  best  to  conceal  thè  vexation-the 
what  shall  I  say?— thè  alarm,  thè  dismay  excited  by  this 
proposai,  or  command;  and  unable  any  longer  to  restram 
or  dismiss  a  look  of  inexpressible  discontent  already  gather- 
ing  in  his  countenance,  he  could  only  hide  ìt  by  a  prò  found 
reverence,  in  token  of  obedient  acceptance;  nor  did  he  again 
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raise  his  face,  but  to  malie  another  equally  profotmd  obeisance 
to  thè  Unnamed,  with  a  piteous  look,  which  seemed  to  sa y, 
^  y°ui*  hands,  have  pity  upon  me;  Parcere  subjectis ! 

<  <“'arc^na*  ^en  as^e(^  w^at  rdations  Lucia  had. 

0£  near  relations,  with  whom  she  lives,  or  might  live 
she  has  only  a  mother/  replied  Don  Abbondio. 

*  Is  she  at  home  ?  * 

*  Yes,  my  Lord/ 

Well/  replied  Federigo,  *  since  this  poor  girl  cannot  be 
so  directly  restored  to  her  own  home,  it  will  be  a  great  con- 
solation  to  her  to  see  her  mother  as  quickly  as  possible;  so, 
if  thè  Signor  Curate  o£  this  village  doesn’t  return  before  I 
go  to  church,  I  request  you  will  teli  him  to  find  a  cart,  or 
some  kmd  of  conveyance,  and  despatch  a  person  of  discretion 
to  fetch  her  mother  here/ 

^Had  not  I  better  go?’  said  Don  Abbondio. 

No,  no,  not  you  ;  I’ve  already  requested  you  to  undertake 
another  commissioni,  replied  thè  Cardinal. 

I  proposed  it,’  rejoined  Don  Abbondio,  ‘  to  prepare  her 
poor.  mother  for  thè  news.  She  is  a  very  sensitive  woman, 
and  it  requires  one  who  knows  her  disposition,  and  how  to 
go  to  work  with  her  thè  right  way,  or  he  will  do  her  more 
harm  than  good/ 

And  therefore  I  have  requested  you  to  acquaint  thè  Signor 
Curate  o£  my  wish  that  a  proper  person  should  be  chosen 
for  this  office:  you  will  do  better  elsewhere/  replied  thè 
Cardinal.  And  he  would  willingly  have  added  :  That 
poor  girl  at  thè  castle  has  far  more  need  of  shortly  seeing  a 
known  and  trusted  countenance,  after  so  many  hours  of 
ag°ny,  and  in  such  terrible  ignorance  as  to  thè  future.  But 
this  was  not  a  reason  to  be  so  clearly  expressed  before  thè 
present  third  party.  Indeed,  thè  Cardinal  thought  it  very 
strange  that  it  had  not  immediately  occurred  to  Don  Abbon- 
ul  ^at  ^  not  tk^ght  of  it  himself  ;  and  thè  proffer 
he  had  made,  and  so  warmly  insisted  upon,  seemed  so  much 
out  of  place,  that  he  could  not  help  suspecting  there  must 
be  somethmg  hidden  beneath.  He  gazed  upon  his  face,  and 
there  readily  detected  his  fear  of  journeying  with  that  terrible 
person,  and  of  being  his  guest  even  for  a  few  moments. 
Anxious,  therefore,  entirely  to  dissipate  these  cowardly  appre- 
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hensions,  yet  unwilling  to  draw  thè  curate  aside  and  whisper 
with  him  in  secret,  while  his  new  friend  formed  thè  third  of 
their  party,  he  judged  that  thè  best  pian  would  be  to  do  what, 
indeed,  he  would  have  don  e  without  such  a  motive,  that  is, 
address  thè  Unnamed  himself  ;  and  thus  Don  Abbondio  might 
at  length  under,  cand,  from  his  replies,  that  he  was  no  longer 
an  object  of  fear.  He  returned,  therefore,  to  thè  Unnamed, 
and  addressing  him  with  that  frank  cordiality  which  may  be 
met  with  in  a  new  and  powerful  affection,  as  well  as  in  an 
intimacy  of  long  standing,  f  Don’t  drink/  said  he,  ‘that  I 
shall  be  content  with  this  visit  for  to-day.  You  will  return, 
won’t  you,  with  this  worthy  clergyman  ? ? 

*  Will  I  return  ?  *  replied  thè  Unnamed.  ‘  Should  you  refuse 
me,  I  would  obstinately  remain  outside  your  door,  like  thè 
beggar.  I  want  to  talk  with  you  ;  I  want  to  hear  you,  to  see 
you  ;  I  deeply  need  you  !  * 

Federigo  took  his  hand  and  pressed  it,  saying  :  ‘  Do  thè 
clergyman  of  this  village,  then,  and  me,  thè  favour  of  dining 
with  us  to-day.  I  shall  expect  you.  In  thè  mean  while,  I 
must  go  to  offer  up  prayers  and  praises  with  thè  people  ; 
and  you  to  reap  thè  first-fruits  of  mercy/ 

Don  Abbondio,  at  these  demonstrations,  stood  like  a  cow- 
ardly  child,  who  watches  a  persoli  boldly  petting  and  stroking 
a  large,  surly,  shaggy  dog,  with  glaring  eyes,  and  a  notoriously 
bad  name  for  biting  and  growling,  and  hears  its  master 
say  that  his  dog  is  a  good  and  very  quiet  beast  :  he  looks 
at  thè  owner  and  neither  contradicts  nor  assents;  he  looks 
at  thè  animai,  afraid  to  approach  him  for  fear  thè  ‘  very 
gentle  beast  '  should  show  his  teeth,  were  it  only  from  habit  ; 
and  equally  afraid  to  run  away,  lest  he  should  be  thought 
a  coward;  and  can  only  utter  an  internai  aspiration  * 
Would  that  I  were  safe  in  my  own  house! 

In  quitting  thè  apartment,  in  company  with  thè  Unnamed, 
whose  hand  he  stili  grasped,  thè  Cardinal  cast  another  glance 
upon  thè  poor  man  who  remained  behind,  looking  very  awk- 
ward  and  mortified,  and  with  a  doleful  expression  of  coun- 
tenance.  Thinking  that  possibly  his  vexation  arose  from 
being  apparently  overlooked,  and  left,  as  it  were,  in  a  corner, 
particularly  in  contrast  with  thè  notoriously  wicked  character 
now  so  warmly  received  and  welcomed,  he  turned  towards 
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him  in  passing,  and  hung  back  for  a  moment,  and  said  to 
him,  with  a  friendly  smile  :  ‘  Signor  Curate,  thou  wert  ever 
with  me  in  thè  house  of  our  kind  Father,  but  this  .  .  .  this 
one  perìerat ,  et  inventus  est ! 

‘  Oh,  how  glad  I  am  to  hear  it  !  ’  said  Don  Abbondio,  making 
a  profound  reverence  to  thè  two  together. 

The  Archbishop  then  went  on,  gave  a  slight  push  to  thè 
door,  which  was  immediately  opened  from  without  by  two 
servants  who  stood  outside,  and  thè  notable  pair  stood  before 
thè  longing  eyes  of  thè  clergy  assembled  in  thè  apartment. 
They  gazed  with  interest  upon  their  two  countenances, 
both  of  which  bore  thè  traces  of  a  very  different,  but  equally 
profound  emotion:  a  grateful  tenderness,  an  humble  joy,  on 
Federigo’s  venerable  features  ;  and  on  those  of  thè  Unnamed, 
confusion,  tempered  with  consolation,  a  new  and  unusual 
modesty,  and  a  f eeling  of  contrition,  through  which  thè  vigour 
of  his  wild  and  fiery  temper  was,  nevertheless,  stili  apparent. 
It  was  afterwards  found  that  thè  passage  in  thè  prophet 
Isaiah  had  occurred  to  more  than  one  of  thè  spectators: 
The  wolf  and  thè  lamb  shall  feed  together ,  and  thè  lion  shall 
eat  straw  like  thè  bullock .  (Isa.  lxv.  25.)  Behind  them 
carne  Don  Abbondio,  to  whom  no  one  paid  any  attention. 

When  they  had  reached  thè  middle  of  thè  room,  thè  Car¬ 
dinali  groom  of  thè  chamber  entered  on  thè  opposite  side, 
and  informed  his  master  that  he  had  executed  all  thè  orders 
communicated  to  him  by  thè  chaplain;  that  thè  litter  and 
mules  were  in  readiness,  and  they  only  waited  thè  arrivai 
of  thè  temale  whom  thè  curate  was  to  bring.  The  Cardinal 
bid  him  teli  thè  priest,  when  he  carne  back,  that  Don  Abbondio 
wished  to  speak  with  him;  and  then  all  thè  rest  was  left 
under  thè  direction  of  thè  latter  and  thè  Unnamed,  whom 
thè  Cardinal  again  shook  warmly  by  thè  hand  on  taking 
leave,  saying  :  ‘  I  shall  expect  you.’  Then,  turning  to  salute 
Don  Abbondio  with  a  bow,  he  set  off  in  thè  direction  of  thè 
church,  followed  by  thè  clergy,  half  grouped  and  half  in 
procession,  while  thè  fellow-travellers  remained  alone  in  thè 
apartment 

The  Unnamed  stood  wrapt  up  in  his  own  thoughts,  and 
impatient  for  thè  moment  when  he  might  go  to  liberate  his 
Lucia  from  her  sufferings  and  confìnement, — his ,  now,  in 
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a  very  different  sense  from  tliat  in  which  she  was  so  thè 
day  before:  and  his  face  expressed  a  feeling  of  intense  agita¬ 
timi,  which  to  Don  Abbondio’s  suspicious  eye,  might  easily 
appear  something  worse.  He  peeped  and  glanced  at  him 
from  thè  corner  of  his  eye,  and  longed  to  start  some  friendly 
conversation  But  what  can  I  say  to  him? — thought  he:— • 
must  I  say  again,  I  am  glad?  Glad  of  what?  that  having 
hitherto  been  a  devii,  he  has  at  last  resolved  to  become  a 
gentleman,  like  others  ?  A  fine  compliment,  indeed  !  Eh,  eh, 
eh  !  however  I  may  turn  thè  words,  I  am  glad  can  mean  noth- 
ing  else.  And,  after  all,  will  it  be  true  that  he  has  become 
a  gentleman  ?  so  on  a  sudden  !  There  are  so  many  displays 
made  in  thè  world,  and  from  so  many  motives  !  What  do  I 
know  about  it?  And,  in  thè  mean  time,  I  have  to  go  with 
him  :  and  to  that  castle  !  oh,  what  a  tale  !  what  a  tale  !  what 
a  tale  is  this  to  teli  !  who  would  have  told  me  this,  this  inorn- 
ing  !  Ah,  if  I  can  but  escape  in  safety,  my  lady  Perpetua 
shan’t  soon  bear  thè  end  of  it  from  me,  for  having  sent  me 
here  by  force,  when  there  was  no  necessity  for  it,  out  of 
my  own  parish:  with  her  fine  plausible  reasons,  that  all  thè 
priests,  for  many  a  mile  round,  would  flock  hither,  even 
those  who  were  further  off  than  I  ;  and  that  I  mustn’t  be 
behindhand;  and  this,  that,  and  thè  other;  and  then  to  em- 
bark  me  in  a  business  of  this  sort  !  O,  poor  me  !  But  I  must 
say  something  to  this  man. — And  he  had  just  thought  of  that 
something,  and  was  on  thè  point  of  opening  his  mouth  to 
say: — I  never  anticipated  thè  pleasure  of  being  thrown  into 
such  honourable  company, — when  thè  groom  of  thè  chamber 
entered,  with  thè  curate  of  thè  parish,  who  announced  that 
thè  woman  was  waiting  in  thè  litter  ;  and  then  turned  to  Don 
Abbondio,  to  receive  from  him  thè  further  commission  of 
thè  Cardinal.  Don  Abbondio  delivered  himself  as  well  as 
he  could  in  thè  confusion  of  mind  under  which  he  wTas  labour- 
ing;  and  then,  drawing  up  to  thè  groom,  said  to  him:  *  Pray 
give  me,  at  least,  a  quiet  beast;  for,  to  teli  thè  truth,  I  am 
but  a  poor  horseman/ 

‘  You  may  imagine/  replied  thè  groom,  with  a  half  smile  : 
‘it  is  thè  secretary’s  mule,  who  is  a  very  learned  man/ 

‘  That  will  do  .  .  /  replied  Don  Abbondio,  and  he  con- 
tinued  to  ruminate  : — Heaven  send  me  a  good  one. — 
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The  Signor  had  readily  set  off  thè  moment  he  heard  thè 
announcement  ;  bnt  on  reaching  thè  door,  and  perceiving 
that  Don  Abbondio  was  remaining  behind,  he  stood  stili  to 
wait  for  him.  When  he  carne  up,  hastily,  with  an  apologizing 
look,  thè  Signor  bowed  and  made  him  pass  on  first,  with  a 
courteous  and  humble  air,  which  somewhat  reanimated  thè 
spirits  of  thè  unfortunate  and  tormented  man.  But  scarcely 
had  he  set  foot  in  thè  court-yard,  when  he  saw  a  new  object 
of  alarm,  which  quickly  dissipated  all  his  reviving  confidence  ; 
he  beheld  thè  Unnamed  go  towards  thè  corner,  take  hold 
of  thè  barrei  of  his  carbine  with  one  hand,  and  of  thè  strap 
with  thè  other,  and  with  a  rapid  motion,  as  if  performing 
thè  military  exercise,  swing  it  over  his  shoulder. 

— Alas  !  alas  !  woe  is  me  ! — thought  Don  Abbondio  : — what 
would  he  do  with  that  weapon?  Suitable  sackcloth,  truly  ! 
fine  discipline  for  a  new  convert  !  And  supposing  some 
fancy  should  take  him  ?  Oh,  what  an  e^pedition  !  what  an 
expedition  ! — 

Could  this  Signor  have  suspected  for  a  moment  what 
kind  of  thoughts  they  were  which  were  passing  through 
his  companion's  mind,  it  is  difficult  to  say  what  he  would 
not  have  done  to  reassure  him  ;  but  he  was  far  enough  away 
from  such  a  suspicion,  and  Don  Abbondio  carefully  avoided 
any  movement  which  would  distinctly  express — I  don’t  trust 
your  Lordship. — On  reaching  thè  door  into  thè  Street,  they 
found  thè  two  animals  in  readiness:  thè  Unnamed  mounted 
one,  which  was  held  for  him  by  an  hostler. 

e  Isn't  it  viciousj  ’  said  Don  Abbondio  to  thè  valet,  as  he 
stood  with  one  foot  suspended  on  thè  stirrup,  and  thè  other 
stili  resting  on  thè  ground. 

‘You  may  go  with  a  perfectly  easy  mind;  it’s  a  very 
lamb/  replied  thè  man;  and  Don  Abbondio,  grasping  thè 
saddle,  and  assisted  by  thè  groom,  gradually  mounted  up- 
wards,  and,  at  last,  found  himself  safely  seated  on  thè 
creature’ s  back. 

The  litter,  which  stood  a  few  paces  in  advance,  and  was 
borne  by  two  mules,  moved  forward  at  thè  word  of  thè 
attendant,  and  thè  party  set  off. 

They  had  to  pass  before  thè  church,  which  was  full  to 
over  fio  wing  with  people;  and  through  a  little  square,  also 
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come  with  a  feeling  of  envv  a  mm  r  was  so  over- 

and  a  sudden  fervour  of  Srt  tha 1  ^T638  spirit, 

restrained  his  tears.  ’  11  was  with  difficulty  he 

wS  S7hf„'ftbe'y::;flr“;  fte  Open  conn_ 

a  stili  darker  cloud  overspread  ht  n  Tf  dln^s  °f  thè  road, 

on  which  his  eye  could  rest  with  °U^1  s*  onty  object 
attendant  on  thè  litter  who  hM  ^  confidence»  was  thè 
household,  must  certain’ly  be  an  honf  f g  t0  the  Cardinal’s 
sides,  did  not  look  like  a  cowarT  V  man-'  and  who,  be- 
gers  appeared,  sometimes  even  in  5/°™  Ùme  to  time  passen- 
to  see  thè  Cardinal,  and  thfs  wf  PS’  wh°  were  flock>n g 
Abbondio;  it  was,  howeveJ  b„t  Va  ^  to  Dof 
advancing  towards  that  treméndous  01yL  and  he  was 
meet  none  but  thè  vassals  of  hisV  7’  where  he  should 
•  s.als!  He  now  more  and  what  vas- 

ti°n  with  this  companion  both  to £ int°  conversa~ 
and  to  keep  him  in  good  huml  V  hlm  a  HttIe  *”°re, 
vamshed  on  seeing  hhrfso  comnl^'  b1“t  ®ven#tàis  wish 
thoughts.  He  must  then  talk  tn  W  y  absorbed  hi  his  own 
sent  thè  render  with  a  part  £  ir1* ;  and  ™  wil1  pre' 
during  his  journey  for  it  wouM  r  •  P°°r  man  s  s°Hloquy 
thè  wliole.  ’  Would  re<luire  a  volume  to  record 

-K  fa  «  fi»*  ,hi»g,  trnly,  ,hat  sain(s  ^  wdi  ^  ^ 
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must  have  quicksilver  in  th«r  Uiemselvt^  but  must 

content  with  fussmg  Jout  and  b  y  g  hole  world,  if 

also  bring  into  thè  ^  T^wbodies  must  just  come 
they  can;  and  that  thè  greatesi ^  busy  bo  me  by 

upon  me,  who  never  meddle  w.th  any  ^  y^  but  t0 

thè  hair  into  their  affai  ,  >  Rodrigo  l  What 

be  l«f.  alene!  That  Z»  in  «he  teorld,  if 

does  he  want  to  make  him  t  |P  t?  He  js  rich,  he  ìs 

he  had  but  thè  least  gram  o  j  dg  too  much 

young,  he  is  respected  tro.ble  ter 

prosperity,  and  must  need  *  ht  {ollow  the  ways  of 

himself  and  his  neig  1  o  •  t1eman  doesn’t  choose:  he 

Saint  Michae ;  oh  -  ^Isting  women  thè  most 

chooses  to  set  up  thè  insane  business  in  the  worid. 

absurd,  the  most  vile,  thè  mos  ^  and  chooses  rather 

he  might  ride  to  heaven  c  dwelfing_  And  this  man? 

to  walk  haltmg  to  thè  suspected  he  could 

...  And  bere  he  after  turning  the  wor  d 

hear  his  very  thoughts.  egs  now  he  turns  it  upside 

upside  down  with  his  ’  prove  really  so.  In 

down  with  his  conversici  .  .  •  /  .  So  it 

thè  mean  while,  't  ris  to  me  this  madness  in  their 

is,  that  when  people  are  D0  ..  „  no;se!  Is  it  so  diffi- 

veins,  they  must  always  e  ^g^  ^  as  x  bave  done? 
cult  to  act  an  hones  P  t  kill  and  quarter,  play  thè 

Oh,  no,  my  good  sir .  th  y  then  comes  a  great  stir 

devii  .  .  .  oh,  poor  me.  *  *  •  eDentance,  when  there  is  an 
even  when  doing  Pe^rfo*mPed  at  home,  quietly,  without 
inclination  to  it,  can  P  muCh  trouble  to  ones 

so  much  show,  r^nSious  Lordship,  instanti*  with 
neighbours.  And  friend,  his  dear  friend, 

open  arms  callmg  all  be  says  as  if  he  had  seen  him 

and  this  man  listens  to  all  y  ^  ^  once  come  t0  a 

work  miracles;  and  _  d  and  fo0t,  one  minute  here, 

resolution,  and  rush  into  this  precipita- 

and  the  next  there;  we,  his  hands  without 

tion.  And  to  deliver  a  poor  curate  with  a 

thè  smallest  secunty  !  this  *7  ^  he  ought  to  lue 

man  at  great  odds.  A  y  It  seems  to  me  there 
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l“g  ’  W^cTteil  ^«s ‘"'“‘SSi  ?"  m,  lc«» 

>«>y  °‘  S“m  house  !  There  rnay  he  some  »nhtak 

Don  Rodrigo  how  then  has?this  man  got^her 

suppose  it  ®  ^  knows,  I  wonder  ■  .  trot  about 

**>  bis  clutchesa  W  whom  they  are  know- 

with  my  Lork‘ ’  rlon’t  teli  a  word.  I  don  t  care  sldn 

in  this  way,  y  g  -rs .  but  when  I  bave  j£  g  be 

i»8 fte  righi  lo.k»«”rao”“S  pLi»=el 

in  thè  matter  \  f  etch  away  this  poor  «e»  a,vay  him- 
only  to  go  ..  nough  brmg  ber  g  become 

thougb  be  con d  a  7  .  #  really  conver  ed  if  ^  h  ^ , 

this  P°  knows  what  she  At  least,  I  wisb 

T  rould  look  mto  his  near  ,  k  now  ;  one  mn 

\Z  can  Se  deser’t, 

looks  like  Smrrt  Antrmy  ^  me  1  Web 

Holofernes  himself.  „  t’  help  me,  since.  I  didn  t  gei  y 

is  under  an  o1’lg^;1  0wn  good  will-  seen,  so 

Ì»“  *tcld  ig,  iho?ghl.  ol  thè  u”f^,  “  tìomy  *.y  thè 

In  lact,  \n  !-:«  countenance,  as  .  very  now 

to  say,  passmg  ov  face  of  thè  sun,  pr° ,00llly  shade. 

sootbing  words^  ^  «se  te¬ 
ff*  SJ  “  «e  «£*««5 


ress-  he  .  mANZo ni 

“P'Sm^hÓtTo  d'  r,  ""r',i''  ™»M  be 

and  so  near  ito  ver3f  expedition ,  thè  easiV  f  °^SCUri*ty  and 
“ingJed  with  griefeaT7hatÌ0^  he  went  with  a0^”*1’011* 
‘he  Poor  gir]  wa  3Ulthe  that  b  he  n  "gneSS 

while  burini  1  rfg’  God  knew  how  n,  wMe 
cause  0f  her  SUfW  *  lberate  her,  was  ™“ch>  and  that 
thè  mule  rf?  Ufffnne-  At  everv  tnrn  *  the  whiIe  thè 

U»»»»ed  S'ilSitbaS  /"  dir««on  road. 

S” ÌMd’  “d  «  *-«  £.z: 

felt  thcnT  nf  (  £  vaIIeH  How  must  n  Al 

such  biade  Md 1  /en?Mned  vahey,  0f  \2j”,  Aubb°ndio  bare 

Those  men  of  \°rnbIe  Mories  0 L  *  ‘  ,  e  had  ;>card 

«-'y  ”«  1,'  CT8  ">=  «oVe  ”  ,»“»  iM 

“  flesh  and  blood^m  a”d  WÌthout  mercy  „  brayoes 
of  a  corner»  ^  ™eet  two  or  fw  866  tbem 
h«t  their  sunburnt  1?/  b°,Wed  ««bmissivelytó  rt  a‘  eveH 
Jarge  fierce  eyes  f  *»,  ges!  their  rough  mnJf  r  Sl§'nor; 
mean,- — Shall  seerned  to  Don  A hu  tachms  !  their 

°f  extreme  i  !  dlSpatcb  that  Pries t^_AbbPadl0’s  mind  to 

Would  that  Thl7tl0n’  the  thought  rushed  at’fln  ?  moment 
me. — Tn  ih  1  had  married  them  li  hed  lnto  his  mind 

p.th  b7«Ì.e  »«"for”rrSd  rM  ”M 

isolateci  and  solid  torrent:  on  one  hand  ^  a  grav{% 

wo«M  have  ,  ,0cI[!-'  o»  thè  „,h"  ,  '  ™*  ™»  of 

■«  »  a  »ors”t„:;“ s  ài®  «eh 

“SS." 

rr™  ■£>  *  ter  “Ts 

^  «KV'  ,hf  Cnn.Sr>t  ”M  S 

was  notless  so.  Was  aT*  e*traordinary,  and’^?”^  by 
And  how  had  in  aS  *  a  captive  tha f  h  J  m  his  re^urn 

‘he  meaning  0f  aastCr°mpIÌShed  *  afone  ? ’  T^f1***? 

hvery  be?  TheJ  \ st^ange  htter?  And’,  u  d  what  was 

hecause  such  wal  thè  ^  Md  Iooked>  but  no"  o  “““  tbis 
expression.  th  c°mmand  they  read  ;  .  •  e  moved, 

y  d  In  his  eye  and 
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They  climbed  thè  ascenJ’r^drtjfgatethretirUed  on  either 

bravoes  on  thè  terrace  a?  .  the  unnamed  motioned  to  them 
side  to  make  room  for  h  i  >  «i  forward  and  passed  before 
to  retreat  no  farther  p  and  Don  Abbondio  to  fol- 

the  litter,  beckoned  d  t  and  thence  into  a  second, 

low  him,  entered  an  out  ^ade  signs  to  a  bravo,  who 

went  towards  a  small  P°st*  ’  dt0  kegep  back,  and  said  to 
was  hastening  to  hold  his  sti  P>  ,  dismounted, 

him,  ‘  You  there,  and  no  the  litter  ad- 

and  holding  thè  br  >  h  had  just  drawn  back  thè 

dressedhimsdf  to&e  f^ale  whonjone;  ,  he, 

curtain,  and  said  to  ber  in  a  she  is  at  liberty,  and 

directly;letherunderstandat  o  ^  {or  it;  He  then 

among  friends.  God  wil  ,  y  and  ass;st  her  to  get 

ordered  the  driver  to  open  * n  Abbondio,  with  a  look  of 
out  Advancmg,  then,  to  Don  thought 

p3.er  sereni.,  «han  to  P»r  < »» 'whìdl 
it  possible  he  could  see,  ^  d  worl:  which  was  at 

might  now  be  traced  J°y  h  gent  him  his  arm  to  dis- 
length  so  near  its  completimi,  hejent^  ^  &  ^  vfjice; 

“S.! sai 

~  -r 

an  hour  past  had  beenff  ^  /^missive  tone  it  need  not 
he  replied,  whether  .  king  with  me?  But,  but, 

be  asked  :  ‘  Is  your  Lordship  J°*  g  was  s0  cour- 

but,  but!  .  .  And,  acceptmg  thè  han^  ^  ^  he  ^ 
teously  offered,  he  shd  dow  f  handed  u  with  his 

could.  The  Unnamed  took  thè  bndle,Aere  {of  th 

own  to  thè  driver,  biddmglum  t  d  the  posterni  ad- 
Taking  a  key  from  P«et’  aJ  followed  them  m, 
m?CÌ  d  ‘o  “3  .he  w.^  »».  .0  .he  foot  of  «he 

advanced  to  lead  t  J  sil ence. 


— ^  WVI.  v 

UCIA  had  aroused  herself  ™ i  , 

4  3nd  Part  of  that  tiffle  sheyhsrt8ì0rt  time  before» 

turbedT  herSelf  thoroughi?  a!?/600  stri™S  to 

turbed  dreams  of  sleeo  frnm  Ju  ^  anc^  to  sever  thè  dis 

°.f  a  reahty  which  toc  Ì„ch  ref  reI!fTbrances  ^d  imageS' 
of  sickness.  The  old  *e  Wisb  visiSS 

Ks;  ?"  ^  &  £ 

Prudent.  Oh,  how  wreS‘  J  ,  ^  some«dng;  do  be' 

something  to  eat  AndVcn  J°U  t!°°k  !  You  must  tan? 

angry  with  me  !  ’  f’  w,len  he  Comes  back  he’s 

-No,  no;  I  want  to  g0  awav  T 

iTZ r'—lfilKf  ,0  »»a,er. 

?•  Wherc  is  he  ?  ’  ’  (,e  said,  to-morrow  morn- 

do  all^ou  wLh°eUd}  bUt  ^  SaÌd  he’d  be  back  soon,  and  would 

The  old  woman  d^e^back  ^elI'kl!own  voice,  gently 

push  thè  Unn^ed  ha^op^d  tòe  d  ^  witb  a  *%ht 

aIld  bastlly  ushered  in  Don AU  h®. door-  btd  her  come  out 

iSssIgiis 

appearance  of  stranl^A™611*  of  exPectation  and  th  n 

^th  agitation;  for  Th  eT^’  made  Lucia4  heart  K  1 
every  diano-*  ’  *  her  Present  condii;™  a  t  hound 
WM  *"  “Mfonal  cause  5  «faMe, 

396  •  She  Io°ked 
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.  this  somewbat  team- 

«p.  ss:  *  *‘^”1  £ 

•“'1,  'mi.  rf  Do"  Abbond;°'  The  te®»1'  ,he”  d,r 

»  «  “  “‘rfù  ***  “• 

takmg  both  he  .  <  0h,  my  P°or  g 

same  time,  and  s  y  g  -thout  listening 

come  with  u  .  demanded  Lucia,  Khnndio  who  was 

‘  Who  are  y^-  turned  t0  Don  Abbond  ^untenance 

to  thè  reply,  g^  ds  distant,  even  h  again,  and 

S?3»r°» -  «SSi  V§&*  <**?,  wtoe 

^srsrss  »  *- 

am  really  your  curate,  Luda 

Ut'ii  'she  b»0  »d<toly  heftef.  le»  «“'V 6x“gthlS 

p«dpìr:£e5p™“f x*  «*>=  ■ «  is  ,i,e  “  ' 

•Btt  ca».  «e  8^  ™  yiet  ,oice,  a»!  as»«  md 
sumed  Lucia,  loweri  g  these  people?  .  . 

horror:  And  tia^  nuroose  with  us,’ 

deed,  promise  •••.  .  perSon,  carne  on  p  P  Let  uS 

‘He  is  here  himsel  < ,  -s  0utside  waitmg  for  ?  ‘  , 

•  i  rimi  Abbondio,  ne  is  ,  .  waitmg. 

'"  it  once  ive  mustn’t  keep  a  speaking  opened 

g°At  tbis  moment,  be  ofw  om  entrante,  carne.  or 

i  cViowinS  biniseli  k^-fnfe  bad  wìsbed 

thè  door,  and  *°wing  ^  ^  jUSt  beta*  M 

ward  into  thè  r  •  ^  hope  in  any  ehaying  seen  and 
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her  b°*°n,  At  thè  WZ0NI 

th<  eveaing  b1f07P  f™8**  of  that  coirne 

gazc>  no w  renderéd  been  unable  to  mainf  ^  °n  whicb> 
prolonged  suffer;no  \  ,ore  Pale,  languìd  an,tfIn  a  steady 
denty  checked  his^f^  abstinence,  tle^nnf  d^tCted<  b^ 
of  terror,  he  cast  h;tpS;  now>  at  thè  sio-hf  Ì”fd  bad  sud- 

S ri  hadnd  ffl0ti0nIesVyandOIìhe  6  ffr°Und’  *ood  i®puIse 

,  '  "•  «  come  to  ,  ,  ■  ""“«mi  he; 

he^tfr  c™»“.  ^  f“- 

^  £S  -  * 

r  1,? 

sbe  neplied,  ‘Oh  m  f  °f  COmfort,  grafiti  Was  sei‘zed 
of  fflercy  !  ’  k  L^d  !  God  re^^.^Pity,  as 
And  you  a  th f  m  7  f  blS  deed 

^ese  words/  nc^° ld,  for  t^e 

So  sa ying  be  ,  yon  ^ °  me  by 

*».  « 

Unnamed  opened  it  C  door  that  led  jnto"ded  he  stair' 
certam  politeness  a/  ent  towards  thè  Uh  ^  COurt-  The 
qnalities  in  him  7  aJ?fost  «ingled  with  timln  ^  with  a 
£et  *n;  and  after  ^etrec*  fo’s  arm  to  T  u  •  ^two  nove! 

tbe  bridles  0f  th<Ttwo  t0  f’6  wor%  danfé  t0„assist  ber  to 
Pavé  his  arm  tn  n  mu,es  from  th^  •'  He  the«  took 
P'entle  steed.  °n  Ahbondi0,  who  had^’8  band’  and 

,  °h,  what  contee  •  aPProached  his 

Jnounted  muef,  ndescension  ?  ’  sa;j  n 

and  as  soon  as™ th6  than  he  had'dn^?’1^0’  as  he 
r  esimi  ed  their  wJh  ^named  was  ahrf  the  fìrst  Urne  ■ 
oountenance  had  P,le  Signor’s  brow  Seated>  tbe  party 
authoritv  ti,  repamed  its  r„c  °  w  was  raised-  h;, 

IHr- 
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and  an  extraordinary  solicitude;  but  they  neither  under- 
stood,  nor  could  understand,  more  about  it.  They  knew 
not  yet  anything  of  thè  great  change  which  had  taken  place 
in  their  master;  and,  undoubtedly,  none  of  them  would  bave 
dìvined  it  merely  from  conjecture. 

The  good  woman  immediately  drew  thè  curtains  over  thè 
little  Windows;  and  then,  affectionately  taking  Lucia’s 
hands,  she  applied  herself  to  comfort  her  with  expressions 
of  pity,  congratulation,  and  tenderness.  Seeing,  then,  that 
not  only  fatigue  from  thè  suffering  she  had  undergone,  but 
thè  perplexity  and  obscurity  of  all  that  had  happened,  pre- 
vented  thè  poor  girl  from  being  sensible  of  thè  joy  of  her 
deliverance,  she  said  all  she  could  think  of  most  likely  to 
recali  her  recolleclion,  and  to  clear  up,  and  set  to  rights,  so 
to  say,  her  poor  scattered  thoughts.  She  named  thè  village 
she  carne  from,  and  to  which  they  were  now  gomg. 

‘Yes!J  said  Lucia,  who  knew  how  short  a  distance  it  was 
from  her  own.  ‘  Ah,  most  holy  Madonna,  I  praise  thee  ! 
My  mother  !  my  mother  !  * 

4  We  will  send  to  fetch  her  directly/  said  thè  good  woman, 
not  knowing  that  it  was  already  done. 

‘  Yes,  yes,  and  God  will  reward  you  for  it  .  .  .  And  you, 
who  are  you?  How  have  you  come  .  .  / 

‘  Our  Curate  sent  me/  said  thè  good  woman,  *  because 
God  has  touched  this  Signori  heart,  (blessed  be  Hìs  name!) 
and  he  carne  to  our  village  to  speak  to  thè  Signor  Cardinal 
Archbishop,  for  he  is  there  in  his  visitation,  that  holy  man 
of  God;  and  he  had  repented  of  his  great  sins,  and  wished 
to  change  his  life;  and  he  told  thè  Cardinal  that  he  had 
caused  a  poor  innocent  to  be  seized,  meaning  you,  at  thè 
instigation  of  another  person,  who  had  no  fear  of  God;  but 
thè  Curate  didn’t  teli  me  who  it  could  be/ 

Lucia  raised  her  eyes  to  heaven. 

‘You  know  who  it  was,  perhaps/  continued  thè  good 
woman.  ‘  Well  ;  thè  Signor  Cardinal  thought  that,  as  there 
was  a  young  girl  in  thè  question,  there  ought  to  be  a  female 
to  come  back  with  her;  and  he  told  thè  Curate  to  look  for 
one;  and  thè  Curate,  in  his  goodness,  carne  to  me  ,  .  / 

‘  Oh,  thè  Lord  recompense  you  for  your  kindness  ! ? 

É  Well,  just  listen  to  me,  my  poor  child  !  And  thè  Signor 
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Curate  bid  me  encourage  you,  and  try  to  comfort  you 
dìrectly,  and  point  out  to  you  how  thè  Lord  has  saved  you 
by  a  miracle  .  .  / 

£  Ah  yes,  by  a  miracle  indeed  ;  througli  thè  intercession  of 
thè  Madonna  !  ’ 

£  Well,  that  you  should  have  a  right  spirit,  and  forgi  ve 
him  who  has  done  you  this  wrong,  and  be  thankful  that  God 
has  been  merciful  to  him,  yes,  and  pray  for  him  too;  for, 
besides  that  you  will  be  rewarded  for  ity  you  will  also  find 
your  heart  Hghtened/ 

Lucia  replied  with  a  look  which  expressed  assent  as  clearly 
as  words  could  have  done,  and  with  a  sweetness  which  words 
could  not  have  conveyed. 

£  Noble  girl  !  ’  rejoined  thè  woman.  £  And  your  Curate, 
too,  being  at  our  village,  (for  there  are  numbers  assembled 
from  all  thè  country  round  to  elect  four  public  officers,)  thè 
Signor  Cardinal  thought  it  better  to  send  him  with  us;  but 
he  has  been  of  little  use:  I  had  before  heard  that  he  was  a 
poor-spirited  creature;  but,  on  this  occasion,  I  couldn’t  help 
seeing  that  he  was  as  frightened  as  a  chicken  in  a  bundle 
of  hemp/ 

£  And  this  man  .  .  /  asked  Lucia,  £  this  person  who  has 
become  good  .  .  .  who  is  he  ? 5 

£  What  !  don’t  you  know  him  ? 9  said  thè  good  woman, 
mentioning  his  name. 

£  Oh,  thè  mercy  of  thè  Lord  ! 9  exclaimed  Lucia.  How 
often  had  she  heard  that  name  repeated  with  horror  in  more 
than  one  story,  in  which  it  always  appeared  as,  in  other 
stories,  that  of  thè  monster  Orcus  !  And  at  thè  thought  of 
having  once  been  in  his  dreaded  power,  and  being  now 
under  his  merciful  protection — at  thè  thought  of  such  fear- 
ful  danger,  and  such  unlooked-for  deliverance;  and  at  thè 
remembrance  of  whose  face  it  was  that  had  at  first  appeared 
to  her  so  haughty,  afterwards  so  agitated,  and  then  so  hum- 
bled,  she  remained  in  a  kind  of  ecstasy,  only  occasionally 
repeating,  £  Oh,  what  a  mercy  !  ’ 

£  It  is  a  great  mercy,  indeed  !  *  said  thè  good  woman.  £  It 
will  be  a  great  relief  to  half  thè  world,  to  all  thè  country 
round.  To  think  how  many  people  he  kept  in  fear;  and  now, 
as  our  Curate  told  me  .  .  .  and  then,  only  to  see  his 
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face,  he  is  become  a  saint  !  And  thè  f ruits  are  seen  so 

directly/  .  . 

To  assert  this  worthy  person  did  not  feel  mudi  curiosity 
lo  know  rather  more  explicitly  thè  wonderful  circumstances 
in  which  she  was  called  upon  to  bear  a  part,  would  not  be 
thè  truth.  But  we  must  say,  to  her  honour,  that,  restrained 
by  a  respectful  pity  for  Lucia,  and  feeling,  in  a  manner,  thè 
gravity  and  dignity  of  thè  charge  which  had  been  entrusted 
to  her,  she  never  even  thought  of  putting  an  indiscreet  or 
idle  question;  throughout  thè  whole  journey,  her  words 
were  those  of  comfort  and  concerti  for  thè  poor  girl 
e  Heaven  knows  how  long  it  is  since  you  have  eaten  any- 

thing  !  *  , 

(I  don’t  remember  .  .  .  not  for  some  tinie. 

£  Poor  thing  !  you  must  want  something  to  strengthen 

you?  * 

£  Yes/  replied  Lucia,  in  a  faint  voice. 

£  Thank  God,  we  shall  get  something  at  home  directly. 
Take  heart,  for  it’s  not  far  now/ 

Lucia  then  sank  languidly  to  thè  bottoni  of  thè  litter,  as  if 
overcome  with  drowsiness,  and  thè  good  woman  left  her 
quietly  to  repose. 

To  Don  Abbondio  thè  return  was  certainly  not  so  harass- 
ing  as  thè  journey  thither  not  long  before;  but,  nevertheless, 
even  this  was  not  a  ride  of  pleasure.  When  his  overwhelm- 
ing  fears  had  subsided,  he  felt,  at  first,  as  if  relieved  from 
every  burden;  but  very  shortly  a  hundred  other  fancies 
began  to  haunt  his  imagination;  as  thè  ground  whence  a 
large  tree  has  been  uprooted  remains  bare  and  empty  for  a 
lime,  but  is  soon  abundantly  covered  with  weeds.  He  had 
become  more  sensitive  to  minor  causes  of  alami;  and  in 
thoughts  of  thè  present,  as  well  as  thè  future,  failed  not  to 
find  only  too  many  materials  for  self-torment  He  felt  now, 
much  more  than  in  coming,  thè  inconveniences  of  a  mode- 
of  travelling  to  which  he  was  not  at  all  accustomed,  and 
particularly  in  thè  descent  from  thè  castle  to  thè  bottoni 
of  thè  valley.  The  mule-driver,  obedient  to  a  sign  from  thè 
Unnamed,  drove  on  thè  animals  at  a  rapid  pace;  thè  two 
riders  followed  in  a  line  behind,  with  corresponding  speed, 
so  that,  in  sundry  steep  places,  thè  un  fortunate  Don  Ab- 
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bondio,  as  if  forced  up  by  a  lever  behind,  rolled  forward 
and  was  obliged  to  keep  himself  steady  by  grasping  thè 
pommel  of  thè  saddle;  not  daring  to  request  a  slower  pace 
and  anxious,  also,  to  get  out  of  thè  neighbourhood  as  quicklv 
as  he  could.  Besides  this,  wherever  thè  road  was  on  an 
eminence,  on  thè  edge  of  a  steep  bank,  thè  mule,  accordine- 
to  thè  custom  of  its  species,  seemed  as  if  aiming,  out  of 
contempt,  always  to  keep  on  thè  outside,  and  to  set  its  feet 
on  thè  very  brink;  and  Don  Abbondio  saw,  almost  perpen- 
dicularly  beneath  him,  a  good  leap,  or,  as  he  thought  a 
precipice.  Even  you,— said  he  to  thè  animai,  in  his  heart- 
have  a  cursed  inclination  to  go  in  search  of  dangers,  when 
there  ìs  such  a  safe  and  wide  path.— And  he  pulled  thè  bridle 
to  thè  opposite  side,  but  in  vain;  so  that,  grumbling  with 
vexation  and  fear  he  suffered  himself,  as  usuai,  to  be  guided 
at  thè  will  of  others.  The  ruffians  no  longer  gave  him  so 
much  alanti,  now  that  he  knew  for  certain  how  their  master  ’ 
regarded  them.— But,— reflected  he,— if  thè  news  of  this 
grand  conversici!  should  get  abroad  among  them  while  we 
?.r®  ,  1  here>  who  knows  how  these  fellows  would  take  it  ? 

Who  knows  what  might  arise  from  it?  What,  if  they  should 
get  an  idea  that  I  am  come  hither  as  a  mìssionary  ?  Heaven 
Pr!f/Ve  “e !  they  would  martyr  me!— The  haughty  brow 
o±  tne  Unnamed  gave  him  no  uneasiness. — To  keep  those 
visages  there  in  awe,— thought  he,— it  needs  no  less  than 
this  one  here;  I  understand  that  myself;  but  why  has  it 
taiien  to  m y  lot  to  be  thrown  amongst  such  people 
But  enough  ;  they  reached  thè  foot  of  thè  descent,  and 
at  length  also  issued  from  thè  valley.  The  brow  of  thè  Un¬ 
named  became  gradually  smoother.  Don  Abbondio  too 
assumed  a  more  naturai  expression,  released  his  head  some- 
what  from  imprisonment  between  his  shoulders,  stretched  his 
legs  and  arms,  tried  to  be  a  little  more  at  his  ease,  which  in 
truth,  made  him  look  like  a  different  creature,  drew  his  breath 
more  freely,  and,  with  a  calmer  mind,  proceeded  to  contem¬ 
plate  other  and  remoter  dangers.— What  will  that  villain 
of  a  Don  Rodrigo  say?  To  be  left  in  this  way,  wronged, 
and  open  to  ridicule;  just  fancy  whether  that  won’t  be  a  bit¬ 
ter  dose.  Now’s  thè  time  when  he’ll  play  thè  devii  out- 
rignt.  It  remains  to  be  seen  whether  he  won’t  be  angry  with  ’ 
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me,  because  I  have  been  mixed  tip  with  this  business.  If 
he  has  already  chosen  to  send  these  two  demqns  to  meet  me 
on  thè  high  road  with  such  an  intimation,  what  will  he  do 
now,  Heaven  knòws  !  He  can’t  quarrel  with  his  illustrious 
Lordship,  for  he’s  rather  out  of  his  reach  ;  he’ll  be  obliged 
to  gnaw  thè  bit  with  him.  But  all  thè  while  thè  venom  will 
be  in  his  veins,  and  he’ll  be  sure  to  vent  it  upon  somebody. 
How  will  all  these  things  end  ?  The  blow  must  always  fall 
somewhere  ;  thè  lash  tiiust  be  uplifted.  Of  course,  his  illus¬ 
trious  Lordship  intenda  to  place  Lucia  in  saf ety:  that  other 
unfortunate  misguided  youth  is  beyond  reach,  and  has  already 
had  his  share;  so  behold  thè  lash  must  fall  upon  my  shoul- 
ders.  It  will  indeed  be  cruel,  if,  after  so  many  inconveniences 
and  so  much  agitation,  without  my  deserving  it,  too,  in  thè 
least,  I  should  have  to  bear  thè  punishment.  What  will  his 
most  illustrious  Grace  do  now  to  protect  me,  after  having 
brought  me  into  thè  dance?  Can  he  ensure  that  this  cursed 
wretch  won’t  play  me  a  worse  trick  than  before?  And, 
besides,  he  has  so  many  things  to  think  of  ;  he  puts  his  hand 
to  so  many  businesses.  How  can  he  attend  to  all?  Matters 
are  sometimes  left  more  entangled  than  at  first.  Those  who 
do  good,  do  it  in  thè  gross;  when  they  have  enjoyed  this 
satisf action,  they ’ve  had  enough,  and  won’t  trouble  them- 
selves  to  look  after  thè  consequences  ;  but  they  who  have 
such  a  taste  for  evil-doings,  are  much  more  diligent;  they 
follow  it  up  to  thè  end,  and  give  themselves  no  rest,  because 
they  have  an  ever-devouring  canker  within  them.  Must  I  go 
and  say  that  I  carne  here  at  thè  express  command  of  his 
illustrious  Grace,  and  not  with  my  own  good  will?  That 
would  seem  as  if  I  favoured  thè  wicked  side.  Oh,  sacred 
Heaven!  I  favour  thè  wicked  side!  For  thè  pleasure  it 
gives  me!  Welì;  thè  best  pian  will  be  to  teli  Perpetua  thè 
case  as  it  is,  and  then  leave  it  to  her  to  circuiate  it,  provided 
my  Lord  doesn’t  take  a  fancy  to  make  thè  whole  matter 
public,  and  bring  even  me  into  thè  scene.  At  any  rate,  as 
soon  as  ever  we  arrive,  if  he’s  out  of  church,  FU  go  and  take 
my  leave  of  him  as  quickly  as  possible;  if  he’s  not,  FU  leave 
an  apology,  and  go  off  home  at  once.  Lucia  is  well  attended 
to  ;  there’s  no  need  for  me  ;  and  after  so  much  trouble,  I,  too, 
may  claim  a  little  repose.  And  besides  .  .  .  what  if  my 
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Lord  should  feci  some  curiosity  to  know  thè  whole  history, 
and  it  should  fall  to  me  to  give  an  account  of  that  wedding 
business  !  This  is  all  that  is  wanting  to  complete  it  And 
if  he  should  come  on  a  visit  to  my  parish?  .  .  .  Oh,  let  it 
be  what  it  will,  I  will  not  trouble  myself  about  it  before- 
hand;  I  have  troubles  enough  already.  For  thè  present,  I 
shall  shut  myself  up  at  home.  As  long  as  his  Grace  is  in 
this  neighbourhood,  Don  Rodrigo  wofft  have  thè  face  to 
make  a  stir.  And  afterwards  .  .  .  oh,  afterwards  !  Ah,  I 
see  that  my  last  years  are  to  be  spent  in  sorrow!— 

The  party  arrived  before  thè  Services  in  thè  church  were 
over;  they  passed  through  thè  stili  assembled  crowd,  which 
manifested  no  less  emotion  than  on  thè  former  occasion, 
and  then  separated.  The  two  riders  turned  aside  into  a 
small  square,  at  thè  extremity  of  which  stood  thè  Curate’s 
residence,  while  thè  litter  went  forward  to  that  of  thè  good 
woman. 

Don  Abbondio  kept  his  word  :  scarcely  dismounted,  he 
paid  thè  most  obsequious  compliments  to  thè  Unnamed/and 
begged  him  to  make  an  apology  for  him  to  his  Grace,  as  he 
must  return  immediately  to  his  parish  on  urgent  business. 
He  then  went  to  seek  for  what  he  called  his  horse,  that  is 
to  say,  his  walking-stick,  which  he  had  left  in  a  corner  of  thè 
hall,  and  set  off  on  foot.  The  Unnamed  remained  to  wait  till 
thè  Cardinal  returned  from  church. 

The  good  woman,  having  accommodated  Lucia  with  thè 
best  seat  in  thè  best  place  in  her  kitchen,  hastened  to  pre¬ 
pare  a  little  refreshment  for  her,  refusing,  with  a  kind  of 
rustie  cordiality,  her  reiterated  expressions  of  thanks  and 
apology. 

Hastily  putting  some  dry  sticks  under  a  vessel,  which  she 
had  replaced  upon  thè  fire,  and  in  which  floated  a  good 
capon,  she  quickly  made  thè  broth  boil;  and  then,  filling 
from  it  a  porringer,  already  furnished  with  sops  of  bread, 
she  was  at  length  able  to  offer  it  to  Lucia.  And  on  seeing 
thè  poor  girl  refreshed  at  every  spoonful,  she  congratulated 
herself  aloud,  that  all  this  had  happened  on  a  day  when,  as 
she  said,  thè  cat  was  not  sitting  on  thè  hearth-stone.  ‘Every- 
body  contrives  to  set  out  a  table  to-day/  added  she,  ‘unless 
it  be  those  poor  creatures  who  can  scarcely  get  bread  o£ 
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vetches,  and  a  'polenta  oimitó; 

beg  somethmg  to-day  off;  wliat  with  my  husbands 

tbank  Heaven,  are  not  J  nd  we  can  Uve  very  well, 

business,  and  a  little  P'01.  f  s,  with  a  8ood  appetite: 

roSt"ter S,  st«  .«ned  to  ptepate  *• 

and  to  set  out  thè  tjable :  fot ^the  fon. dy-  ^  ^  L„ci 

Invigorated  m  body  andgradu^y  ^  ;nstinctive  habit  0f 
110W  began  to  f ***' ™  up^and  arranged  afresh 

cleanliness  and  modesi ty  ^ 8  a"ld  adjusted  thè  hand- 

ber  loose  and  dishevel  ed  a^und  ber  neck.  In  domg 

kerchief  over  herboso  »  e  d  jn  tbe  chaplet  she  had 

this,  her  fingers  became  ,f„on  jt.  aroused  an  instan- 

hung  there  :  her  eye  ^  heartP;  tbe  Vemembrance  of  her 
taneous  agitation  a  «  stifled  by  thè  presence  of  so 

vow,  hitherto  suppressedjmd  ber  mind,  and 

many  other  sensafaons  stKldetdy  jushecl  p  ^  ^  The 

presented  ìtself  clear  y  soui  again  at  once 

scarcely  recovered  pow< =rs  )f  her ’  »  prepared  by  a 

overcome;  and  had  she  not  Pconfiding  faith,  the  con- 

life  of  innocence,  resignatio  ,  d  ment  would  have 

sternation  she  «F^ced  *  tb ^multuous  burst  of  sneh 
amonnted  to  desperation.  ^ter  a^tr ^  only  one9 

in  her»t„d  lese, -Oh,  P»»  ™,  «totevet 

"Tut’sS'eU^  f  £“  £?&3Ì£a 

a  kind  of  terror  at  havmg  insupp0rtable  anguish,  her 

circumstances  of  the  vow  ^  fervency  of  her  prayer, 

despair  of  all  humansuc  ?  ^  t^e  promise  had  been 

thè  entireness  of  fe®lmS  d  her  petition,  to  repent 

made.  And  after  having  obtamecl  ^  sacrilcgìou5 

of  her  promise  ««ned  to^rds  bQ|  and  the  Virgin;  she 

ingratitude  and  perfidy ahhfulness  would  draw  down  upon 
imagined  that  such  misfortunes,  in  which  she  could 

her  new  and  more  ter”b  e  .  er;  and  she  hastened  to 

not  find  consolatimi  e  PRéverently  taking  the  rosary 

abjure  her  momentary  regret. 
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confirmed  and^enewedfheTow  ILlÌ  trembH”S  ha«d,  she 
with  heartrending  earnestness  thai  °  n§"’ at  the  samc  time, 
be  j  t°  fulfill  it;  and  that  she  m Ih  be  ^iven 

and  occurrences  as  would  be  such  thoughts 

resolution,  at  least  to  harass  her  h  >f  ,?0t  t0  dlsturb  her 
distance  of  Renzo,  without  anv  lrìh^r  endurance.  The 
distance  which  she  had  hithertcffelt  Uy /f  return’  that 
to  her  a  dispensatìon  of  Providence  whìiii  ’  n°W  seemed 
events  work  together  for  the  same eZ  ,  ,made  thè  two 
find  in  the  one  a  motiye  of  consolatici f  Ìshe  thought  to 
followmg  up  this  thought  she  hPI'Ì  f°r  the  other-  And, 
that  the  sanie  Providence  Vfn  [epresentin g  to  herself 
know  what  means  to  employ  to  induc^R  tbe  worIc»  would 
resigned,  to  think  no  more  pi  Renz°  himself  to  be 
«dea  entered  her  mind,  when  all  wl  l  SC^Cdy  had  such  ™ 
poor  girl,  feeling  her  heart  stili  ci  g&m  overturned.  The 
agam  had  recourse  to  praver  mnfi  ne.t0  regret  the  vow, 
and  inward  strugeles  froi  ’ °”firniation  of  the  promise 
f  °wod  th.  «prSS,  fS"  sh' «  we  ma”  S 
Irom  his  falle»  enemy.  wtane<i  “0  ™mded  violo, 

.  ^-t  this  moment  she  hearri  ,  ■ 

joyous  cries.  It  was  the  little  farnSv1"^1^  f?°tsteps  and 

Two  little  girls  and  a  yom/C  h  T-g  from  church. 
who,  stopping  a  moment  to  cas  •  “to  the  house> 

Luca  ran  to  their  mother  and  sath  m3msitIre  g,ance  at 
inquiring  thè  name  of  the’aln'  edf0und  heri  one 
why;  another  attempting  to  reìateT  ^  /°d  how>  a«d 
had  just  witnessed  ;  while  thè  acori  WOnderfuI  thmgs  they 
and  all,  ‘Be  quiet,  be  quiet  ’  Ch  7°”^  replied  to  each 
-th,  C0,rdial  interest  depicted  on  ht  m°re  Sedate  steP>  but 
°f  h°USe  tben  entered.  He  was  <ì°l,nte”ance.  thè  master 
so,  thè  tailor  of  thè  village  and  iU  *  W&  ^Ve  not  yet  said 
hood;  a  man  who  knew  how  to  read  neighbour- 

more  than  once  II  leggendario  de’’  ?!■  ’  “  fact>  read 

Francia  and  who  passed  a  mona  hìfiVi’  Snd  1  Reali  di 
man  of  talent  and  learnina  a  feI1°w-villagers  as  a 

he  modestly  disclaimed,  only&s’ayina  ilwiJ’  ,however>  which 
vocation,  and  that,  had  he  appSeThS  U  *  mÌStaken  his 
OC  so  ma„y  o,h„s  .  .  .  »  'd  di  ''"««d 

vvnn  alt  this,  he  was  the 
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best-tempered  creature  in  thè  world.  Having  been  present 
when  his  wife  was  requested  by  thè  Curate  to  undertake  her 
charitable  journey,  he  had  not  only  given  his  approbation, 
but  would  also  have  added  his  persuasimi,  had  it  been  neces- 
sary.  And  now  that  thè  Services,  thè  pomp,  thè  concourse, 
and  above  all,  thè  sermon  of  thè  Cardinal,  had,  as  thè  saying 
is,  elevated  all  his  best  feelings,  he  returned  home  with  eager 
anticipations,  and  an  anxious  desire  to  know  how  thè  thìng 
had  succeeded,  and  to  find  thè  innocent  young  creature  safe. 

^  See,  there  she  is  !  ’  said  his  good  wife,  as  he  entered, 
pointing  to  Lucia,  who  blushed,  and  rose  from  her  seat,  be- 
ginning  to  stammer  forth  some  apology.  But  he,  advancing 
towards  her,  interrupted  her  excuses,  congratulating  her  on 
her  safety,  and  exclaiming,  ‘  Welcome,  welcome  !  You  are 
thè  blessing  of  Heaven  in  this  house.  How  glad  I  am  to  see 
you  here  !  I  was  pretty  sure  you  would  be  brought  out 
safely  ;  for  I’ve  never  found  that  thè  Lord  began  a  miracle 
without  bringing  it  to  a  good  end  ;  but  Fm  glad  to  see  you 
here.  Poor  girl  !  but  it  is  indeed  a  great  thing  to  havé  re- 
ceived  a  miracle  !  * 

Let  it  not^  be  ihought  that  he  was  thè  only  person  who 
thus  denominatèd  this  event,  because  he  had.  read  thè 
Legendary;  as  long  as  thè  remembrance  of  it  lasted,  it  was 
spòken  of  in  no  other  terms  in  thè  whole  vilìage,  and 
throughout  thè  neighbourhood.  And,  to  say  truth,  consid- 
ering  its  attenda  nt  and  followlng  consequences,  no  other 
name  is  so  appropriate. 

Then,  sidling  up  to  his  wife,  who  was  taking  thè  kettle 
off  thè  hook  over  thè  fire,  he  whispered,  ‘  Did  everything  go 
on  well  ? 9 

4  Ver y  well;  Idi  teli  you  afterwardsf 

*  Yes,  yes,  at  your  convenience/ 

Dinner  now  being  quickly  served  up,  thè  mistress  of  thè 
house  went  up  to  Lucia,  and  leading  her  to  thè  table,  made 
her  take  a  seat  ;  then  cutting  off  a  wing  of  thè  fowl,  she  set 
it  before  her,  and  she  and  her  husband  sitting  down,  they 
both  begged  their  dispirited  and  bashful  guest  to  make  her- 
self  at  home,  and  take  something  to  eat.  Between  every 
mouthful,  thè  tailor  began  to  talk  with  great  eagerness,  in 
spite  of  thè  interruptions  of  thè  children,  who  stood  round 
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thè  table  to  their  meal,  and  who,  in  truth,  had  seen  too  many 
extraordinary  things,  to  play,  for  any  length  of  time,  thè 
part  of  mere  listeners.  He  described  thè  solemn  ceremonies, 
and  then  passed  on  to  thè  miraculous  conversion.  But  that 
which  had  made  thè  most  impressimi  tipon  him,  and  to  which 
he  most  frequently  returned,  was  thè  Cardinali  sermon. 

‘  To  see  him  there  before  thè  aitar/  said  he,  *  a  gentleman 
like  him,  like  a  Curate  .  .  / 

‘  And  that  gold  thing  he  had  on  his  head  .  .  /  said  a  little 
girl. 

*  Hush.  To  think,  I  say,  that  a  gentleman  like  him,  such 
a  learned  man,  too,  that  from  what  people  say,  he  has  read 
all  thè  books  there  are  in  thè  world;  a  thing  which  nobody 
else  has  ever  done,  not  even  in  Milan — to  think  that  he  knew 
how  to  say  things  in  such  a  way,  that  every  one  under- 
stood  .  .  / 

*  Even  I  understood  very  well/  said  another  little  prattler, 

Hold  your  tongue;  what  may  you  have  understood,  I 

wonder  ?  ’ 

f  I  understood  that  he  was  explaining  thè  Gospel,  instead 
of  thè  Signor  Curate/ 

‘  Well,  be  quiet.  I  don’t  say  those  who  know  something, 
for  then  one  is  obliged  to  understand;  but  even  thè  dullest 
and  most  ignorant  could  follow  out  thè  sense.  Go  now  and 
ask  them  if  they  could  repeat  thè  words  that  he  spoke:  TU 
engagé  they  could  not  remember  one;  but  thè  meaning  they 
will  have  in  their  heads.  And  without  ever  mentioning  thè 
name  of  that  Signor,  how  easy  it  was  to  see  that  he  was 
alluding  to  him  !  Besides,  to  understand  that,  one  had  only 
to  observe  him  with  thè  tears  standing  in  his  eye.  And 
then  thè  whole  church  began  to  weep  .  .  / 

'  Yes,  indeed,  they  did/  burst  forth  thè  little  boy;  fbut 
why  were  they  all  crying  in  that  way,  like  children  ? ? 

‘  Hold  your  tongue.  Surely  there  are  some  hard  hearts  in 
this  country.  And  he  made  us  see  so  well,  that  though 
there  is  a  famine  here,  we  ought  to  thank  God,  and  be 
content;  do  whatever  we  can,  work  industriously,  help  one 
another,  and  then  be  content,  because  it  is  no  disgrace  to 
suffer  and  be  poor;  thè  disgrace  is  to  do  evil.  And  these 
are  not  only  fine  words;  for  everybody  knows  that  he  lives 
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like  a  poor  man  himself,  and  takes  thè  bread  out  of  his 
own  mouth  to  give  to  thè  hungry,  when  he  might  be  enioy- 
mg  good  times  better  than  any  one.  Ah  !  then  it  gives  one 
satisfaction  to  bear  a  man  preach:  not  like  so  many  others: 

Do  what  I  say,  and  not  what  I  do.”  And  then  he  showed 
us  that  even  those  who  are  not  what  they  cali  gentlemen 
if  they  have  more  than  they  actually  want,  are  bound  to 
share  it  with  those  who  are  suffering.’ 

Here  he  interrupted  himself,  as  'if  checked  by  some 
thought.  He  hesitated  a  moment;  then  filling  a  platter  from 
thè  several  dishes  on  thè  table,  and  adding  a  loaf  of  bread, 
he  put  it  mto  a  cloth,  and  taking  it  by  thè  four  corners,  said 
to  his  eldest  girl:  ‘Here,  take  this.’  He  then  put  into  her 
other  hand  a  little  flask  of  wine,  and  added  :  ‘  Go  down  to  thè 
widow  Maria,  leave  her  these  things,  and  teli  her  it  is  to  make 
a  little  feast  with  her  children.  But  do  it  kindly  and  nicely, 
you  know;  that  it  may  not  seem  as  if  you  were  doìng  her  a 
charity.  And  don’t  say  anything,  if  you  meet  any  one- 
and  take  care  you  break  nothing.’  ’ 

Lucia  s  eyes  glistened,  and  her  heart  glowed  with  tender 
emotion;  as  from  thè  conversation  she  had  already  heard 
she  had  received  more  comfort  than  an  expressly  consola- 
tory  sermon  could  possibly  have  imparted  to  her.  Her 
mind,  attracted  by  these  descriptions,  these  images  of  pomp, 
and  these  emotions  of  piety  and  wonder,  and  sharing  in 
thè  very  enthusiasm  of  thè  narrator,  was  detached  from  thè 
consideration  of  its  own  sorrows  ;  and  on  returning  to  them, 
found  itself  strengthened  to  contemplate  them.  Even  thè 
thought  of  her  tremendous  sacrifice,  though  it  had  not  lost 
its  bitterness,  brought  with  it  something  of  austere  and 
solemn  joy. 

Shortly  afterwards,  thè  Curate  of  thè  village  entered, 
and  said  that  he  was  sent  by  thè  Cardinal  to  inquire  after 
Lucia,  and  to  inforni  her  that  his  Grace  wished  to  see  her 
some  time  during  thè  day;  and  then,  in  his  Lordship’s 
name^  he  returned  many  thanks  to  thè  worthy  couple. 
Surprised  and  agitated,  thè  three  could  scarcely  find  words 
to^reply  to  such  messages  from  so  great  a  personage. 

*  And  your  mother  hasn’t  yet  arrived  ?  ’  said  thè  Curate 
to  Lucia. 
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‘  My  mother  !  ’  exclaimed  thè  poor  girl.  Then  hearing 
from  him  how  he  had  been  sent  to  fetch  her  by  thè  order  and 
suggestion  of  thè  Archbishop,  she  drew  her  apron  over 
her  eyes,  and  gave  way  to  a  flood  of  tears,  which  continued 
to  flow  for  some  time  after  thè  Curate  had  taken  his  leave. 
When,  however,  thè  tumultuous  feelings  which  had  been 
excited  by  such  an  announcement  began  to  yield  to  more 
tranquil  thoughts,  thè  poor  girl  remembered  that  thè  now 
closely  impending  happiness  of  seeing  her  mother  agam 
a  happiness  so  unhoped-for  a  few  hours  previous,  was  what 
she  had  expressly  implored  in  those  very  hours,  and  almost 
stipulated  as  a  conditimi  of  her  vow.  Bring  me  m  safety 
to  my  mother,  she  had  said;  and  these  words  now  pre- 
sented  themselves  distinctly  to'  her  memory.  She  strength- 
ened  herself  more  than  ever  in  thè  resolution  to  maintain 
her  promise,  and  afresh  and  more  bitterly  lamented  thè 
struggle  and  regret  she  had  for  a  moment  indulged. 

Agnese,  indeed,  while  they  were  talking  about  her,  was 
but  a  very  little  way  off.  It  may  easily  be  imagined  how 
thè  poor  woman  felt  at  this  unexpected  summons,  and  at 
thè  announcement,  necessarily  detective  and  confused  of 
an  escaped  but  fearful  danger,— an  obscure  event,  which 
thè  messenger  could  neither  circumstantiate  nor  explam, 
and  of  which  she  had  not  thè  slightest  ground  of  explana- 
tion  in  her  own  previous  thoughts.  After  tearing  her  hair, 
—after  frequent  exclamations  of  ‘Ah,  my  God !  Ah,  Ma¬ 
donna  !  after  putting  various  questions  to  thè  messenger 
which  he  had  not  thè  means  of  satisfying,  she  threw  herself 
impetuously  into  thè  vehicle,  continuing  to  utter,  on  er 
way  numberless  ejaculations  and  useless  inquines.  E  ut 
at  a'  certain  point  she  met  Don  Abbondio,  trudging  on,  step 
after  step,  and  before  each  step,  his  walking-stick.  After 
an  ‘  oh  !  ’  from  both  parties,  he  stopped;  Agnese  also  stopped 
and  dismounted;  and  drawing  him  apart  into  a  chestnut- 
arove  on  thè  roadside,  she  there  learnt  from  Don  Ab¬ 
bondio  all  that  he  had  been  able  to  ascertain  and  observe 
The  thing  was  not  clear;  but  at  least  Agnese  was  assured 
that  Lucia  was  in  safety;  and  she  again  breathed  freely. 

After  this  Don  Abbondio  tried  to  introduce  another  sub- 
ject,  and  give  her  minute  instructions  as  to  how  she  ought 
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to  behave  before  thè  Archbishop,  if,  as  was  likely,  he  should 
wish  to  see  her  and  her  daughter;  and,  above  all,  that  it 
would  not  do  to  say  a  word  about  thè  wedding  .  .  .  Rut 
Agnese,  perceiving  that  he  was  only  speaking  for  his  own 
interest,  cut  him  short,  without  promising,  indeed  without 
proposing,  anything,  for  she  had  something  else  to  think 
about;  and  immediately  resumed  her  journey. 

At  length  thè  cart  arrived,  and  stopped  at  thè  tailor’s 
house.  Lucia  sprang  up  hastily:  Agnese  dismounted  and 
rushed  impetuously  into  thè  cottage,  and,  in  an  instant,  they 
were  locked  in  each  other’s  arms.  The  good  dame,  who 
alone  was  present,  tried  to  encourage  and  cairn  them,  and 
shared  with  them  in  their  joy;  then,  with  her  usuai  discre- 
tion,  she  left  them  for  a  while  alone,  saying  that  she  would 
go  and  prepare  a  bed  for  them,  for  which,  indeed,  she  had 
thè  means,  though,  in  any  case,  both  she  and  her  hus- 
band  would  much  rather  have  slept  upon  thè  ground,  than 
suffer  them  to  go  in  search  of  shelter  elsewhere  for  that 
night. 

The  first  burst  of  sobs  and  emhraces  being  over,  Agnese 
longed  to  bear  Lucia’s  adventures,  and  thè  latter  began, 
mournfully,  to  relate  them.  But,  as  thè  reader  is  awàre, 
it  was  a  history  which  no  one  knew  fully;  and  to  Lucia 
herself  there  were  some  obscure  passages,  which  were,  in 
fact,  quite  inextricable  :  more  particularly  thè  fatai  coin- 
cidence  of  that  terrible  carriage  being  in  thè  road,  just 
when  Lucia  was  passing  on  an  extraordinary  occasion. 
On  this  point,  both  mother  and  daughter  were  lost  in  con- 
jecture,  without  ever  hitting  thè  mark,  or  even  approach- 
ing  thè  reai  cause. 

As  to  thè  principal  author  of  thè  plot,  neither  one  nor 
thè  other  could  for  a  moment  doubt  but  that  it  was  Don 
Rodrigo. 

‘  Ah,  thè  black  villain  !  ah,  thè  internai  firehrand  !  ’  ex- 
claimed  Agnese  :  ‘  but  his  hour  will  come.  God  will  reward 
him  according  to  his  works  ;  and  then  he,  too,  will  feel  .  .  / 

'No,  no,  mother;  no  ! ?  interrupted  Lucia;  fdon’t  pre- 
dict  suffering  for  him;  don’t  predici  it  to  any  one!  If  yoit 
knew  what  it  was  to  suffer  !  If  you  had  tried  it  !  No,  no  ! 
rather  let  us  pray  God  and  thè  Madonna  for  him:  that  God 
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would  touch  his  heart,  as  he  has  done  to  this  other  pool* 
Signor,  who  was  worse  than  he  is,  and  is  now  a  saint.’ 

The  shuddering  horror  that  Lucia  felt  in  retracing  such 
recent  and  cruel  scenes,  made  her  more  than  once  pause 
in  thè  midst;  more  than  once  she  said  she  had  not  courage 
to  go  on;  and,  after  many  tears,  with  difficulty  resumed  her 
account.  But  a  different  feeling  checked  her  at  a  certain 
point  of  thè  narratimi, — at  thè  mention  of  thè  vow.  The 
fear  of  being  blamed  by  her  mother  as  imprudent  and  precipi¬ 
tate;  or  that,  as  in  thè  affair  of  thè  wedding,  she  should  bring 
forward  one  of  her  broad  rules  of  conscience,  and  try  to 
make  it  prevail;  or  that,  poor  woman,  she  should  teli  it  to 
some  one  in  confìdence,  if  nothing  else,  to  obtain  light  and 
counsel,  and  thus  make  it  publicly  known,  from  thè  bare 
idea  of  which  Lucia  shrank  back  with  insupportable  shame; 
together  with  a  feeling  of  present  shame,  an  inexplicable 
repugnance  to  speak  on  such  a  subject; — all  these  things 
together  determined  her  to  maintain  absolute  silence  on  this 
important  circumstance,  proposing,  in  her  own  mind,  to 
open  herself  fìrst  to  Father  Cristoforo.  But  what  did 
she  feel,  when,  in  inquiring  after  him,  she  heard  that 
he  was  no  Ionger  at  Pescarenico;  that  he  had  been  sent 
to  a  town  far,  far  away,  to  a  town  hearing  such  and  such 
a  name  ! 

*  And  Renzo  ? 9  said  Agnese. 

‘  He’s  in  safety,  isn’t  he?’  said  Lucia,  hastily. 

f  That  much  is  certain,  because  everybody  says  so;  it 
is  thought,  too,  pretty  surely,  that  he’s  gone  to  thè  territory 
of  Bergamo  ;  but  thè  exact  place  nobody  knows  :  and  hitherto 
he  has  sent  no  news  of  himself.  Perhaps  he  hasn’t  yet 
found  a  way  of  doing  so/ 

‘  Ah,  if  he’s  in  safety,  thè  Lord  be  praised  ! 9  said  Lucia  ; 
and  she  was  seeking  some  other  subject  of  conversation, 
when  they  were  interrupted  by  an  unexpected  novelty — thè 
appearance  of  thè  Cardinal  Archbishop. 

This  holy  prelate,  having  returned  from  church,  where 
we  last  left  him,  and  having  heard  from  thè  Unnamed  of 
Lucia’s  safe  arrivai,  had  sat  down  to  dinner,  placing  his 
new  friend  on  his  right  hand,  in  thè  midst  of  a  circle  of 
priests,  who  were  never  weary  of  casting  glances  at  that 
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countenance,  now  so  subdued  without  weakness,  so  humble 
without  dejection,  and  of  comparing  him  with  thè  idea 
they  had  so  long  entertamed  of  this  formidable  personage. 

Dinner  being  removed,  thè  two  again  withdrew  together. 
After  a  conversation,  which  lasted  mttch  longer  than  thè 
fìrst,  thè  Unnamed  set  off  anew  for  his  Castle,  on  thè  same 
mule  which  had  borne  him  thither  in  thè  morning;  and  thè 
Cardinal,  calling  thè  priest  of  thè  parish,  told  him  that  he 
wished  to  be  guided  to  thè  house  where  Lucia  had  found 
shelter. 

f  Oh,  my  Lord  !  ’  replied  thè  parish  priest,  allow  me,  and 
I  will  send  directly  to  bid  thè  young  girl  come  here,  with 
her  mother,  if  she  has  arrived,  and  their  hosts  too,  if  my 
Lord  wishes — indeed,  all  that  your  Hlustrious  Grace  desires 
to  see.’ 

*1  wish  to  go  myself  to  see  them,’  replied  Federigo. 

‘  There's  no  necessity  for  your  illustrious  Lordship  to 
give  yourself  that  trouble;  I  will  send  directly  to  fetch 
them  :  it’s  very  quickly  done/  insisted  thè  persevering  spoiler 
of  his  plans,  (a  worthy  man  on  thè  whole,)  not  compre- 
hending  that  thè  Cardinal  wished  by  this  visit  to  do  honour 
at  once  to  thè  unfortunate  girl,  to  innocence,  to  hospitality, 
and  to  his  own  ministry.  But  thè  superior  having  again  ex- 
pressed  thè  same  desire,  thè  inferior  bowed,  and  led  thè 
way. 

When  thè  two  companions  were  seen  to  enter  thè  Street 
every  one  immediately  gathered  round  them;  and,  in  a  few 
moments,  people  flocked  from  every  direction,  forming  two 
wings  at  their  sides,  and  a  train  behind.  The  Curate  of- 
fìciously  repeated,  ‘  Come,  come,  keep  back,  keep  off  ;  fye  ! 
fye  ! 9  Federigo,  however,  forbade  him;  fLet  them  alone, 
let  them  alone  ;  ’  and  he  walked  on,  now  raising  his  hand  to 
bless  thè  people,  now  lowering  it  to  fondle  thè  children, 
who  gathered  round  his  feet.  In  this  way  they  reached  thè 
house,  and  entered,  thè  crowd  hedging  round  thè  door  out- 
side.  In  this  crowd  thè  tailor  also  found  himself,  having 
followed  behind,  like  thè  rest,  with  eager  eyes  and  open 
mouth,  not  knowing  whither  they  were  going.  When  he 
saw,  however,  this  unexpected  whither ,  he  forced  thè  throng 
to  make  way,  it  may  be  imagined  with  what  bustle,  crying 
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over  and  over  again,  ‘  Make  way  for  one  who  has  a  tight  to 
pass  ; 9  and  so  went  into  thè  house. 

Agnese  and  Lucia  heard  an  increasing  murmur  in  thè 
Street,  and  while  wondering  what  it  could  be,  saw  thè  door 
thrown  open,  and  admit  thè  purple-clad  prelate,  and  thè 
priest  of  thè  parish. 

‘  Is  this  she  ?  ’  demanded  Federigo  of  thè  Curate  ;  and  on 
receiving  a  sign  in  thè  affirmative,  he  advanced  towards 
Lucia,  who  was  holding  back  with  her  mother,  both  of  them 
motionless,  and  mute  with  surprise  and  bashfulness;  but 
thè  tone  of  his  voice,  thè  countenance,  thè  behaviour,  and, 
above  all,  thè  words  of  Federigo,  quickly  reanimated  them. 

‘  Poor  girl/  he  began,  f  God  has  permitted  you  to  be  put 
to  a  great  trial;  but  He  has  surely  shown  you  that  His 
eye  was  stili  over  you,  that  He  had  not  forgotten  you. 
He  has  restored  you  in  safety,  and  has  made  use  of  you 
for  a  great  work,  to  show  infinite  mercy  to  one,  and  to  re¬ 
lieve,  at  thè  same  time,  many  others/ 

Here  thè  mistress  of  thè  house  carne  into  thè  apartment, 
who,  at  thè  bustle  outside,  had  gone  to  thè  window  upstairs, 
and  seeing  who  was  entering  thè  house,  hastily  ran  down, 
after  slightly  arranging  her  dress  ;  and  almost  at  thè  same 
moment  thè  tailor  made  his  appearance  at  another  door. 
Seeing  their  guests  engaged  in  conversation,  they  quietly 
withdrew  into  one  corner,  and  waited  there  with  profound 
respect.  The  Cardinal,  having  courteously  saluted  them, 
continued  to  talk  to  thè  women,  mingling  with  his  words 
*  of  comfort  many  inquiries,  thinking  he  might  possibly  gather 
from  their  replies  some  way  of  doing  good  to  one  who  had 
undergone  so  much  suffering. 

*  It  would  be  well  if  all  priests  were  like  your  Lordship, 
if  they  would  sometimes  take  thè  part  of  thè  poor,  and 
not  help  to  put  them  into  difficulties  to  get  themselves  out/ 
said  Agnese,  emboldened  by  thè  kind  and  affable  behaviour 
of  Federigo,  and  annoyed  at  thè  thought  that  thè  Signor 
Don  Abbondio,  after  having  sacrificed  others  on  every 
occasion,  should  now  even  attempt  to  forbid  their  giving 
vent  to  their  feelings,  and  complaining  to  one  who  was  set 
in  authority  over  him,  when,  by  an  unusual  chance,  thè 
occasion  for  doing  so  presented  itself. 
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another  occasi™  he  wonld  do  just  the  .ame™  “d  “ 

add,dÌw?htri0'd„fh  ,h“  «V  °<  "«■*  *.  slory, 

L°WhT“  th,t  P'“  "•■«"“«ccii"'  ”  ‘,0'  ”'e 

Fedm>.  C“  ,0“  have  d°”'  "TOl,t'.  poor  giri:--  asted 
trid” dt'oÌnB,VPi,eherf  ‘secr'edv'T’”'  *!“?*  "'“h  h"  »*k« 

history  of  thetJ  aHemo  ^in  n"’  "lZ"  *”"•  rela,''J  *'>' 

'w'  zi 
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from  and 

expressed  Yurprise^and  dissatisfaction,  and  asked  why  it 

W  Agnese  stammered  out  what  little  she  knew  of  Renzo’s 

ÌS.H"waS°,f  L“‘*i  W“h,“S-  b"'  " 

a  finn  voice.  .  i  j  >  odded  Arnese;  1  and  you 

r  X  ,«0,  peopl. 

"is  ,oo 

make  1”cl“rie*  h  he  made  a  memorandum  of  them  on  his 
dence  of  thè  youtn,  ne  m  be  at  their  village 

tablets.  He  added,  that  he  expeetea  without 

f0Thenbturning  to  thè  master  and  mistress  of  thè  house, 

th‘ Oh  ves  siri  ’  replied  thè  woman,  in  a  tone  of  vc'ce  and 

«■  »»  s«»b'd  his 


— «Jr'USI 

*ntellect  tn  417 

jf*  and  there  tSÌSSè£S^  *■«■«  atout  in  his 
*as  and  half-formed  words  S  mmg  ”*“<*  of  ™finishe<f 
sjgmfied  that  he  had  ZZL  t  ^  PT€Ssed’ th^  Cardini 
Poor  man  opened  his  SJ  «  bis  silence;  thè 
You  may  imagine  !  ’  At  this  nn  Pron°unced  thè  words 
Ofcur  to  him..  This  faitare  T word  w«S 

Ini  thè  moment  but  +.  ^  disheai  tened  and  vexed 

'  *«r  spoiled  ,*  ' «"S  " 

i  eceived.  And  how  often  in  thè  H  honour  be  had 

himself  again  in  thè  sam.  •  kmg  “  over«  and  fancv^ 

ss  »? 

jst '  B“  «  «  *•  «^£.s 

God  be  This  £use'ÌS  ^  Rayin£’  ‘The  blessing  of 

Curate  i„  what  way  he 

>e  neh,  for  thè  expenses  he  mmt  ’lZ  "  COU,d  n°t 

n  these  tmies,  hy  his  hospitalitv  ^Ver-'’CUrred’  esPecialIy 
in  truth,  neither  thè  profits  of  hi0  u  ^  Curate  repb'ed,  that 
of  some  smal]  fields  which  thè  booT^m  ”0r  the  produc^ 
be  enough  this  year  to  allow  of  j®  ,  .ta,Io.r  °wned,  would 
but  that,  having  Iaid  by  a  little  h?  ,  llberal  t0  others; 

was  among  thè  most  easy  i„  circuL^  pre.cedinS  years,  he 
bood,  and  could  afford  to  doTS"  “  the  neighbour- 
vemence,  as  he  certainly  would  with  *  t.WIthoi,t  incon- 
under  any  circumstances,  he  woul^rW  hl?fheart>‘  and  that, 
offered  money  in  compensati “  d  !t  an  insult  to  be 

onpeopletnable  tobpày.’SaÌd  ^  Cardinal-  ‘bave  demanda 

££  Peo^Stem^Xof  tSri°US  LOrd  :  these 

offabinne«3es.'  ^  ^  °ne’  ^^Xdy  fSTshort  : 

V ery  well/  replied  FederiVn  <  t  mi 
«pon  myself;  and  you  wfll  do ’J  Tu"  ‘f6  aU  these  debts 
from  him  a  Jist  of  th  the  pleasure  of  getting 

It  will  be  a  tolerable  s”m.’  dlscharg^g  them  for  me/ 

HC 
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^0  - 

no  debts,  because  the>'^”  |  what  one  can;  but  how  can 
‘Alas  !  too  many  !  One  “°p”, 

ofw"U,c-  i'S**"  wi,h“l  b,“9y 

"sr  *35% 

in  thè  valley,  ^^^-tJbitants  coLternation,  anxiety,  and 
cited  among  all  thè  or.  servants  (it 

angry  whisperings.  ,  niade  signs  that  they 

Stered  not  which)  *»»' “”'0» e  “ber  taS.  All  fall 
should  follow  him;  an<J  S°  .°  ’of  ffiind,  but  with  their  ac- 
behind  with  unusual  Pe^  y  kh  a  continually  increasing 
customed  submission;  so  that  wit  beckoned  to  those 

tram,  he  at  length  reached  th e  Cast^  ^  ^  h  tb 

who  were  loiten”g  ,ab°“  nlirt  Jent  towards  thè  middle,  and 
others;  entered  thè  first  c  ,  ddle  uttered  one  oì  his 

bere,  seated  a  thè  whxle  ™?%xa*omed  signal  at  whmh 
thundering  calisi  it  was  th  hearing,  immediately 

all  his  dependents,  who  inoment;  all  those  who  were 

flocked  towards  him.  I  attended  to  thè  summons, 

scattered  throughout  party,  gadng  eagerly 

and  mingled  with  thè  aireaay 

at  their  master.  hall,’  said  he  ;  and,  f  rom 

‘  Go,  and  watt  for  me  m  th  g  watched  them  all  move 
his  higher  station  on  hors  Ja(*>  imal  t0  thè  stables  him- 

off  He  then  dismounted,  led  be  s  expected.  On 

££££**£  sgr  «—t 

w»  *««  ^  b“n-  p"toI,s' 

thThe  Unnamed  raised  his  hand,  which  tow- 

his  presencehad  stlready  «ea^r»s  ^  said;  <Li sten  al 

ered  above  all  those :  of  he as se ■  g  ^  Wm.  My  fnends! 
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thè  path  we  have  hitherto  followed  leads  to  thè  depths  of 

e  .  do  not  mean  to  upbraid  you,  I,  who  have  been  fore- 
m°st  of  you  all,  thè  worst  of  all  ;  but  listen  to  what  I  have  to 
say.  The  merciful  God  has  called  me  to  change  my  life- 
aud  I  will  change  it,  I  have  already  changed  it:  so  mav 
He  do  with  you  all!  Know,  then,  and  hold  it  for  certain 
that  I  am  resolved  rather  to  die  than  to  do  anything  more 
agamst  His  holy  laws.  I  revoke  all  thè  wicked  commands 
you  may  any  of  you  have  receìved  from  me;  you  understand 
me,  mdeed,  I  command  you  not  to  do  anything  I  have  before 
commanded.  And  hold  it  equally  certain,  that  no  one  from 
this  time  forward,  shall  do  evil  with  my  sanction,  in  my  serv- 
ìce  He  who  will  remain  with  me  under  these  conditions 
shall  be  to  me  as  a  son  ;  and  I  shall  feel  happy  at  thè  dose 
of  that  day  in  which  I  shall  not  have  eaten,  that  I  may  supply 
thè  last  of  you  with  thè  last  loaf  I  have  left  in,  thè  house. 
He  who  does  not  wish  to  remain,  shall  receive  what  is  due 
of  his  salary,  and  an  additional  gift:  he  may  go  away  but 
must  never  again  set  foot  here,  unless  it  be  to  change  his 
hfe;  for  this  purpose  he  shall  always  be  received  with  open 
arms.  Think  about  it  to-night:  to-morrow  morning  I  will 
ask  you  one  by  one  for  your  reply,  and  will  then  give  you 
new  orders.  For  thè  present  retire,  every  one  to  his  post. 
And  God,  who  has  exercised  such  mercy  towards  me  incline 
you  to  good  resolutions  !  ’  ’ 

Here  he  ceased,  and  all  continued  silent.  How  various 
and  tumultuous  soever  might  be  thè  thoughts  at  work  in 
their  hardened  minds,  they  gave  no  outward  demonstration 
of  emotion.  They  were  accustomed  to  receive  thè  voice  of 
their  master  as  thè  declaration  of  a  will  from  which  there 
was  no  appeal:  and  that  voice,  announcing  that  thè  will 
was  changed,  in  no  wise  denoted  that  it  was  enfeebled.  It 
tiever  crossed  thè  mind  of  one  of  them  that,  because  he'was 
converted,  they  might  therefore  assume  over  him,  and  reply 
to  him  as  to  another  man.  They  beheld  in  him  a  saint,  but 
one  of  those  saints  who  are  depicted  with  a  lofty  brow,'  and 
a  sword  in  their  hands.  Besides  thè  fear  he  inspired  they 
also  entertained  for  him  (especially  those  born  in  his  Service 
and  they  were  a  large  proportion)  thè  affection  of  subjects; 
they  had  all,  besides,  a  kindly  feeling  of  admiration  for 
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him,  and  experienced  in  his  presence  a  species  of,  I  will  even 
say,  modest  humility,  such  as  thè  rudest  and  most  wanton 
spirits  feel  before  an  authority  which  they  have  once  recog- 
nized.  Again,  thè  things  they  had  just  heard  from  his  lips 
were  doubtless  odious  to  their  ears,  but  neither  false,  nor 
entirely  alien  to  their  understandings  :  if  they  had  a  thousand 
times  ridiculed  them,  it  was  not  because  they  disbelieved 
them;  but  to  obviate,  by  ridicule,  thè  fear  which  any  serious 
consideration  of  them  would  have  awakened.  And  now,  on 
seeing  thè  effect  of  this  fear  on  a  mind.like  that  of  their 
master,  there  was  not  one  who  did  not  either  more  or  less 
sympathize  with  him,  at  least  for  a  little  while.  In  addition 
to  all  this,  those  among  them  who  had  first  heard  thè  grand 
news  beyond  thè  valley,  had  at  thè  same  time  witnessed  and 
related  thè  joy,  thè  exultation  of  thè  people,  thè  new  favour 
with  which  thè  Unnamed  was  regarded,  and  thè  veneration 
so  suddenly  exchanged  for  their  former  hatred— their  former 
terror.  So  that  in  thè  man  whom  they  had  always  regarded, 
so  to  say,  as  a  superior  being,  even  while  they,  in  a  great 
measure,  themselves  constituted  his  strength,  they  now  beheld 
thè  wonder,  thè  idol  of  a  multitude;  they  beheld  him  exalted 
above  others,  in  a  different,  but  not  less  reai,  manner;  ever 
above  thè  common  throng,  ever  at  thè  head.  They  stoo 
now  eonfounded,  uncertain  one  of  another,  and  each  one  of 
himself.  Some  murmured  ;  some  began  to  pian  whither  they 
could  go  to  find  shelter  and  employment;  some  questioned 
with  themselves  whether  they  could  make  up  their  minds  to 
become  honest  men;  some  even,  moved  by  his  words,  felt  a 
sort  of  inclmatior.  to  do  so  ;  others,  without  resolving  upon 
anything,  proposed  to  promise  everything  readily,  to  remain 
in  thè  mean  while  where  they  could  share  thè  loaf  so  willingly 
offered,  and  in  those  days  so  scarce,  and  thus  gain  time 
for  decision  :  no  one,  however,  uttered  a  syllable.  And  when, 
at  thè  dose  of  his  speech,  thè  Unnamed  again  raised  his 
authoritative  hand,  and  beckoned  to  them  to  disperse,  they 
all  moved  off  in  thè  direction  of  thè  door  as  quietly  as  a  flock 
of  sheep.  He  followed  them  out,  and  placing  himself  in  thè 
middle  of  thè  courtyard,  stood  to  watch  them  by  thè  dim 
evening  light,  as  they  separated  from  each  other,  and  re- 
paired  to  their  several  posts.  Then,  returning  to  fetch  a 
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lantern,  he  again  traversed  thè  courts,  corridors,  and  halls, 
visited  every  entrance,  and  after  seeing  that  all  was  quiet  at 
length  retired  to  sleep.  Yes,  to  sleep,  because  he  was  sleepy. 

Hever,.  though  he  had  always  industriously  courted  them, 
had,  he,  in  any  conjuncture,  been  so  overburdened  with  in¬ 
tricate,  and  at  thè  same  time  urgent,  affairs,  as  at  thè  present 
moment  :  yet  he  was  sleepy.  The  remorse,  which  had  robbed 
him  of  rest  thè  night  before,  was  not  only  unsubdued,  but 
even  spoke  more  loudly,  more  sternly,  more  absolutely  :  yet  he 
was  sleepy.  The  order,  thè  kind  of  government  established  by 
him  in  that  Castle  for  so  many  years,  with  so  much  care,  and 
such  a  singular  union  of  rashness  and  perseverance,  he  had 
now  himself  overturned  by  a  few  words;  thè  unlimited  de- 
votion  of  his  dependents,  their  readiness  for  any  undertaking, 
their  ruffian-like  fidelity,  on  which  he  had  long  been  accus- 
tomed  to  depend,— these  he  had  himself  shaken  ;  his  various 
engagements  had  become  a  tissue  of  perplexities  ;  he  had 
brought  confusion  and  uncertainty  into  his  household:  yet 
he  was  sleepy. 

He  went,  therefore,  into  his  chamber,  approached  that 
b'ed,  which,  thè  night  before,  he  had  found  such  a  thorny 
couch,  and  knelt  down  at  its  side  with  thè  intention  of  pray- 
found,  in  fact,  in  a  deep  and  hidden  corner  of  his 
mind,  thè  prayers  he  had  been  taught  to  repeat  as  a  child; 
he  began  to  recite  them,  and  thè  words  so  long  wrapped  up, 
as  it  were,  together,  flowed  one  after  another,  as  if  emerging 
once  more  to  light.  He  experienced  in  this  act  a  mixture  of 
undefined  feelings;  a  kind  of  soothing  pleasure,  in  this  actual 
return  to  thè  habits  of  innocent  childhood  ;  a  doubly  bitter 
contrition  at  thè  thought  of  thè  gulf  that  he  had  placed  be- 
tween  those  former  days  and  thè  present  ;  an  ardent  desire 
to  attain,  by  works  of  expiation,  a  clearer  conscience,  a  state 
more  nearly  resembling  that  of  innocence,  to  which  he  could 
never  return  ;  together  with  a  feeling  of  deep  gratitude,  and 
of  confidence  in  that  mercy  which  could  lead  him  towards  it, 
and  had  already  given  so  many  tokens  of  willingness  to  do 
so.  Then,  rising  from  his  knees,  he  lay  down,  and  was 
quickly  wrapt  in  sleep. 

Thus  ended  a  day  stili  so  much  celebrated  when  our  anony- 
mous  author  wrote  :  a  day  of  which,  had  he  not  written,  noth- 
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ing  would  have  been  known,  at  least  nothing  of  thè  particu- 
lars  •  for  Ripamonti  and  Rivola,  whom  we  have  quoted 
above,  merely  record  that,  after  an  interview  with  Federigo, 
this  remarkable  tyrant  wonderfully  changed  his  course  ot 
life,  and  for  ever.  And  how  few  are  there  who  have  read 
thè  works  of  these  authors  !  Fewer  stili  are  there  who  will 
read  this  of  ours.  And  who  knows  whether  in  thè  valley 
itself,  if  any  one  had  thè  inehnation  to  seek,  and  thè  ability 
to  find  it,  there  now  remains  thè  smallest  trace,  thè  most 
confused  tradition,  of  such  an  event?  So  many  things  have 
taken  place  since  that  time  ! 


CHAPTER  XXV. 

NEXT  day,  there  was  no  one  spoken  of  in  Lucia’s  vil- 
lage  and  throughout  thè  whole  territory  of  Lecco 
but  herself,  thè  Unnamed,  thè  Archbishop,  and  one 
0  ,  person,  who,  however  ambitious  to  have  his  name  in 

mens  mouths,  would  willingly,  on  this  occasion,  have  dis- 
pe"se“  Jlth  ,tPe  ho.nour  :  we  mean  thè  Signor  Don  Rodrigo. 

Not  that  his  doings  had  not  before  been  talked  about: 
but  they  were  detached,  secret  conversations;  and  that  man 
must  have  been  very  well  acquainted  with  his  neighbour 
who  would  have  ventured  to  discourse  with  hìm  freely  on 
such  a  subject.  Nay,  people  did  not  even  exercise  those 
feehngs  on  thè _  subject  of  which  they  were  capable-  for 
generally  speaking,  when  men  cannot  give  vent  to  ’their 
indignatimi  without  imminent  danger,  they  not  only  show 
.s  than  they  feel,  or  disguise  it  entirely,  but  they  feci  less 
m  reality.  But  now,  who  could  refrain  from  inquiring  and 
reasomng  about  so  notorious  an  event,  in  which  thè  hand 
oi  Heaven  had  been  seen,  and  in  which  two  such  person- 
ages  bore  a  conspicuous  part?  One,  in  whom  such  a  spirited 
love  °f _  justice  was  united  to  so  mudi  authority;  thè  other 
who  with  all  his  boldness,  had  been  induced,  as  it  were  to 
kiy  down  his  arms,  and  submit.  By  thè  side  of  these  rivals 
Don  Rodrigo  looked  rather  insignificant.  Now,  all  understood 
what  it  was  to  torment  innocence  with  thè  wish  to  dishonour 
it;  to  persecute  it  with  such  insolent  perseverane^  with  such 
atrocious  violence,  with  such  abominable  treachery  They 
reviewed,  on  this  occasion,  all  thè  other  feats  of  thè  Signor 
and  said  what  they  thought  about  all,  each  one  being  em- 
boldened  by  finding  everybody  else  of  thè  sanie  opinion, 
there  were  whisperings,  and  generai  murmurs;  cautiously 
uttered,  however,  on  account  of  thè  numberless  bravoes  he 
had  around  him. 

A  large  share  of  public  animadversion  fell  also  upon  his 
friends  and  flatterers.  They  said  of  thè  Signor  Podestà 
what  he  richly  deserved,  always  deaf,  and  blind,  and  dumb, 

423 


424  ALESSANDRO  MANZONI 

on  thè  doings  o£  this  tyrant;  but  this  also  cautiously,  for  thè 
Podestà  had  bailiffs.  With  thè  Doctor  Azzecca-Garbuglt, 
who  had  no  weapons  but  gossiping  and  cabals,  and  with  other 
flatterers  like  himself,  they  did  not  use  so  much  ceremony  ; 
tnese  were  pointed  at,  and  regarded  with  very  contemptuous 
and  suspicious  glances,  so  that,  for  some  time,  they  judged  it 
expedient  to  keep  as  much  within  doors  as  possible. 

Don  Rodrigo,  astounded  at  this  unlooked-for  news,  so 
different  to  thè  tidings  he  had  expected  day  after  day,  and 
hour  after  hour,  remained  ensconced  in  his  den-like  palace, 
with  no  one  to  keep  him  company  but  his  bravoes,  devouring 
his  rage,  for  two  days,  and  on  thè  third  set  off  for  Milan. 
PIad  there  been  nothing  else  but  thè  murmuring  of  thè  people, 
perhaps  since  things  had  gone  so  far,  he  would  have  stayed 
on  purpose  to  face  it,  or  even  to  seek  an  opportunity  of  mak- 
ing  an  example  to  others  of  one  of  thè  most  daringj^but  thè 
certain  intelligence  that  thè  Cardinal  was  coming  into  thè 
neighbourhood  fairly  drove  him  away.  The  Count,  his  uncle, 
who  knew  nothing  of  thè  story  but  what  he  had  been  told  by 
Attilio,  would  certainly  expect  that  on  such  an  occasion, 
Don  Rodrigo  should  be  thè  first  to  wait  upon  thè  Cardinal, 
and  receive  from  him  in  public  thè  most  distinguished  re¬ 
ception  :  every  one  must  see  how  he  was  on  thè  road  to  this 
consummation  !  The  Count  expected  it,  and  would  have  re- 
quired  a  minute  account  of  thè  visit;  for  it  was  an  important 
opportunity  of  showing  in  what  esteem  his  family  was  held 
by  one  of  thè  head  powers.  To  extricate  himself  from  so 
odious  a  dilemma,  Don  Rodrigo,  rising  one  morning  before 
thè  sun,  threw  himself  into  his  carriage,  Griso  and  some 
other  bravoes  outside,  both  in  front  and  behind  ;  and  leaving 
orders  that  thè  rest  of  his  household  should  follow  him, 
toolc  his  departure,  like  a  fugitive — like,  (it  will,^ perhaps,  be 
allowed  us  to  exalt  our  characters  by  so  illustrious  a  com¬ 
pari  son  ) — like  Catiline  from  Rome,  fretting  and  fuming, 
and  swearing  to  return  very  shortly  in  a  different  guise  to 
execute  his  vengeance. 

In  thè  mean  while,  thè  Cardinal  proceeded  on  his  visitation 
among  thè  parishes  in  thè  territory  of  Lecco,  taking  one 
each  day.  On  thè  day  in  which  he  was  to  arrive  at  Lucia’ s 
village,  a  large  part  of  thè  inhabitants  were  early  on  thè 


I  PROMESSI  SPOSI 


425 


road  to  meet  him.  At  thè  entrance  of  thè  village,  dose  by  thè 
cottage  of  our  two  poor  women,  was  erected  a  triumphal 
arch,  constructed  of  upright  stakes,  and  poles  laid  cross- 
wise,  covered  with  straw  and  moss,  and  ornamented  with 
green  boughs  of  holly,  dìstinguishable  by  its  scarlet  berries 
and  other  shrubs.  The  front  of  thè  church  was  adorned 
with  tapestry;  from  every  window-ledge  hung  extended  quilts 
and  sheets,  and  infants  swaddling-clothes,  di sposed  like 
drapery  ;  m  short,  all  thè  few  necessary  articles  which  could 
be  converted,  either  bodily  or  otherwise,  into  thè  appearance 
,  of  something  superfluo^.  Towards  evening,  (thè  hour  at 
which  Federigo  usually  arrived  at  thè  church,  on  his  visita- 
tion-tours,)  all  who  had  remained  within  doors,  old  men 
women  and  children,  for  thè  most  part,  set  off  to  meet  him’ 
some  m  procession,  some  in  groups,  headed  by  Don  Abbondio’ 

Wh°’  t  !,e  ,midst  of  the  rejoicing,  looked  disconsolaté 
enough,  both  from  the  stunning  noise  of  the  crowd,  and  the 
continuai  hurrying  to  and  fro  of  the  people,  which,  as  he  him- 
self  expressed  ìt,  quite  dimmed  his  sight,  together  with  a 
secret  apprehension  that  the  women  might  have  been  babblinq 
and  that  he  would  be  called  upon  to  render  an  account  of  the 
weddmg. 

the  Ca;dinal, came  in  sight>  °r> to  sPeak  m°re 

correctly,  the  crowd  m  the  midst  of  which  he  was  carried 
in  his  litter,  surrounded  by  his  attendants;  for  nothing  could 
be  distinguished  of  his  whole  party,  but  a  signal  towering  in 
t  e  air  above  thè  heads  of  the  people,  part  of  the  cross, 
which  was  borire  by  the  chaplain,  mounted  upon  his  mule, 
ihe  crowd,  which  was  dancing  with  Don  Abbondio,  hurried 
forward  in  a  disorderly  manner  to  join  the  approaching 
party;  while  he,  after  ejaculating  three  or  four  times 
Gently;  m  procession;  what  are  you  doing?’  turned  back 
m  vexation,  and  muttenng  to  himself,  ‘  It’s  a  perfect  Babel 

A,S  ai?eIf^t  Babe  ’  went  to  take  refuge  in  the  church  unti! 
they  had  dispersed;  and  here  he  awaited  the  Cardinal. 

The .  holy  prelate  in  the  mean  while  advanced  slowly 
Desto wing  benedictions  with  his  hand,  and  receiving  them 
from  thè  rnouths  of  thè  multitude,  while  his  followers  had 
enough  to  do  to  keep  their  places  behind  him.  As  Lucia’s 
countrymen,  the  villagers  were  anxious  to  receive  the  Arch- 
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bishop  with  more  than  ordinary  honours,  but  this  was  no 
easy  matter;  for  it  had  long  been  customary,  wherever  he 
went,  for  all  to  do  thè  most  they  could.  At  thè  very  begm- 
ning  of  his  episcopate,  on  his  first  solemn  entry  into  thè 
cathedral,  thè  rush  and  crowding  of  thè  populace  upon  him 
were  such  as  to  excite  fears  for  his  life;  and  some  of  thè 
gentlemen  who  were  nearest  to  him,  had  actually  drawn 
their  swords  to  terrify  and  repulse  thè  press.  Such  were 
their  violent  and  uncouth  manners,  that  even  in  making 
demonstrations  of  kindly  feeling  to  a  bishop  in  church,  and 
attempting  to  regulate  them,  it  was  necessary  almost  to 
have  recourse  to  bloodshed.  And  that  defence  would  not, 
perhaps,  have  proved  sufficient,  had  not  two  priests,  strong 
in  body,  and  bold  in  spirit,  raised  him  in  their  arms,  and 
carried  him  at  once  from  thè  door  of  thè  tempie  to  thè  very 
foot  Of  thè  high  aitar.  From  that  time  forward,  m  thè 
many  episcopal  visits  he  had  to  make,  his  first  entrance  mto 
thè  church  might,  without  joking,  be  reckoned  among  his 
pastoral  labours,  and  sometimes  even  among  thè  dangers 
he  had  incurred. 

On  this  occasion,  he  entered  as  he  best  could,  went  up 
to  thè  aitar,  and  thence,  after  a  short  prayer,  addressed  as 
was  his  custom,  a  few  words  to  his  auditors,  of  his  aftec- 
tion  for  them,  his  desire  for  their  salvatimi,  and  thè  way 
in  which  they  ought  to  prepare  themselves  for  thè  Services 
of  thè  morrow.  Then  retiring  to  thè  parsonage,  among 
many  other  things  he  had  to  consult  about  with  thè  Curate, 
he  questioned  him  as  to  thè  character  and  conduct  of  Renzo. 
Don  Abbondio  said  that  he  was  rather  a  brisk,  obstinate, 
hot-headed  fellow.  But,  on  more  particular  and  precise  m- 
terrogations,  he  was  obliged  to  admit  that  he  was  a  worthy 
youth,  and  that  he  himself  could  not  understand  how  he 
could  have  played  all  thè  mischievous  tricks  at  Milan,  whicn 
,  had  been  reported  of  him. 

‘And  about  thè  young  girl,’  resumed  thè  Cardinal;  ciò 
you  think  she  may  now  return  in  security  to  her  own  home . 

‘  For  thè  present,’  replied  Don  Abbondio,  ‘  she  might  come 
and  be  as  safe— thè  present,  I  say— as  she  wishes;  but,’ 
added  he  with  a  sigh,  ‘  your  illustrious  Lordship  ought  to 
'  be  always  here,  or,  at  least,  near  at  hand.’ 
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*The  Lord  is  always  near/  said  thè  Cardinal.  «ae 

hasti?8^  1  Wil! ,think  about  Placing  her  in  safety/  ‘And  he 
y  gaye  orders  that,  next  tnorning  early,  a  litter  should 

D™P1?ked'/'h  “  ***“<>“'.  *»  *«'!>  Jo  Zmìn 

r  Z  ,  lbbo,!dl°  “me  out  from  thè  interview  quite  de- 
lighted  that  thè  Cardinal  had  talked  to  him  about  thè  two 

T  Trg  an  account  °f  his 

to  marry  them.— Then  he  knows  nothing  about  it— said 
e  to  himself:— Agnese  has  held  her  tongue.  Wonderfuli 
They  have  to  see  him  again;  but  I  will  give  them  further 
mstructions,  that  I  will.— He  knew  not,  poor  man,  that  Fed- 
n0t  efered  upon  thè  discussion,  just  because  he 
tended  to  speak  to  hmi  about  it  more  at  length  when  they 
were  disengaged;  and  that  he  wished,  before  giving  him 
what  he  deserved,  to  hear  his  side  of  thè  question  g 
nfB"  jbe,  m,te!atl°ns  of  the  good  prelate  for  thè  safe  placing 

ater  he  ted  ThÌIe’  been  rendered  unnecessaryl 

th.Vt, h  H  -n  ft  Her’  °ther  clrcu®stances  had  occurred 
which  we  will  now  proceed  to  relate 

The  two  women,  during  the  few  days  which  they  had  to 

?»7a  ”h^cS0,'S  Wl"  l“"> 

far  as  they  cou  d,  each  her  former  and  accustomed  manner 
°‘J soon  begged  >ome  en,pIo“- 
and  as  at  thè  monastery,  diligently  plied  her  needle  in  à 
small  retired  room  shut  out  from  the  gaze  of  the  peonie 
Agnese  occasionally  went  abroad,  and  at  other  times  sat 
sewing  with  her  daughter.  Their  conversatens  were  more 
melancholy,  as  well  as  more  affectionate  ;  both  were  pre- 
pared  for  a  separation  ;  since  the  lamb  could  not  return  to 

beWleSendnea/^he  W°,f’S.den:  a"d  when  and  whlf  wo Jd 
be  thè  end  of  this  separation?  The  future  was  dark  inex- 

tricable;.  for  one  of  them  in  particular.  Agnese  never- 
theless,  indulged  m  her  own  mind  many  cheerfuì  antici 

wouM%ohat  RenZ.°’  'f  n°thin§'  evil  had  happened  to  him 
rtad  found  °r  atCr’  Td  SOme  news  of  Wmself,  and  if 
if  ( and  £  d  ,T-  tmp  0yment  t0  which  he  could  settle 
faith  withTuda11  h  be  dmbt,?d?)  he  sti11  «tended  to  keep 
W  th  ^ucb  hon-  WC  C°uld  they  not  and  Hve  with  him  ? 

found  h  ir  ^  n  entertained  her  daughter,  who 

’  t  is  difficult  to  say,  whether  more  mournful  to 
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Hsten  to  them,  or  painful  to  reply.  Her  great  secret  she 
had  always  kept  to  herself  ;  and  uneasy,  certaxnly,  at  _con- 
cealing  anything  from  so  good  a  mother,  yet  restrained, 
invincibly  as  it  were,  by  shame,  and  thè  different  fears  we 
have  before  mentioned,  she  went  from  day  to  day  without 
speaking.  Her  designs  were  very  different  from  those  of 
her  mother,  or  rather,  she  had  no  designs  ;  she  had  en- 
tirely  given  herself  up  to  Providence.  She  always  there- 
fore  endeavoured  to  divert  or  let  drop  thè  conversata  ;  or 
else  said,  in  generai  terms,  that  she  had  no  longer  any  hope 
or  desire  for  anything  in  this  world  except  to  be  soon  re- 
stored  to  her  mother  ;  more  frequently,  however,  tears  carne 
opportunely  instead  of  words. 

‘  Do  you  know  why  it  appears  so  to  you  ?  said  Agnese  ; 

‘  because  you’ve  suffered  so  much,  and  it  doesn  t  seem  pos* 
sible  that  it  can  turn  out  for  good  to  you.  But  leave  it 
to  God;  and  if  ...  Let  a  ray  come,  but  one  ray;  and  then  / 
know  whether  you  will  always  care  about  nothing.’  Lucia 
kissed  her  mother,  and  wept.  .  . 

Besides  this,  a  great  friendship  quickly  sprang.up  be- 
tween  them  and  their  hosts  :  where,  indeed,  should  it  exist, 
unless  between  benefactors  and  thè  benefited,  when  both 
one  and  thè  other  are  worthy,  good  people?  _  Agnese  par- 
ticularly,  had  many  long  chats  with  thè  mistress  of  thè 
house.  The  tailor,  too,  gave  them  a  little  amusement  with 
his  stories  and  moral  discourses  :  and,  at  dinner  especially, 
had  always  some  wonderful  anecdote  to  relate  of  Buovo 
d’Antona,  or  thè  Fathers  of  thè  Desert. 

A  few  miles  from  this  village  resided,  at  theii  country- 
house,  a  couple  of  some  importance,  Don  Ferrante  and 
Donna  Prassede:  their  family,  as  usuai,  is  unnamed  by 
our  anonymous  author.  Donna  Prassede  was  an  old  lady, 
very  much  inclined  to  do  good,  thè  rnost  praise-wort  ìy 
employment,  certainly,  that  a  person  can  undertake;  but 
which,  like  every  other,  can  be  too  easily  abused.  _  To  do 
good,  we  must  know  how  to  do  it;  and,  like  everything  else, 
we  can  only  know  this  through  thè  medium  of  our  own 
passions,  our  own  judgment,  our  own  ideas;  which  not  un- 
frequently  are  rather  as  correct  as  they  are  capable  of 
being,  than  as  they  ought  to  be.  Donna  Prassede  acted 
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towards  her  ideas  as  it  ìs  said  one  ought  to  do  towards  one’s 
friends  ;  she  had  few  of  them;  but  to  those  few  she  was 
ver y  much  attached.  Among  thè  few,  there  were,  unfortu- 
nately,  many  distorted  ones;  nor  was  it  these  she  loved  thè 
least.  Hence  it  happened,  either  that  she  proposed  to  herself 
as  a  good  end  what  was  not  such  in  reality,  or  employed 
means  which  would  rather  produce  an  opposite  effect,  or 
thought  them  allowable  when  they  were  not  at  all  so,  from  a 
certain  vague  supposi'tion,  that  he  who  does  more  than  his 
duty,  may  also  go  beyond  his  right;  it  happened  that  she 
could  not  see  in  an  event  what  was  actually  there,  or  did 
see  what  was  not  there;  and  many  other  similar  things, 
which  may  and  do  happen  to  all,  not  excepting  thè  best; 
but  to  Donna  Prassede  far  too  often,  and,  not  unfrequently, 
all  at  once. 

On  hearing  Lucia’s  wonderful  case,  and  all  that  was 
reported  on  this  occasion  of  thè  young  girl,  she  felt  a  great 
curiosity  to  see  her,  and  sent  a  carriage,  with  an  aged  at¬ 
tendane  to  fetch  both  mother  and  daughter.  The  latter 
shrugged  her  shoulders,  and  besought  thè  tailor,  who  was 
thè  bearer  of  thè  message,  to  find  some  sort  of  excuse  for 
her.  So  long  as  it  only  related  to  thè  common  people,  who 
tried  to  make  acquaintance  with  thè  young  girl  who  had 
been  thè  subject  of  a  miracle,  thè  tailor  had  willingly  ren- 
dered  her  that  Service  ;  but  in  this  instance,  resistance  seemed 
in  his  eyes  a  kind  of  rebellion.  He  made  so  many  faces, 
uttered  so  many  exclamations,  used  so  many  arguments— 

4  that  it  wasn’t  customary  to  do  so,  and  that  it  was  a  grand 
house,  and  that  one  shouldn’t  say  44  No  ”  to  great  people,  and 
that  it  might  be  thè  making  of  their  fortune,  and  that  thè 
Signora  Donna  Prassede,  besides  all  thè  rest,  was  a  saint 
too  !  ’ — in  short,  so  many  things,  that  Lucia  was  obliged  to 
give  way  :  more  especially,  as  Agnese  confirmed  all  these 
reasonings  with  a  corresponding  number  of  ejaculations  : 

4  Certainly,  surety/ 

Arrived  in  thè  lady’s  presence,  she  received  them  with 
much  courtesy  and  numberless  congratulations  ;  questioning 
and  advising  them  with  a  kind  of  almost  innate  superiority, 
but  corrected  by  so  many  humble  expressions,  tempered  by 
so  much  interest  in  their  behalf,  and  sweetened  with  so 
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maiiy  expressions  of  piety,  that  Agnese,  almost  immediately, 
and  Lucia  not  long  afterwards,  began  to  feel  relieved  from 
thè  oppressive  sense  of  awe  with  which  thè  presence  of  such 
a  lady  had  inspired  them;  nay,  they  even  found  something 
attractive  in  it.  In  short,  hearing  that  thè  Cardinal  had 
undertaken  to  find  Lucia  a  place  of  retreat,  and  urged  by  a 
desire  to  second,  and,  at  thè  same  time,  anticipate  his  good 
intention,  Donna  Prassede  proposed  to  take  thè  young  girl 
into  her  own  house,  where  no  other  Services  would  be  re- 
quired  of  her  than  thè  use  of  her  needle,  scissors,  and 
spindle  ;  adding,  that  she  would  take  upon  herself  thè  charge 
of  informing  his  Lordship. 

Beyond  thè  obvious  and  immediate  good  in  this  work 
Donna  Prassede  saw  in  it,  and  proposed  to  herself  another, 
perhaps  a  more  considerable  one  in  her  ideas,  that  of  direct- 
ing  a  young  mind,  and  of  bringing  into  thè  right  way  one 
who  greatly  needed  it;  for,  from  thè  first  moment  she  had 
heard  Lucia  mentioned,  she  became  instantly  persuaded, 
that,  in  a  young  girl  who  could  have  promised  herself  to  a 
scoundrel,  a  villain,  in  short,  a  scape-gallows,  there  must  be 
some  fault,  some  hidden  wickedness  lurking  within:  Teli 
me  what  cofyipany  you  keep ,  aftd  FU  teli  you  what  you  afe. 
Lucia’s  visit  had  confirmed  this  persuasion  :  not  that,  on  thè 
whole,  as  thè  saying  is,  she  did  not  seem  to  Donna  Prassede 
a  good  girl  ;  but  there  were  many  things  to  f  avour  thè  idea. 
That  head  hung  down  till  her  chin  was  buried  in  her  neck  ; 
her  not  replying  at  all,  or  only  in  broken  sentences,  as  if  by 
constraint,  might  indicate  modesty;  but  they  undoubtedly 
denoted  a  great  deal  of  wilfulness:  it  did  not  require  much 
discernment  to  discover  that  that  young  brain  had  its  own 
thoughts  on  thè  subject.  And  those  blushes  every  moment, 
and  those  suppressed  sighs  .  .  .  Two  such  eyes,  too,  which 
did  not  please  Donna  Prassede  at  all.  She  held  it  for  cer- 
tain,  as  if  she  knew  it  on  good  grounds,  that  all  Lucia’s  mis- 
fortunes  were  a  chastisement  from  Heaven  for  her  attach- 
ment  to  a  rascal,  and  a  warning  to  her  to  give  him  up 
entirely  ;  and  these  premises  being  laid  down,  she  proposed 
to  co-operate  towards  so  good  an  end.  Because,  as  she  often 
said  both  to  herself  and  other s,  she  made  it  her  object  to 
second  thè  will  of  Heaven;  but  she  often  fell  into  thè  mis- 
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concepì  of 

her  own  bram.  Ho  ’.  we  have  named.  It  was  one 
hint  of  thè  secon  design  tQ  a  useful  issue 

of  hér  maxims  that,  to  bt _g .  8  ber  of  instances,  ìs  not 
thè  first  requisite,  m  thè  greater  num 

to  let  it  be  discovered.  ,  ,  .  act.  other.  Consider- 

The  mother  and  daughter  look  dj^  se{)arating)  the  offer 

ine  thè  mournful  necessity  , ,  when  they  had  no 

seemed  to  both  of  residence  to 

choice  for  it,  on  account ^of  t to  the  worst,  they 
their  village,  whither,  t  th  t  the  approachmg  fes- 

would  return,  and  be  ***  «  .  each  other’s  eyés,  they 

tivity.  Seeing  assent  ^  acknowledgments 

both  tumed  to  Donna  Prassed  p0Sal.  she  renewed 

as  expressed  their  acceptance  ot^  ^  ^  they  would 

her  kind  affability  an  P  .  ^  bis  Lordship.  After  thè 
shortly  have  a  letter  to  P*.esea  she  got  Don  Ferrante 

women  had  taken  their  departure^s^e^g^  as  we 

to  compose  the  letter.  ,  y  i,  was  always  em- 

shall  hereafter  relate  more  importance.  Qn 

.  ployed  by  her  as  secretary  on  Ferrante  exerted  his 

one  of  such.  magnitude  as  th  ,  delivering  the  rough 

utmost  stretch  of  1,ng®n“ty warmly  recommended  thè 

draught  to  his  partner  t  Py’eì  one  0f  thè  many  thmgs 
orthography  to  her  “?tic,  ’  ovèr  which  he  had  any  command 

-  *• li,ler  ,0 

two  women  home.  before  the  Cardinal  had  gone  to 

Arriving  at  thè  house.  There  was  an 

church,  they  ahghted  at  t  chaplain,  who  was  thè 

order  to  admit  them  immediate ly  r  detaini  them 

Lt  to  see  them.  'tam  /et,  h?,.»y  1»  «“ 

SO  long  as  was  nec  y  okserve  towards  his  Lordship, 
ceremonials  they  oug  should  address  him,  his  usua 

and  the  titles  by  whic^  *d y ect  it  unknown  to  his  Giace, 
practice  wheréver  he  could  ett  man  to  see  thè 

It  was  a  continuai  annoyance  ^P^  Cardinal  in  this 
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particular.  ‘All*  «.Vi  u„  ,  if 

■tt^ough  theexcm  otkwiV'S  "!I  °f 

hls  §Teat  familiarità/  And  then  h  ^  t  Sa'!Uly  man— from 
orn  ears,  he  had  more  than  onci  ^  atfd  how’  with  his 
Yes,  sir/  and  c  No  sir  ’  evcn  heard  thè  reply: 

talking  with  D„„ 

“«  -tórri  opporLT^S":*»  “■?  tate  had 
women.  He  could  only  beftow  Ln  “struftlons  also  to  thè 
withdrew  and  they  carne  forward^  “  passinS>  as  he 

say  how  well-pleased  he  was  withVh  g  anceJ  whlch  meant  to 

Aff°dnreatUreS’  t0  c°nti«ue  silenT’  C°njurinS  them- 

After  thè  first  kind  greetinffs  n«  *  u  a 
reverent  salutations  on  thè  ofher  A  han?’  and  the  hrst 
from  her  bosom,  and  handed  it  to’ th/r^u  dr?W  t,le  ]etter 
,S  from  Signora  Donna  Prassedt  CfdmaI’  sayi“g:  ‘It 
your  most  illustrici  Lordshin  wtrf  ’?  Says’  she  k«°ws 
enough,  among  such  great  nemA  * ’.t!”7  L°rd;  k’s  natural 
eachother.  When  yo^havereadh  should  know 

‘  Very  well’  «i/uJ  •  ,  Jt’  y°ulJ  see.’ 

and  extracted  the  honey^rourDon1^  ^  ^  *hc  letter’ 
rhetonc.  He  knew  the  famdv,  t.  Ferrante  s  flowers  of 
that  Lucia  had  been  invite? She,' :U-t?°UghJ  t0  feeI  certain 
that  there  she  would  bfsecu  from  V°°d  Ì?t.entioas*  a*d 
violence  of  her  persecutor  uri  T  l.b  .  machmations  and 
of  Donna  Prassede’s  head  we  °pln,0.n.  he.  entertained 
Probably  she  was  not  the  person  -wh  noJ)OS,t‘ve  Information. 
or  such  a  purpose;  but,  as  we  haiTe  saTd  TuId  have  <*osen 
it  was  not  his  custom  to  undoarr ’  °r  hmted’  eIsewhere, 
whose  duty  it  was  to  make  them  made  by  those 

over  again  better.  h  ’  that  he  might  do  them 

aSerheXUT,?bty  “  which 

he  over,  and  that  God  will  jL-  ’  4  ust  that  it  will  soon 
which  He  seems  to  bave  direni  ?atters  to  that  end  to 
that  whatever  He  wills  shall  hln  them:  but  rest  assured, 
you;  To  Lucia,  in  particular  hf6"’  WÌ"  be  the  be«t  ^ 
advice  ;  another  word  or  two  nfh  ^  S°me  further  k>'nd 
bestowing  on  them  his  Messine  he' ‘°  both;  and  then, 
d00r ,hey 
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of  boih  sexes,  thè  whole  2K? 

were  waitmg  for  them,  tl  erc  was  quite  a  rivalry  in 

in  triumph.  Arnong  thè  ■ w°men  there  wa. ,  ^ 

congratulations,  sympathy  an  q  >  leavc  them 

with  «^er  in  offering  their 

x  “  ;»  - ** 

you?  be  sure  not  to  need  ,  almost  stunned  Lucia; 

So  many  welcomes  by  somewhat  dis- 

though,  on  thè  whole,  they  thoLhts  and  recollections 

tracting  her  ^  mmd  fro  and  excitement,  rose 

which,  even  ffl  thè  nudst  c  ^  enterìng  thosc 

only  too  readily  on  crossili 

rooms,  uttheMght  of  '  announcing  thè  approach 

When  thè  l>ells  b®gan  vervbody  moved  towards 

of  thè  hour  for  Dmne  .  ;  tuJed  friends,  it  was  a 

thè  church,  and,  to  our  n.  * 

second  triumphal  march  who  had  hastened  for- 

Service  being  over  Don  Abbondio  w  d  for 

ward  to  see  li  P«P««»  1 “  gXXhed  to  speat  with 
dinner,  was  mtormed  that  111 te  apartmetit, 

him.  He  went  immediately  to  his noe .  e  g  he  began__ 

who,  waiting  till  he  drew ,.n^d’in  SuCh  a  way  as  to  convey 
and  these  words  were  uttere  long  and  serious 

thè  idea,  that  *7™^^  Z  did  you  not  unite  in 
conversation  Signor  .Curate,  wny^^  h'sband 

marriage  this  Lucia  wi  the  sack  tys  morning,— 

— Those  people  hav.e  emp  mered  forth  jn  reply,— 

thought  Don  Abbondio  aS  'd  ^  have  heard 

‘Your  most  illustrious  Lor.dshlP  ’  isen  out  0f  this  affair: 
speak  of  the  confusions  w  ic  0ne  cannot 

1.  ha.  a»  »e.n  Ltdship  tnay 

see  one  s  way  clearly  m  it .  y  ung  girl  is  bere, 

yourself  conclude  from  thi  ,  ndracle;  and  that  thè 

after  so  many  accidents,  as  *  isynobody  knows  where.’ 

bridegroom,  aft «  “fg^l  ISwhéth,7  i.  U  trote  that,  b=- 
■I  ask,  ta-plied  tilt  Cani  refttsed  to  cele- 
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thè  ap j»LTdày®eMdh“J,°why requested  to  do  «>,  on 

intimati  .lfwhItrtSfe°S'  3hÌp  knew  '  •  •  wbat 

not  to  speak  .  J  a nH  hp  nJunctions  I  have  received 
a  certain  manne;  imended  reTneetV 'n'^0111  •C°ncIudÌnS’  with 

^  ,0°k  Buch  — 
sake,  and  for  your  ustìficatiS  ?  u^’  f°r  his  own  ^ty’s 

Why  you  have  ^ot  ione  tfat  ’inW1?eS  ‘°  ‘?arn  from  Ì 

were  bound  to  do  ? ,  '  ^our  regular  duties,  you 

almost  into  a 

to  me  that,  things  beine-  *  ?  '  /  •  But  !t  seemed 

now  irremediable,  it  was  i  ohrìn^u^  8°m  by>  and 
However — however  I  qav  b  ng  .them  UP  a&ain  •  •  * 

will  not  betray  one  of  vo  JW  ^?ur  ’hustrious  Lordship 
Lord,  your  illustrious  Le  J  cannofh  °f  y°U  see’  “7 
once;  and  I  remain  here  exposed  R,?  e.veD™here  at 

I  w„,  ld,ym . . ,  nsftei  y0Bu"  “  r* 

^''A"UL“\rhCn1„T,  f  >“ 

but  suppressing  thè  princloal  nam  th<3  doIefuI  history; 
a  great  Signor;  thus^ivine  tn  „  h  ^  TeIy  substituted 
conld  in  such  an  emergency  P  the  HttIe  tha‘  ^ 

?  ’  3Sked  the  CardÌnaI>  ba™g 

Don  A b b o n d^i o ^ a V<<I  ” y a sS  p  mhi b  iteri 6 x b  1  a ' n e ^  “yself/  replied 
Perform  this  marriagl’  P  ed’  Under  Pai»  death,  to 

ting  a  positive  duty?^  t0  y°U  3  sufficient  reason  for  ornit- 

gieat  incon^etdence”dbut°when  ^  d°  Vf  duty’  6Ven  at  very 
‘And  when  you  nVesentL  °nC  ®  hfe  is  concerned  .  .  ’ 
Federigo,  in  a  stilf  more  so[emn  '  onl°  ‘m  Chl’-Ch’’  SaÌd 

£&£  smììsì  si  " 

obsach,  ZJ  mt;  «V 
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you  that  where  ,  1  ai. 

Sa'  ”  44  ^4'r  «a  ?  dM 

from  whom  we  have  r  pcr^0rm  wouid  be  die  ni  W  -0m  wpat 

fon  of  whom  we  6IVed  teaohing  and  et?  T ?g? 
selves,  shepherds  tSfW  T°TUrselves  to  be  cahed  P  J  ln  imita- 
His  office  did  w  ’  ,  en  IIe  Ascender]  un  d’  and  cal1  our- 

«e?  A,rft  ivVy,do™  "  »  «Sffa,?rtì,,to  «“«te 

npon  earth  at  thè  *’  t0  preserve  it,  I  sav  „  f  saf,ety  of  His 
stìtnte  thè  Wv  expense  of  charitv  L  fSW  da>'s  longer 
priesthood^?  ^  **  *®Poffi  oTha^  ^  he  fn 

«terld  iU  4«"S  S'h«  *  I  «4  Oh" 

*aws,  Which  fìx  thJv  •  Ifc*  World  akn  ^  t  '  s^ame  f 
Sfospe!  a  gospel  Jf  ™fS  of  ^«d  and  evd  •  its  ow« 

*  -aid  tha?  thfwe  J»  its  * 

precepts.  It  wll}  fJ*e.ls  a  reason  for  tra^J  ?  have 

a«d  Proclaimers  0f  <Ì  d  14  is  °beyed  And  S?S^  its 

be,  if  such  la  nm  0f  tbe  Pr°mise  !  Wh^f  A  ,  We!  cpildren 
Where  wouId^L^T3  Were  Sof  TjJvo  ^  Church 
ihese  doctrines?’  ’  had  she  aPpeared  in  ? 

Don  Abbondio  huno-  fl-  ,  W°rId  with 

ST'44  *  chicta  S„s“5d  *ri”f 

nnssion,  ‘  My  piT’ ,h<;  said  ln  an  unconvinc  that  he  must 

to  consider  Jne\  fif/rif31  be  *>  hC  wS,*08  °f  «*- 

one  has  to  do  wil  ’  1  don>t  kn°w  Wh£  to  °”e  is  n°t 
and  won’t  bear  reasn  °nr,,Pe0pIe’  People  who  n7’  But  when 

if  one  wL-e  wnr  1  *”*  see  wha  is  to  bP°S^SS  pow«-, 

one  whom  it  ;  •  wdlmg  to  play  thè  hJ  ~  gained  bv  it 
‘And  din  t  youT8"',6  eitb- to contir*  Siga-  £ 

«  our  conquest?  S  ^  suffei™g  for  ri’JL™11  °Ver/ 

What  are  you  tea  ri  you,kn°w  not  this  wha?  Ì°USness’  sake 

if  -  -  -  -f ^s-4^ 

me  thè  powerful;  for 
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,Wle— in  substance,  to  ext5^n  voung  people  tban  tbe 

Z*Zrè li  heart  th« f?Tl>  to  hirneeH  he  wo,H  ££ 

‘ 1  T“e  ”y  SS  ™>l  è™  “S  “i'unSke  an office 

'“‘•Md  «hy  ihen X  »>f  “Strare  -*<**““ 

SS  rìzìi1  i£ 

Efssim?Mè=s§ 

Sffimp.rs3 

“'^“‘ao^aw  S«-a»  »“?  ^  th.yXd  «P» 

its  end-so  ma  y  was  necessary,  and  y  which 

courage,  because cour  kness>  and  thè  dute* 

God.  Knowmg  yom  ow  ^  *  ght  o|  P^ng  y  ^ 

Wà^^iàBS. 

tS'  (“dhh0’*  '“'tsectìo’òs!  y°«  “"•■  Hf  3“'o« 

ss^S1- »  «  »"js 
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fears,  as  thè  effect  of  your  corrupt  nature  you  would 
have  implori  strength  to  overcome  theffi>  t0 
them  as  a  temptation.  But  a  holy  and  noble  fear 
for  others,  for  your  children,  this  you  would  have  lis- 
tened  to,  this  would  have  given  you  no  peace-  this  wou  d 
have  incited-constrained  you  to  thnikand  do  all^you  coW 
to  avert  thè  dangers  that  threatened  them  ... 

L Tht  tea' ,  tli love,  inspired  pool  What  have  ,ou  done 
for  them  ?  Wliat  have  you  thought  for  them . 
a  ■kw'I  Un  in  token  of  expectation. 


XXVI 

A  studyin^*  ^°n  who  had  beert 

possible,  stood  wUhouT^merin^  ^ ?  ‘fmS 

ancTjenTn  hand,  S/nóthf11  m&anuscr!Pt  befo"e’  m, 
nor  anything  to  fear  hut  th  ***  V*  contend  w't!l  but  words, 
we,  I  Ly,  ffe  a  kTnd  of  rZ  ™  °f  °Ur  readers-  ^en 

somewhatstranL  inl°  17^"?“, m  proceeding;  we  feel 
such  adaira^^S?0?ajSth'  7th  *  .««le  trouble, 
solici tude  for  others and /  and  chai%>  of  active 
remembering  tha t  th'ese  things  were  saidby  one^'b  *?"* 

pract1Sed  them,  we  will  confidently  proceed  ° 

if  you°UbfdVedomnee  7°  anSwer!  ’  resuffled  thè  Cardinal.  ‘Ah 
quired  of  you,  however^hin^’ had^  Ch^Ity  and  dut^  re" 

now  have  something  to  answer!  You^te  °?hen  °U  ^ 

Si4yu°„^idooTthYou  have 

£  ; ~ 

to  arms,  she  desired  serre*  \  6  ^  not  Wls  1  to  resort 

-Th,  f“d  awhik>  «■*<«"*  »  reply. 

bondio;  b“  fs  h ,  r?°rAd  *h“  too.-tl»»ght  Don  Ah- 

«;ins „y. "fe  co„,“„iv”lYfb,hrinB,r- 
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you"wiÙ°w«p  for^fwith  LTkhSeye°\and  t0  hope  that 

fp&sti  ss’xd fcr  ~ ~ 

lcd  you!  It  has  led  you  rSli  ^  VCmporaI  life  has 

you  think  them  unjW •  taJ,‘ \ù  P  freey  tlese  words,  if 

if  they  are  not  .  .?SÌ  haSIS  ^  S?Iutary  ^iHation, 

to  your  own  children/  ^  t0  ^eceive  weak,  to  lic 

again  to  himselfj  toTliaf' fiS/° !~thou^ht  D°n  Abbondio 
*'*  a™s  round  bis  neck  ÌTeafng  the  U“amed;- 
for  thè  sole  purpose  of’savine  mv’vì *"  a„lla*f;ilc>  uttered 
nojse.  But  they  are  our  snnPw’  y  ad  this  fuss  and 
right.  It’s  mylll  star  that  always  in  the 

samts.— -And,  speaking  aloud,  he  Ja  °d  -  Up°f  me;  even 

£5  rrrs; 

mu?/,:ìs  “7  ^ 

loved  and  praved  TjoP„  U  1  u,d  bave  loved,  mv  son  • 

»«y,  »deed,  hav.  .fco  eZ"  T  «»'  4Z 
fot  commands  to  give-  you  W01]ft  b  °WS  t0  bestoff>  but 
to  the  law  of  God,  thosé  whom  lavf  fIlited>  according 
you  would  have  extended  tcZrds th™  ,t0  pUt  asunder; 
thè  mmistry  they  had  a  right  to  daimT  Unhappy  innocente 
self  would  have  been  surL  for  hi  °m  y°U:  God  Him’ 
you  had  followed  His  will:  bv foli, X)nseq“ences,  because 
come  m  as  answerable:  and  for  whlf8’  anotlers>  y°u  have 
supposmg  all  human  resources faikd latn„consequences  •'  But 
of  escape  was  open,  when  vou  lnnl.l  i 7  ’•  suppos,ng  no  way 

thought  about  it,  sought  for  it  ?  C!rffXIOUsly  around  you, 
known,  that  when  your  poor  ch'ild/  y°U  m,ght  have 
would  themselves  bave  proviLd  or  tl!  ^  married’  they 
we,rejeady  to  flee  from  thè  face  of  cscape’  that  they 

and  had  already  designed  a  Dh,  J  !  powerfuI  enemy, 
fut  this,  did  you  noVremeSer  that  ^  J*?  ^  with 
How  would  he  have  this  authorYtv  L  /k  ?  had  a  sup«-ior? 
been  wanting  in  the  duties  of  I  you  ^or  ^avi*ng 

himself  bound  to  assist 'vou  i!1r2l,°“i“,,ditl  he  not  Z 
""  «  t.d„t  oJ  acquaii,e 
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440  -  ,  „ 
„e„t  tliat  infimo»?  ™1»“  tod  Plilced  in 

exercise  of  your  ministry.  i_thought  Don  Abbondio, 

The  very  advice conversation,  had  most 
pettishly,  who,  m  th  of  the  bravoes,  and  thè 

vividly  before  his  eyes  g  ^  and  wep)  and  that 

thought  that  Don  Rodrigo  ^  returning  in  gtory  and 

he  would,  some  day  .  *  And  though  the  pres- 

triumph,  and  funous  0gether  with  his  countenance 

enee  of  so  high  a  digmtarjy  g _  .Qn  and  jnspired  him 

and  language,  filled  hun ™ ,  {  s  cómpletely  to  subdue 
with  fear  ;  yet  it  wa,s  ^  ^ s ance: because  this  idea  was 
him,  or  after  all,  the  Cardinal 

accompamed  by  th  sword  nor  bravoes. 

employed  neither  mus  ,  u’rsued  the  bishop,  ‘that 

‘  Why  did  you  not ’  e?n  tQ  these  betrayed  inno- 
if  there  were  no  other  retre  ^  P  g  them>  and  put  them 
cents,  I  at  least  was  re  y  tQ  m£ — tjle  desolate  to  a 

in  safety,  had  you  a  precious  part,  I  don’t  say, 

bishop,  as  belongmg  .  ’riches?  And  as  to  yourself,  I 
of  his  charge,  but  of  his  r  T  should  not  have 

should  have  beeome  |iajr  0f’your  head  would  be 

slept  till  I  was  ^  "JàX  iLs  of  securing  your 
injured.  Do  you  thmk  I  hadnottn  would  have 

life?  Think  you,  thathe  who  «  so  ve *7  w&;  aware  that 

remitted  nothmg  of  his  bo  knQwn  elsewhere,  were 

his  plots  and  contriv  ,  .  jjjm  and  was  resolved  to 

known  to  me,  that  I  was  watc  g  ^  »  defence?  Didn’t 
use  all  the  means  within  myp^  ge  more  than  they  can 

perform^ so^hey  not 

iTends*’ 'noT  only  <S  own  strength,  but  often  also  on  the 
fears  and  credulity  of  obera.  thought  Don  Abbon- 

»^"“:rewhi  * 
hi  •  B«*  r»-.  jsr£  U" 
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ger  ;  what  wondet  that  it  seemed  to  you  sufficient  to  outweigh 
every  other  consi  deration?  * 

‘  It  was  because  I  myself  saw  those  terriblc  faces/  escaped 
from  Don  Abbondio  in  reply  ;  ‘  I  myself  heard  their  words. 
Your  illustrious  Lordship  can  talk  very  well  ;  but  you  ought  » 
to  be  in  a  poor  pfiest’s  shoes,  and  find  yourself  brought  to 
thè  point/ 

No  sooner,  however,  had  he  uttered  these  words,  than  he 
bit  his  tongue  with  vexation  ;  he  saw  that  he  had  allowed 
himself  to  be  too  much  carried  away  by  petulance,  and  said 
to  himself—  Now  Comes  thè  storni  !— But  raising  his  eyes 
doubtfully,  he  was  utterly  astonished  to  see  thè  countenance 
of  that  man,  whom  he  never  could  succeed  in  divining  or 
comprehending,  pass  from  thè  solenni  air  of  authority  and 
rebuke,  to  a  sorrowful  and  pensive  gravity. 

4  Tis  too  true  ! *  said  Federigo  ;  ‘  sudi  is  our  miserable  and 
terrible  condition.  We  must  rigorously  exact  from  others 
what  God  only  knows  whether  we  should  be  ready  to  yield: 
we  must  judge,  correct,  reprove;  and  God  knows  what  we 
ourselves  should  do  in  thè  sanie  circumstances,  what  we 
actually  have  done  in  similar  ones  !  But  woe  unto  me,  had 
I  to  take  my  own  weakness  as  thè  measure  of  otlier  people  s 
duties,  or  thè  rule  of  my  own  teaching  !  Yet  I  certainly  ought 
to  give  a  good  example,  as  well  as  good  instruction,  to  others, 
and  not  be  like  thè  Pharisees,  who  “  lade  men  with  burdens 
grievous  to  be  borne,  while  they  themselves  touch  not  thè 
burden  with  one  of  their  fingers.”  Well  then,  my  son,  my 
brother;  as  thè  errors  of  those  in  authority  are  often  better 
known  to  others  than  to  themselves;  if  you  are  aware  of  my 
having,  from  pusillanimity,  or  from  any  other  motive,  failed 
in  any  part  of  my  duty,  teli  me  of  it  candidly,  and  help  me  to 
amend  ;  so  that  where  example  has  been  wanting,  conf ession 
at  least  may  supply  its  place.  Remonstrate  freely  with  me 
on  my  weaknesses  ;  and  then  my  words  will  acquire  more 
value  in  my  mouth,  because  you  will  feel  more  vividly  that 
they  are  not  mine,  but  are  thè  words  of  Him  who  can  give 
both  to  you  and  me  thè  necessary  strength  to  do  what  they 
prescribe/ 

—Oh,  what  a  holy  man  !  but  what  a  tormentor  !— thought 
Don  Abbondio;— he  doesn’t  even  spare  himself:  that  I 
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should  examine,  interfere  with,  criticize,  and  accuse  even 
himself — He  then  said  aloud:  ‘Oh,  my  Lord,  you  are  joking 
with  me  !  Who  does  not  know  thè  fortitude  of  mind,  thè 
intrepid  zeal  of  your  illustrious  Lordship?  ’  And  in  his  heart 
he  added — Even  too  much  so. — 

‘I  did  not  ask  you  for  praise,  which  makes  me  tremble/ 
said  Federigo;  ‘  for  God  knows  my  failings,  and  what  I  know 
of  them  myself  is  enough  to  confound  me;  but  I  wished  that 
we  should  humble  ourselves  together  before  Him,  that  we 
might  depend  upon  Him  together.  I  would,  for  your  own 
sake,  that  you  should  feel  how  your  conduct  has  been,  and 
your  language  stili  is,  opposed  to  thè  law  you  nevertheless 
preach,  and  according  to  which  you  will  be  judged/ 

‘All  falls  upon  me,’  said  Don  Abbondio  :  ‘  but  these  people, 
who  have  told  you  this,  didn’t  probably,  teli  you,  too,  of  their 
having  introduced  themselves  treacherously  into  my  house, 
to  take  me  by  surprise,  and  to  contract  a  marriage  contrary 
to  thè  laws/ 

‘  They  did  teli  me,  my  son  :  but  it  is  this  that  grieves,  that 
depresses  me,  to  see  you  stili  anxious  to  excuse  yourself  ;  stili 
thinking  to  excuse  yourself  by  accusing  others;  stili  accusing 
others  of  what  ought  to  make  part  of  your  own  confession. 
Who  placed  them,  I  don’t  say  under  thè  necessity,  but  under 
thè  temptation,  to  do  what  they  have  done?  Would  they 
have  sought  this  irregular  method,  had  not  thè  legitimate 
one  been  closed  against  them?  Would  they  have  thought  of 
snaring  their  pastor,  had  they  been  received  to  his  arms,  as- 
sisted,  advised  by  him?  or  of  surprising  him,  had  he  not 
concealed  himself?  And  do  you  lay  thè  blame  upon  them? 
And  are  you  indignant,  because,  after  so  many  misfor- 
tunes, — what  do  I  say?  in  thè  midst  of  misfortune, — they 
have  said  a  word  or  two,  to  give  vent  to  their  sorrows, 
to  their  and  your  pastor  ?  That  thè  appeals  of  thè  oppressed, 
and  thè  complaints  of  thè  afflicted,  are  odious  to  thè  world, 
is  only  too  true;  but  we  !  .  .  .  But  what  advantage  would 
it  have  been  to  you,  had  they  remained  silent?  Would  it 
tura  to  your  profìt  that  their  cause  should  be  left  entirely 
to  thè  judgment  of  God?  Is  it  not  a  fresh  reason  why  you 
should  love  these  persons,  (and  you  have  many  already,) 
that  they  have  afforded  you  an  opportunity  of  hearing  thè 
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y - 

tbe  Sjeat  debt  you  owe  them?  Ah  i  if  the^  dlScharSin£> 
offended,  annoyed  you  T  wn„M  «T  '*  f  they  have  Pr°voked, 

it?)  love  theJexactly  for  th^reaV0  ^  (and  need  1  “7 

they  have  suffered,  because  they  stili suffe^T  ^eCaUSe 
yours,  because  they  are  wea)7  h~  uffer>  hecause  they  are 

pardon,  to  obtain  which  think  of  JT  I°U  have  need  of 
may  be.’  ’  thmk  of  what  «fficacy  their  prayer 

vinced  and  scomful  silice  :’it  was  S  oTone”^  V  UnC°n' 
thmgs  to  think  about  than  to  slv  Thl  f  T  °, haS  more 
were  unexpected  consequences  nnvJh  Trd-  he  had  heard 
trine  he  had  nevertheless  W  bPH  ap.pll^tlons>  of  a  doc- 

a  thought  of  disputine-  it  The  .  Ied  ln  hls  heart,  without 

thè  contemplati IhichlÌ!  ZIT™  °f  from 

had  hitherto  diverted  his  minri  f  personal  misfortune 

npon  him.  hlS  “lnd’  now  mad^  a  new  impressiop 

And  if  he  did  not  ali  .  .  . 

dress  was  iM«<le”»trotce^rtr.Ì;!r  Whlch,  the  ad' 
ever  at  hand  to  execute  thè  nffie  t  jHS  Same  fear  was 
yet  he  felt  it  in  some  de  ^  •  he  e  defen?ive  focate), 

,  Wlth  himself  a  kind  of  pity  ior  otgenenced.dlssatisfaction 
punction  and  shame.  It  wE  Jf  „  'T3  mixture  of  com- 

parison,  like  thè  crushed  and  humhJ™^^/00^  the  com' 
on  being  presented  to  the  flame  ofT^l  °f  3  CandIe’  which, 
smokes,  spirts,  crackles  and  wfii  f  ? -  ^  torch>  at  first 
at  length,  and,  welfor ili  Li  H  ^  but  k  bts 

himself  bitterly,  he  would’even  L  H  WOuId  have  accuse(l 
for  the  thought  of  Don  RodriVn  VC  yept’  ,bad  **  not  been 
sufficit  emotion  to  convince  fh^  c  ’,  ™  ,U  betray«d  ' 
had  not  been  entirely  without  effect  dma  ^  hlS  WOrds 

fc:£,rs  :fih'bri  *.  '«?*-  ^  ^ 

reasons  for  absenting  themselves^'aiid^’  Wlth  to°  good 
Of  ever  meeting  again  here  even  if  CofT  10Ut  3  probabiIity 
them;  now,  alasi  they  have  too  little need' t0  re~mite 
have  no  opportunity  of  doine-  them  „  d  •  you’  now  y°u 
limited  foresight  predkt  anwS  thè  nor  <*»  our 

whether  a  Gol  of  mercy rnv  not  t  UrC:  But  who  kn™s 
mercy  may  not  be  preparing  some  for  you  ? 
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Ah  !  sulfer  thm  not  to  .scape  1  Seat  thrn  ha  o«  thè  vtatch 

forthem;beseechHimtocreatet^em  or^y  you.' 

1 1  will  not  fall,  my  Lord’J  h  t  howed  it  carne  from 
replied  Don  Abbondio,  m  a  tene  that  showea 

'"•Ah'"»,  my  so»,  yesh  towfh™ 

digoity  full  of  he  g°"c  difyerent  conversation  with 

I  should  have  wished  to  hold  k  if  it  has  not 

you.  We  have  both  lived  ^Jeaven^  yom.  gray 

been  painful  to  me  to  be  o  g  more  gladly  I  would 

hairs  with  reprimands;  ho™  “  cares  an(j  sorrows,  an(l 
have  shared  with  you  our  co  h  t0  which  we  have 

conversed  with  you  on  te  th  J  the  language  which 

so  nearly  approached.  Go  b  f  use  t0  us  both.  You 

I  have  been  compelledto  use,  ni  y  b  account  at  the 

would  not  wish  that  He  should  cali  me  t  q{  conduct 

last  day,  for  having  countenance  y  y0Ur  duty.  _ 

in  which  you  have  so  unhapp  all-n  s  o«  y  hand 
Let  us  redeem  the  time;  thè  of  m^;ffore>  keep  our 

the  Bridegroom  cannot  tar: ry,?  mkerable  and  empty 

lamps  burning.  ^L^ft  He  may  be’  pleased  to  fili  them 
with  that  charity  "which  amends  thè j  and  refolces, 

-y  instance,  the 

virtue  of  which  we  stand  m  need.  Don  Abbondio. 

So  saying,  he  left  thè  Sm"  us,  that  this  was 

Here  our  anonyniou  ^ithor  ^  nor  Lucia 

not  thè  only  mtcrview  betw|een^these^  ^  J  ^  ^  ha  con. 

the  only  subject  of  thes®  ,  that  he  migfit  not 

fined  himself  to  the  nHinlionofthsmet  naSrrative. 

digress  too  far  from  the  FfP/  ob  f  0 '  mention  of 
And,  for  the  same  reason,  e  o  -pe(}erio'o  throughcmt 
other  notable  things,  said  a.n.  ?  ^  of  his  ùberality,  or 

the  whole  course  of  his  v*sl  ,  ’  i  nt  feuds  between 

sundry  ruffians,  and  pet  y  y  hich  occurred  more 
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or  less  in  every  part  of  thè  diocese  where  this  excellent  man 
made  any  stay. 

He  then  goes  on  to  say  how,  next  morning,  Donna  Prassede 
carne,  according  to  agreement,  to  fetch  Lucia,  and  to  pay 
her  respects  to  thè  Cardinal,  who  spoke  in  high  terms  of 
thè  young  girl,  and  recommended  her  warmly  to  thè  Signora. 
Lucia  parted  from  her  mother,  it  may  be  imagined  with 
what  tears,  left  her  cottage,  and  a  second  rime  said  farewell 
to  her  native  village,  with  that  sense  of  doubly  bitter  sorrow, 
which  is  felt  on  leaving  a  spot  which  was  once  dearly  loved, 
and  can  never  be  so  again.  But  this  parting  from  her 
mother  was  not  thè  last  ;  for  Donna  Prassede  had  announced 
that  she  should  stili  reside  some  rime  at  their  country  house, 
which  was  not  very  far  off  ;  and  Agnese  had  promised  her 
daughter  to  go  thither,  to  give  and  receive  a  more  mournful 
adieu. 

The  Cardinal  was  himself  just  starting  for  another  parish, 
when  thè  Curate  of  that  in  which  thè  castle  of  thè  Un- 
named  was  situated,  arrived,  and  requested  to  speak  to  him. 
On  being  admitted,  he  presented  a  packet  and  a  letter  from 
that  nobleman,  wherein  he  besought  Federigo  to  prevail 
upon  Lucìa's  mother  to  accept  a  hundred  scudi  of  gold,  which 
were  contained  in  thè  parcel,  to  serve  either  as  a  dowry  for 
thè  young  girl,  or  for  any  other  use  which  thè  two  women 
might  deem  more  suitable;  requesting  him  at  thè  same 
time  to  teli  them,  that  if  ever,  on  any  occasion,  they  thought 
he  could  render  them  any  Service,  thè  poor  girl  knew  too 
well  where  he  lived;  and  that,  for  him,  this  would  be  one 
of  thè  most  desirable  events  that  could  happen.  The  Cardinal 
immediately  sent  for  Agnese,  who  listened  with  equal  pleasure 
and  amazement  to  thè  courteous  message,  and  suffered  thè 
packet  to  be  put  into  her  hand  without  niuch  scrupulous 
ceremony.  4  May  God  reward  this  Signor  for  it/  said  she  ; 
‘and  will  your  illustrious  Lordship  thank  him  very  kindly? 
And  don’t  say  a  word  about  it  to  anybody,  because  this  is 
a  kind  of  country  .  .  .  Excuse  me,  Sir;  I  know  very  well 
that  a  gentleman  like  you  won't  chatter  about  these  things; 
but  .  .  .  you  understand  me/ 

Home  she  went  as  quickly  as  possible;  shut  herself  up 
in  her  room,  unwrapped  thè  parcel,  and,  however  prepared 
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by.  anticipation,  beheld  with  astonishment  so  many  of  those 
coins  all  together,  and  all  her  own,  of  which  she  had,  perhaps, 
never  seen  more  than  one  at  once  before,  and  that  but  seldom; 
she  counted  them  over,  and  then  had  some  trouble  in  putting 
them  together  again,  and  making  thè  whole  htmdred  stand  up 
upon  their  edges;  for  every  now  and  then,  they  would  jut 
out,  and  slide  from  under  her  inexpert  fingers  ;  at  length, 
however,  she  succeeded  in  rolling  them  up,  after  a  fashion, 
put  them  in  a  handkerchief,  so  as  to  make  quite  a  large 
parcel,  and  wrapping  a  piece  of  cord  several  times  round  it, 
went  and  tucked  it  into  a  corner  of  her  straw  mattress.  The 
rest  of  thè  day  was  spent  in  castle-building,  devising  plans 
for  thè  future,  and  longing  for  thè  morrow.  After  going  to 
bed,  she  lay  for  a  long  time  awake,  with  thè  thought  of  thè 
hundred  scudi  she  had  beneath  her  to  keep  her  company; 
and  when  asleep  she  saw  them  in  her  dreams.  By  break  of 
day  she  arose,  and  set  off  in  good  time  towards  thè  villa 
where  her  daughter  was  residing. 

Though  Lucia’s  extreme  reluctance  to  speak  of  her  vow 
was  in  no  degree  diminished,  she  had,  on  her  part,  resolved 
to  force  herself  to  open  her  mind  to  her  mother  in  this  inter- 
view,  as  it  would  be  thè  last  they  should  have  for  a  long 
time, 

Scarcely  were  they  left  alone,  when  Agnese,  with  a  look 
full  of  animation,  and,  at  thè  same  time,  in  a  suppressed  tone 
of  voice,  as  if  there  were  some  one  present  who  she  was 
afraid  would  hear,  began:  ‘  Fve  a  grand  thing  to  teli  you;* 
and  proceeded  to  relate  her  unexpected  good  fortune. 

‘  God  bless  this  Signor/  said  Lucia  :  ‘  now  you  have 
enough  to  be  well  off  yourself,  and  you  can  also  do  good  to 
others/ 

‘  Why  !  *  replied  Agnese,  ‘  don’t  you  see  how  many  things 
we  may  do  with  so  much  money?  Listen;  I  have  nobody 
but  you — but  you  two,  I  may  say;  for,  from  thè  time  that 
he  began  to  address  you,  Fve  always  considered  Renzo  as 
my  son.  The  whole  depends  upon  whether  any  misfortune 
has  happened  to  him,  seeing  he  gives  no  sign  of  being  alive: 
but  oh  !  surely  all  woiTt  go  ili  with  us  ?  We’ll  hope  not,  we’ll 
hope  not.  For  me,  I  should  have  liked  to  lay  my  bones  in 
my  native  country;  but  now  that  you  can’t  be  there,  thanks 
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to  that  villain!  and  when  I  remember  that  he  is  near,  even 
my  country  has  become  hateful  to  me;  and  with  you  two  I 
can  be  happy  anywhere.  I  was  always  inclined  to  go  with 
you  both  to  thè  very  end  of  thè  worid,  and  have  ever  been 
in  readiness  ;  but  how  could  we  do  it  without  money  ?  Do 
you  understand,  now?  The  little  sum  that  thè  poor  fellow 
had  been  scarcely  able  to  lay  by,  with  all  his  frugality,  justice 
carne,  and  cleared  it  away  ;  but  thè  Lord  has  sent  us  a  fortune 
to  make  up  for  it.  Well,  when  he  has  found  a  way  of  letting 
us  know  that  he?s  alive,  where  he  is,  and  what  are  his  inten- 
tions,  TU  come  to  Milan  and  fetch  you;  ay,  ITI  come  myself. 
Once  upon  a  time,  I  should  have  thought  twice  about  such 
a  thing,  but  misfortunes  make  one  experienced  and  inde- 
pendent  ;  Fve  gone  as  far  as  Monza,  and  know  what  it  is  to 
travel.  Lll  bring  with  me  a  proper  companion, — a  relation, 
as  I  may  say, — Alessio,  of  Maggianico  ;  for,  to  say  thè  truth, 
a  fit  person  isn’t  to  be  found  in  thè  country  at  all.  Ili  come 
with  him;  we  will  pay  thè  expense,  and  ...  do  you  under- 
stand?’ 

But  perceiving  that,  instead  of  cheering  up,  Lucia  be- 
came  more  and  more  dejected,  and  only  exhibited  emotion 
unmixed  with  pleasure,  she  stopped  abruptly  in  thè  midst 
of  her  speech,  and  said,  ‘But  what’s  thè  matter  with  you? 
Don’t  you  see  it?’ 

i  Poor  mamma  !  ’  exclaimed  Lucia,  throwing  her  arm 
round  her  neck,  and  burying  her  weeping  face  in  her 
bosom. 

‘  What  is  thè  matter  ?  *  again  asked  her  mother,  anxiously. 

*  I  ought  to  have  told  you  at  first/  said  Lucia,  raising 
her  head,  and  composing  herself,  4  but  I  never  had  thè  heart 
to  do  it:  pity  me.’ 

*  But  teli  me  then,  now/ 

‘  I  can  no  longer  be  that  poor  fellow’s  wife  !  * 

‘  How  ?  how  ?  9 

With  head  hung  down,  a  beating  heart,  and  tears  roll- 
ing  down  her  cheeks,  like  one  who  relates  something  which, 
though  a  misfortune,  is  unalterable,  Lucia  disclosed  hervow; 
and,  at  thè  same  time,  clasping  her  hands,  again  besought  her 
mother’s  forgiveness  for  having  hitherto  concealed  it  from 
her;  she  implored  her  not  to  speak  of  such  a  thing  to  any 
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living  being,  and  to  give  her  help,  and  facilitate  thè  fulfil- 
ment  of  what  she  had  promised. 

Agnese  remained  stupefied  with  consternation.  She  would 
have  been  angry  with  her  for  her  silence  to  her  mother,  but 
thè  more  serious  thoughts  thè  case  itself  aroused  stifled 
this  personal  vexation;  she  would  have  reproached  her  for 
thè  act,  but  it  seemed  to  her  that  that  would  be  a  murmur- 
ing  against  Heaven  ;  thè  more  so,  as  Lucia  began  to  depict, 
more  vividly  than  ever,  thè  horrors  of  that  night,  thè  abso- 
lute  desolation,  and  thè  unhoped-for  deliverance,  between 
which  thè  promise  had  been  so  expressly,  so  solemnly  made. 
And  all  thè  while,  example  after  example  rose  to  thè  recol- 
lection  of  thè  listener,  which  she  had  often  heard  repeated, 
and  had  repeated  herself  to  her  daughter,  of  strange  and 
terrible  punishments  following  upon  thè  violation  of  a  vow. 
After  a  few  moments  of  astonishment,  she  said,  ‘  And  what 
will  you  do  now?  ’ 

Now,  replied  Lucìa,  it  is  thè  Lord  who  must  think 
for  us;  thè  Lord,  and  thè  Madonna.  I  have  placed ,  myself 
in  their  hands;  they  have  not  forsaken  me  hitherto;  they 
will  not  .forsake  me  now,  that  .  .  .  The  mercy  I  ask  for  my¬ 
self  of  thè  Lord,  thè  only  mercy,  after  thè  salvation  of  my 
squI,  is,  that  He  will  let  me  rejoin  you;  and  He  will  grant  it 
yes>  I  feel  sure  He  will.  That  day  ...  in  that  carriage 
.  .  .  Ah,  most  holy  Virgin  !...  those  men  !...  who  would 
have  told  me  that  they  were  bringing  me  to  this,  that  they 
would  bring  me  to  join  my  mother  thè  next  day  ?  ’ 

But  not  t0  teli  your  mother  of  it  at  once  !  ’  said  Agnese, 
with  a  kind  of  anger,  subdued  by  affection  and  pity. 

‘  Oh,  pity  me  !  I  had  not  thè  heart  .  .  .  and  what  use  would 
xt  have  been  to  grieve  you  so  long  ago  ?  ’ 

' And  Renzo  ?  ’  said  Agnese,  shaking  her  head. 

Ah  !  exclaimed  Lucia,  with  a  sudden  start,  ‘  X  must 
think  nothing  more  of  that  poor  fellow.  Long  ago  God 
had  not  destined  .  .  .  See  how  it  appears  that  it  was  His  will 
we  should  be  kept  asunder.  And  who  knows?  ...  but  no, 
no;  thè  Lord  will  have  preserved  him  from  danger,  and  will 
make  him  even  happier  without  me.’ 

‘  But  now,  you  see,’  replied  Agnese,  ‘  if  it  were  not  that 
you  are  bound  for  ever,  for  all  thè  rest,  if  no  misfortune 
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has  happened  to  Renzo,  I  mìght  have  found  a  remedy  with 
so  much  money/ 

‘  But  should  we  have  got  thìs  money/  replied  Lucia,  ‘  if 
I  had  not  passed  through  such  a  night?  .  .  .  It  is  thè  Lord 
who  has  ordered  everything  as  it  is;  His  will  be  done/ 
And  here  her  voice  was  choked  with  tears. 

At  this  unexpected  argument,  Agnese  remained  silent  and 
thoughtful.  In  a  few  moments,  however,  Lucia,  suppressing 
her  sobs,  resumed:  ‘  Now  that  thè  deed  is  done,  we  must  sub- 
mit  to  it  with  cheerfulness;  and  you,  my  poor  mother,  you 
can  help  me,  first,  by  praying  to  thè  Lord  for  your  unhappy 
daughter,  and  then  .  .  .  that  poor  fellow  must  be  told  of  it, 
you  know.  Will  you  see  to  this,  and  do  me  also  this  kind- 
ness  ;  for  you  can  think  about  it.  WLen  you  can  find  out 
where  he  is,  get  some  one  to  write  to  him;  find  a  man  .  .  . 
Oh,  your  cousin,  Alessio,  is  just  thè  man,  a  prudent  and  kind 
pèrson,  who  has  always  wished  us  well,  and  wonh  gossip  and 
teli  tales  ;  get  him  to  write  thè  thing  just  as  it  is,  where  I 
have  been,  how  I  have  suffered,  and  that  God  has  willed  it 
should  be  thus;  and  that  he  must  set  his  heart  at  rest,  and 
that  I  can  never,  never  be  anybody’s  wife!  And  teli  him 
of  it  in  a  kind  and  clever  way;  explain  to  him  that  I  have 
promi sed,  that  I  have  really  made  a  vow  .  .  .  WLen  he  knows 
that  I  have  promised  thè  Madonna  .  .  .  he  has  always  been 
good  and  religious  .  .  .  And  you,  thè  moment  you  have  any 
news  of  him,  get  somebody  to  write  to  me;  let  me  know 
that  he  is  well,  and  then  ...  let  me  never  hear  anything 
more/ 

Agnese,  with  much  feeling,  assured  her  daughter  that 
everything  should  be  done  as  she  desired. 

‘There’s  one  thing  more  I  have  to  say/  resumed  Lucia; 
this  poor  fellow  .  .  .  if  he  hadn’t  had  thè  misfortune  to 
think  of  me,  all  that  has  happened  to  him  never  would  have 
happened.  He’s  a  wanderer  in  thè  wide  world;  they’ve 
ruined  him  on  setting  out  in  life;  they’ve  carried  away  all  he 
had,  all  those  little  savings  he  had  made,  poor  fellow;  you 
know  why  .  .  .  And  we  have  so  much  money  !  Oh,  mother  ! 
as  thè  Lord  has  sent  us  so  much  wealth,  and  you  look  upon 
this  poor  fellow,  true  enough,  as  belonging  to  you  .  .  .  yes, 
as  your  son,  oh!  divide  it  between  you;  for,  most  assuredly, 
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God  won’t  let  us  want.  Look  out  for  thè  opportunity  of 
a  safe  bearer,  and  send  it  him  ;  for  Heaven  knows  how 
much  he  wants  it  !  ’ 

‘  WeH  what  de  you  drink?*  replied  Agnese:  ‘  FU  do 
it,  indeed.  Poor  youth  !  Why  do  you  think  I  was  so  glad 
of  this  money  ?  But  !  .  .  .  I  certainly  carne  here  very  glad, 
so  I  did,  Well,  HI  send  it  him;  poor  youth!  But  he,  too 
...  I  know  what  I  would  say  ;  certainly,  money,  gives  pleas- 
ure  to  those  who  want  it  ;  but  it  isn’t  this  that  will  make  him 
neh/ 

Lucia  thanked  her  mother  for  her  ready  and  liberal  as- 
sent,  with  such  deep  gratitude  and  affection,  as  would  have 
convinced  an  observer  that  her  heart  stili  secretly  clung  to 
Renzo,  more,  perhaps,  than  she  herself  believed. 

*  And  what  shall  I,  a  poor  solitary  woman,  do  without 
you  ? *  said  Agnese,  weeping  in  her  tura. 

‘  And  I  without  you,  my  poor  mother  !  and  in  a  stranger’s 
house  !  and  down  there  in  Milan  !...  But  thè  Lord  will  be 
with  us  both,  and  afterwards  will  bring  us  together  again. 
Between  eight  and  nine  months  hence,  we  shall  see  each 
other  once  more  here  ;  and  by  that  time,  or  even  before  it,  .1 
hope,  He  will  have  disposed  matters  to  our  comfort.  Leave  it 
to  Him.  I  will  ever,  ever  beseech  thè  Madonna  for  this  merey. 
If  I  had  anything  else  to  offer  her,  I  would  do  it;  but  she  is 
so  merciful,  that  she  will  obtain  it  for  me  as  a  gift.* 

With  these,  and  other  similar  and  oft-repeated  words  of 
lamentation  and  comfort,  of  opposition  and  resignation,  of 
interrogation  and  confident  assurance,  with  many  tears,  and 
after  long  and  renewed  embraces,  thè  women  tote  them- 
selves  àpart,  promising,  by  turns,  to  see  each  other  thè 
next  autumn,  at  thè  latest;  as  if  thè  fulfilment  of  these 
promises  depended  upon  themselves,  and  as  people  always 
do,  nevertheless,  in  similar  cases. 

Meanwhile,  a  considerale  time  passed  away,  and  Ag¬ 
nese  could  hear  no  tidings  of  Renzo.  Neither  letter  nor 
message  reached  her  from  him;  and  among  all  those  whom 
she  could  ask  from  Bergamo,  or  thè  neighbourhood,  no 
one  knew  anything  at  all  about  him. 

Nor  was  she  thè  only  one  who  made  inquiries  in  vain: 
Cardinal  Federigo,  who  had  not  told  thè  poor  woman  merely 
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out  o£  compliment  that  he  would  seek  for  some  informa- 
tion  concerning  thè  unfortunate  man,  had,  in  fact,  imme- 
diately  written  to  obtain  it.  Having  returned  to  Milan 
after  his  visitation,  he  received  a  reply,  in  which  he  was  in- 
formed,  that  thè  address  of  thè  persoli  he  had  named  could 
not  be  ascertained;  that  he  had  certainly  made  some  stay 
in  such  a  place,  where  he  had  given  no  occasion  for  any 
talk  about  himself;  but  that,  one  morning,  he  had  sud~ 
denly  disappeared;  that  a  relative  of  his,  with  whom  he  had 
lodged  there,  knew  not  what  had  become  of  him,  and  could 
only  repeat  certain  vague  and  contradictory  rumours  which 
were  afloat,  that  thè  youth  had  enlisted  for  thè  Levant, 
had  passed  into  Germany,  or  had  perished  in  fording  a  river  ; 
but  that  thè  writer  would  not  fail  to  be  on  thè  watch,  and  it 
any  better  authenticated  tidings  carne  to  light,  would  ìmme- 
diately  convey  them  to  his  most  illustrious  and  very  reverend 

Lordship.  ,  1  . 

These,  and  various  other  reports,  at  length  spread 
throughout  thè  territory  of  Lecco,  and,  consequently, 
reached  thè  ears  of  Agnese.  The  poor  woman  did  her 
utmost  to  discover  which  was  thè  true  account,  and  to 
arrive  at  thè  origin  of  this  and  that  rumour  ;  but  she  never 
succeeded  in  tracing  it  further  than  ihey  say,  which,  even 
at  thè  present  day,  suffices,  by  itself,  to  attest  thè  truth  of 
facts.  Sometimes  she  had  scarcely  heard  one  tale,,  when 
some  one  would  come  and  teli  her  not  a  word  of  it  was 
true;  only,  however,  to  give  her  another  in  compensation, 
equally  strange  and  disastrous.  The  truth  is,  all  these 
rumours  were  alike  unfounded.  .  # 

The  Governor  of  Milan,  and  Captain-General  m  Italy, 
Don  Gonzalo  Fernandez  de  Cordova,  had  complained  bitterly 
to  thè  Venetian  minister,  resident  at  Milan,  because  a 
rogue,  and  public  robber,  a  promoter  of  plundering  and 
massacre,  thè  famous  Lorenzo  Tramaglino,  who,  while  m 
thè  very  hands  of  justice,  had  excited  an  insurrection  to 
force  his  escape,  had  been  received  and  harboured  in  thè 
Bergamascan  territory.  The  minister  in  residence  replied, 
that  he  knew  nothing  about  it;  he  would  write  to  Venice, 
that  he  might  be  able  to  give  his  Excellency  any  explana- 
tion  that  could  be  procured  on  thè  subject. 
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.  Xt  was  a  maxim  of  Venetian  policy  to  second  and  es¬ 
tivate  thè  inclination  o£  Milanese  silk-weavers  to  emigrate 
into  thè  Bergamascan  territory,  and,  with  this  object,  to 
provide  many  advantages  for  them,  more  especially  that 
without  which  every  other  was  worthless  ;  we  mean,  se- 
curity.  As,  however,  when  two  great  diplomatists  dispute, 
in  however  trifìing  a  matter,  third  parties  must  always 
have  a  taste  in  thè  shape  of  consequences,  Bortolo  was 
warned,  in  confidence,  it  was  not  known  by  whom,  that 
Renzo  was  not  safe  in  that  neighbourhood,  and  that  he 
would  do  wisely  to  place  him  in  some  other  manufacture 
for  a  while,  even  under  a  false  name.  Bortolo  understood 
thè  hint,  raised  no  objections,  explained  thè  matter  to  his 
cousin,  took  him  with  him  in  a  carriage,  conveyed  him  to 
another  new  silk-mill,  about  fifteen  miles  off,  and  pre- 
sented  him,  under  thè  name  of  Antonio  Rivolta,  to  thè 
owner,  who  was  a  native  of  thè  Milanese,  and  an  old  ac- 
quaintance.  This  person,  though  thè  times  were  so  bad, 
needed  little  entreaty  to  receive  a  workman  who  was  recom- 
mended  to  him  as  honest  and  skilful  by  an  intelligent  man 
hke  Bortolo.  On  thè  trial  of  him  afterwards,  he  found 
he  had  only  reason  to  congratulate  himself  on  thè  acquisi- 
tion,  excepting  that,  at  fìrst,  he  thought  thè  youth  must 
be  naturally  rather  stupid,  because,  when  any  one  called 
Antonio ,  he  generally  did  not  answer. 

Soon  after,  an  order  carne  from  Venice,  in  peaceable 
form,  to  thè  sheriff  of  Bergamo,  requiring  him  to  obtain 
and  forward  information,  whether,  in  his  jurisdiction,  and 
more  expressly  in  such  a  village,  such  an  individuai  was 
to  be  found.  The  sheriff,  having  made  thè  necessary  re- 
searches  in  thè  manner  he  saw  was  desired,  transmitted  a 
reply  in  thè  negative,  which  was  transmitted  to  thè  minister 
at  Milan,  who  transmitted  it  to  Don  Gonzalo  Fernandez  de 
Cordova. 

There  were  not  wanting  inquisitive  people  who  tried  to 
learn  from  Bortolo  why  this  youth  was  no  longer  with  him, 
and  where  he  had  gone.  To  thè  fìrst  inquiry  he  replied, 
Nay,  he  has  disappeared  ! ?  but  afterwards,  to  get  rid  of 
thè  most  pertinacious  without  giving  them  a  suspicion  of 
what  was  really  thè  case,  he  contrived  to  entertain  them, 
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some  with  one,  some  with  another,  of  thè  storie^  we  bave 
before  mentioned:  always,  however,  as  uncertam  reports, 
which  he  also  had  heard  related,  without  havmg  any  posi- 

tive  accounts.  .  t 

But  when  inquiries  carne  to  be  made  of  him  by  com- 
mission  from  thè  Cardinal,  without  mentioning  his  name, 
and  with  a  certain  show  of  importance  and  mystery,  mere  y 
giving  him  to  understand  that  it  was  in  thè  name  of  a  great 
personale,  Bortolo  became  thè  more  guarded,  and  deerned 
it  thè  more  necessary  to  adhere  to  his  generai  method  o 
reply:  nay,  as  a  great  personage  was  concerned,  he  gave 
out  by  Wholesale  all  thè  stories  which  he  had  published,  one 
by  one,  of  his  various  disasters. 

Let  it  not  be  imagined  that  such  a  person  as  Don  Gon¬ 
zalo  bore  any  personal  enmity  to  thè  poor  mountain  sillc- 
weaver  ;  that  informed,  perhaps,  of  his  irreverence  and  ill- 
language  towards  his  Moorish  king,  chained  by  thè  throat, 
he  would  have  wreaked  his  vengeance  upon  him;  or  that 
he  thought  hirn  so  dangerous  a  subject  as  to  be  worth 
pursuing  even  in  flight,  and  not  suffered  to  live  even  at  a 
distance,  like  thè  Roman  senate  with  Hanmbal.  Don  Gon¬ 
zalo  had  too  many  and  too  important  affairs  m  his  head  to 
trouble  himself  about  Renzo’s  doings;  and  ìf  it  seems  that 
he  did  trouble  himself  about  them,  it  arose  from  a  smgular 
combination  of  circumstances,  by  which  thè  poor  unfortu- 
nate  fellow,  without  desiring  it,  and  without  being  aware 
of  it  either  then,  or  ever  afterwards,  found  himself  lmke  , 
as  by  a  very  subtile  and  invisible  chain,  to  these  same  to? 
many  and  too  important  affaits. 


CHAPTER  XXVII 

IT  has  already  occurred  to  us  more  than  once  to 
make  mention  of  thè  war  which  was  at  this  time  raging 
for  thè  succession  to  thè  States  of  thè  Duke  Vincenzo 
Gonzaga,  thè  second  of  that  name;  but  it  has  always  oc¬ 
curred  m  a  moment  of  great  haste,  so  that  we  have  never 
been  able  to  give  more  than  a  cursory  hint  of  it.  Now 
owever,  for  thè  due  understanding  of  our  narrative,  a  more* 
particular  notice  of  it  is  required.  They  are  matters  which 
any  one  who  knows  anything  of  history  must  be  acquainted 
with;  but  as,  from  a  just  estimate  of  ourselves,  we  must 
suppose  that  this  work  can  be  read  by  none  but  thè  ignorant 

a0t  °e  amÌSS  that  we  should  here  relate  as  much  as 
will  suffice  to  give  some  idea  of  them  to  those  who  need  it 
We  have  said  that  on  thè  death  of  this  duke,  thè  first  in 
thè  Ime  of  succession,  Carlo  Gonzaga,  head  of  a  younger 
branch  now  established  in  France,  where  he  possessed  thè 
duchies  of  Nevers  and  Rhetel,  had  entered  upon  thè  pos- 
session  of  Mantua,  and  we  may  now  add,  of  Monferrat  :  for 
our  haste  made  us.leave  this  name  on  thè  point  of  thè  pen. 

he  Spanish  minister,  who  was  resolved  at  any  com¬ 
promise  (we  have  said  this  too)  to  exclude  thè  new  prince 
from  these  two  fiefs,  and  who,  to  exclude  him,  wanted  some 
pretext  (because  wars  made  without  any  pretext  would  be 
unjust) ,  had  declared  himself  thè  upholder  of  thè  claims 
which  another  Gonzaga  Ferrante,  prince  of  thè  Guastalla 
pretended  to  have  upon  Mantua;  and  Carlo  Emanuele  I.’ 
duke  of  Savoy,  and  Margherita  Gonzaga,  duchess  dowager 
of  Lorrame,  upon  Monferrat.  Don  Gonzalo,  who  was  of 
thè  family  of  thè  great  commander,  and  bore  his  name,  who 
had.  already  .made  war  in  Flanders,  and  was  extremely 
anxious  to  bring  one  into  Italy,  was  perhaps  thè  persoli  who 
made  most  stir  that  this  might  be  undertaken  :  and  in  thè 
mean  while,  interpreting  thè  intentions,  and  anticipating  thè 
orders  of  thè  above-named  minister,  he  concluded  a  treaty 
with  thè  Duke  of  Savoy  for  thè  invasion  and  partition  of 
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Monferrat;  and  afterwards  readily  obtained  a  ratification 
of  it  from  thè  Count  Duke,  by  persuading  him  that  thè 
acquisition  of  Casale  would  be  very  easy,  which  was  thè 
most  strongly  defended  point  of  thè  portion  assigned  to  thè 
King  of  Spain.  He  protested,  however,  in  thè  king’s  name, 
against  any  intention  of  occupying  thè  country  further  than 
under  thè  name  of  a  deposit,  until  thè  sentence  of  thè  Em- 
peror  should  be  declared;  who,  partly  from  thè  infìuence  of 
others,  partly  from  private  motives  of  his  own,  had,  in  thè 
mean  while,  denied  thè  investiture  to  thè  new  duke,  and 
intimated  to  him  that  he  should  give  up  to  him  in  seques- 
tration  thè  controverted  States:  afterwards,  having  heard 
thè  different  sides,  he  would  restore  them  to  him  who  had 
thè  best  claim.  To  these  conditions  thè  Duke  of  Nevers 
would  not  consent. 

He  had,  however,  friends  of  some  eminence  in  thè  Cardinal 
de  Richelieu,  thè  Venetian  noblemen,  and  thè  Pope.  But 
thè  first  of  these,  at  that  time  engaged  in  thè  siege  of  La 
Rochelle,  and  in  a  war  with  England,  and  thwarted  by  thè 
party  of  thè  queen-mother,  Maria  de’  Medici,  who,  for  cer- 
tain  reasons  of  her  own,  was  opposed  to  thè  house  of  Nevers, 
could  give  nothing  but  hopes.  The  Venetians  would  not 
stir,  nor  even  declare  themselves  in  his  favour,  unless  a 
French  army  were  first  brought  into  Italy  ;  and  while  secretly 
aiding  thè  duke  as  they  best  could,  they  contented  themselves 
with  putting  off  thè  Court  of  Madrid  and  thè  Governor  of 
Milan  with  protests,  propositions,  and  peaceable  or  threat- 
ening  admonitions,  according  to  circumstances.  Urban  Vili, 
recommended  Nevers  to  his  friends,  interceded  in  his  favour 
with  his  enemies,  and  designed  projects  of  accommodation  ; 
but  would  not  hear  a  word  of  sending  men  into  thè  fìeld. 

By  this  means  thè  two  confederates  for  offensive  meas- 
ures  were  enabled  thè  more  securely  to  begin  their  concerted 
òperations.  Carlo  Emanuele  invaded  Monferrat  from  his 
side;  Don  Gonzalo  willingly  laid  siege  to  Casale,  but  did  not 
fìnd  in  thè  undertaking  all  thè  satisf action  he  had  promised 
himself  :  for  it  must  not  be  imagined  that  war  is  a  rose 
without  a  thorn,  The  Court  did  not  provide  him  with  nearly 
all  thè  means  he  demanded  ;  his  ally,  on  thè  contrary,  assisted 
him  too  much:  that  is  to  say,  after  having  taken  his  own 
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portion,  he  went  on  to  take  that  which  was  assigned  to  thè 
King  of  Spain.  Don  Gonzalo  was  enraged  beyond  expres- 
sion;  but  fearing  that,  if  he  made  any  noise  about  it,  this 
duke,  as  active  in  intrigues  and  fickle  in  treaty,  as  bold  and 
valiant  in  arms,  would  revolt  to  thè  French,  he  was  obliged 
to  shut  his  eyes  to  it,  gnaw  thè  bit,  and  put  on  a  satisfìed 
air.  The  siege,  besides,  went  on  badly,  being  protracted  to 
a  great  length,  and  sometimes  thrown  back,  owing  to  thè 
steady,  cautious,  and  resolute  behaviour  of  thè  besieged,  thè 
lack  of  sufficient  numbers  on  thè  part  of  thè  besiegers,  and, 
according  to  thè  report  of  some  historian,  thè  many  false 
steps  taken  by  Don  Gonzalo;  on  which  point  we  leave  truth 
to  choose  her  own  side,  being  inclined  even,  were  it  really 
so,  to  consider  it  a  very  happy  circumstance,  if  it  were  thè 
cause  that  in  this  enterprise  there  were  some  fewer  than 
usuai  slain,  beheaded,  or  wounded;  and,  cceteris  paribus , 
rather  fewer  tiles  injured  in  Casale.  In  thè  midst  of  these 
perplexities,  thè  news  of  thè  sedition  at  Milan  arrived,  to 
thè  scene  of  which  he  repaired  in  person. 

Here,  in  thè  report  which  was  given  him,  mention  was 
also  made  of  thè  rebellious  and  clamorous  flight  of  Renzo, 
and  of  thè  reai  or  supposed  doings  which  kad  been  thè  oc- 
casion  of  his  arrest;  and  they  could  also  inform  him  that 
this  person  had  taken  refuge  in  thè  territory  of  Bergamo. 
This  circumstance  arrested  Don  Gonzalo’s  attention.  He 
had  been  informed  from  another  quarter,  that  great  interest 
had  been  felt  at  Venice  in  thè  insurrection  at  Milan;  that 
they  had  supposed  he  would  be  obliged  on  this  account  to 
abandon  thè  siege  of  Casale;  and  that  they  imagined  he  was 
reduced  to  great  despondency  and  perplexity  about  it:  thè 
more  so,  as  shortly  after  this  event,  thè  tidings  had  arrived, 
so  much  desired  by  these  noblemen,  and  dreaded  by  himself, 
of  thè  surrender  of  La  Rochelle.  Feeling  considerably  an- 
noyed,  both  as  a  man  and  a  politician,  that  they  should 
entertain  such  an  opinion  of  his  proceedings,  he  sought 
every  opportunitv  of  undeceiving  them,  and  persuading  them, 
by  induction,  that  he  had  lost  none  of  his  former  boldness; 
for  to  say,  explicitly,  I  have  no  fear,  is  just  to  say  nothing. 
One  good  pian  is  to  show  displeasure,  to  complain,  and  to 
expostulate:  accordingly,  thè  Venetian  ambassador  having 
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Z  rjfl  PT-  hlm  pay  hlS  resPects>  a»d  at  thè  same  time 
o  read  in  his  countenance  and  behaviour  how  he  felt  within : 

Don  Gonzalo  after  having  spoken  lightly  of  thè  tumult’ 

thln^  ma?  T10  Had  al!'eady  Providcd  a  remedy  for  every- 

IlSv  knows  °SaVh°mp^  T  about.Renzo  wWch  thè  reader 
f  y,  .  ’  Is  also  acquainted  with  what  resulted 

from  them  m  consequence.  From  that  time,  he  took  no 

as  farralntreSt  m  an  affair  0f  30  Iittle  niiportance,  which 
,anf  S  h!  was  concerned,  was  terminated;  and  when  a  ' 
g  time  afterwards,  thè  reply  carne  to  him  at  thè  camp 

d  fì?raSahv  lther  he  had  returned’  and  wh=re  he  had  v^ry 
.  thn,lgf., t0  0CCUPy  his  niind,  he  raised  and  threw 
back  his  head,  hke  a  silkworm  searching  for  a  leaf  •  reflected 
for  a  moment,  to  recali  more  clearly  to  his  memory  a  fact 
of  which  he  only  retained  a  shadowy  idea;  remembered  i 
thè  circumstance,  had  a  vague  and  momentary  recollection 

nioreeabouSt°it.:  PaSS6d  °”  t0  S0methin^  else’  and  ‘hought  no 

But  Renzo,  who,  from  thè  little  which  he  had  darkly  com- 

diffprpnrd’  JT  fr?m  suPPosing  so  benevolent  an  in- 
difiference,  had,  for  a  time,  no  other  thought,  or  rather  to 

speak  more  correctly,  no  other  care,  than  to  keep  himself 
concealed.  It  may  be  imagined  whether  he  did  not  ardently  ' 
long  to  send  news  of  himself  to  thè  women,  and  receive 
some  from  them  in  exchange;  but  there  were  two  great 
difficulties  in  thè  way.  One  was,  that  he  also  would  haye 
been  forced  to  trust  to  an  amanuensis,  for  thè  poor  fellow 
knew  not  how  to  write,  nor  eyen  read,  in  thè  broad  sensi  ' 
of  thè  word,  and  ìf,  when  asked  thè  question,  as  thè  reader 
may  perhaps  remember,  by  thè  Doctor  Azzecca-Garbugli 
he  replied  m  thè  affirmative,  it  was  not,  certainly,  a  boast’ 
a  mere  bravado,  as  they  say  ;  it  was  thè  truth,  that  he  could 
manage  to  read  pnnt,  when  he  could  take  his  time  over  it  • 
wntmg,  however,  was  a  different  thing.  He  would  be 
obliged,  then  to  make  a  third  party  thè  depositary  of  his 
affairs,  and  of  a  secret  so  jealousy  guarded:  and  it  was  not 
easy  m  those  times  to  find  a  man  who  could  use  his  pen 
and  in  whom  confidence  could  be  placed,  particularly  in  a 
country  where  he  had  no  old  acquaintances.  The  other 
difficulty  was  to  find  a  bearer;  a  man  who  was  going  just 
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to  thè  place  he  wanted,  who  would  take  charge  of  thè  letter, 
and  really  recollect  to  deliver  it  ;  all  these,  too,  qualifications 
rather  difficult  to  be  met  with  in  one  individuai 

At  length,  bv  dint  of  searching  and  soundmg,  he  found 
somebody  to  write  for  him;  but  ignorant  where  thè  women 
were,  or  whether  they  were  stili  at  Monza,  he  judged  it  bet- 
ter  to  enclose  thè  letter  directed  to  Agnese  under  cover  to 
Father  Cristoforo,  with  a  line  or  two  also  for  him.  r  e 
writer  undertook  thè  charge,  moreover,  of  forwarding  thè 
nacket,  and  delivered  it  to  one  who  would  pass  not  far  troni 
Pescarenico:  this  person  left  it  with  many  strict  charges,  at 
an  inn  on  thè  road,  at  thè  nearest  point  to  thè  monastery; 
and,  as  it  was  directed  to  a  convent,  it  reached  this  destina¬ 
ti  ;  but  what  became  of  it  afterwards  was  never  known. 
Renzo,  receiving  no  reply,  sent  off  a  second  letter,  near  y 
like  thè  first  which  he  enclosed  in  another  to  an  acquaint- 
ance  or  distant  relation  of  his  at  Lecco.  He  sought  for 
another  bearer,  and  found  one  ;  and  this  time  thè  letter 
reached  thè  person  to  whom  it  was  addressed.  Agnese 
posted  off  to  Maggianico,  had  it  read  and  mterpreted  to  her 
by  her  cousin  Alessio;  concerted  with  him  a  reply,  which  he 
put  down  in  writing  for  her,  and  found  means  of  sending  it  to 
Antonio  Rivolta  in  his  present  place  of  abode:  all  this,  how- 
ever  not  quite  so  expeditiously  as  we  have  recounted  it. 
Renzo  received  thè  reply,  and  in  time  sent  an  answer  to  1  . 
In  short,  a  correspondence  was  set  on  foot  between  thè  two 
parties,  neither  frequent  nor  regular,  but  stili  kept  up  by 

starts,  and  at  intervals.  .  . 

To  form  some  idea,  however,  of  this  correspondence,  it  is 
necessary  to  know  a  little  how  such  things  went  on  in  those 
days— indeed,  how  they  go  on  now;  for  in  this  particular,  I 
believe,  there  is  little  or  no  variation.  _ 

The  peasant  who  knows  not  how  to  write,.  and  finds  him- 
self  reduced  to  thè  necessity  of  communicatmg  his  ìdeas  to 
thè  absent,  has  recourse  to  one  who  understands  thè  art, 
taking  him,  as  far  as  he  can,  from  among  those  of  his  own 
rank— for,  with  others,  he  is  either  shamefaced,  or  afraid 
to  trust  them;  he  informs  them,  with  more  or  less  order 
and  perspicuity,  of  past  events;  and  in  thè  sa^  ”a“eri 
describes  to  him  thè  thoughts  he  is  to  express.  The  man  of 
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letters  understands  part,  misunderstands  part  g-ives  a  little 

pr^foses  80®e  varia*»,  says,  ‘  Leave  itTo  me  ’  S 

he  takes  thè  pen,  transfers  thè  idea  he  has  received  ’as  he 
best  can,  from  speaking  to  writing,  corrects  it  his  own  wav 
improves  it,  puts  in  flourishes,  abbreviates,  or  even  orniti’ 
according  as  he  deems  most  suitable  for  his  subject  •  for  so  it 

néighturesrwm  Zth$!°r  ^  h6-Wh0  kn°WS  ^ 

neignDours  will  not  be  a  passive  instrument  in  their  hands- 
and  when  he  mterferes  in  other  people’s  affairs  he  will 

ÌtTU$ltail0  d°  thlngS  hÌS  °wn  wa>'-  In  addition  tó  all  this 
J,  “J 1°t  always  qmte  a  matter  of  course  that  thè  above- 
named  hterate  hmiself  expresses  all  that  he  intended  •  nav 
sometm.es  it  happens  just  thè  reverse,  as,  indeed,  it  does  even 
to  us  who  wnte  for  thè  press.  When  thè  letter  thus  coni 
pleted  reaches  thè  hands  of  thè  correspondent,  who  is  eqSy 
unpractised  m  his  a,  b,  c,  he  takes  it  to  another  learned 
genius  of  that  tnbe,  who  reads  and  expòunds  it  to  him 
Questions  anse  on  thè  matter  of  understanding  it,  becausè 

thl  Prr  ;ntr‘eSted’  presuminS  upon  hIs  acquaintance  with 
thè  antecedent  circumstances,  asserts  that  certain  words 

m«an  sneh  and  sneh  a  .hi».,  ,he  render,  L,  £  "  Thl 
greater  espenence  m  thè  art  of  compositi™,  affi™,  thàt 

they  mean  another.  At  last,  thè  one  who  does  not  know  is 
obhged  to  put  himself  into  thè  hands  of  thè  one  who  does 
and  trusts  to  him  thè  task  of  writing  a  reply;  which  exe- 
cuted  hke  thè  former  example,  is  liable  to  a  similar  stvle  of 
s«SretaT-  If>  additì0n>  the  «bject  of  th e  ìorrt 
2*  V  ^ef  delìcate  topic-  if  secret  matters  be 
bv  a  third  nart  W”C  *  18  defrable  sho«W  not  be  understood 
-I  d  fu  7’  ln  CaSC  the  letter  should  g°  astray  ;  if  with 
this  view.  there  be  a  positive  intention  of  not  expressino- 

mgs  quite  clearly,  then,  however  short  a  time  the  correi 
spondence  is  kept  tip,  the  parties  invariably  finish  by  under- 

cHsnuted  WeU  33  the  tw0  sch°o1™»  who  had 

disputed  for  four  hours  upon  abstract  mutations;  not  to 

take  our  simile  from  Hving  beings,  lest  we  expose  ourselves 
to  have  our  ears  boxed. 

Now,  thè  case  of  our  two  correspòtidents  was  exactly 
what  we  have  descnbed.  The  first  letter  written  in  Renzo! 
name,  contaitied  many  subjects.  Primarily,  besides  an  àc- 
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count  of  tlie  flight,  by  far  more  concise,  but,  at  thè  same 
time  more  confused,  than  that  which  we  have  given,  was  a 
relation  of  his  actual  circumstances,  from  which  both  Agnese 
and  her  interpreter  were  very  far  from  deriving  any  lucid 
or  tolerably  correct  idea.  Then  he  spoke  of  secret  intelli¬ 
gence,  change  of  name,  his  being  in  safety,  but  stili  reqmr- 
ing  concealment;  things  in  themselves  not  very  familiar  to 
their  understandings,  and  related  in  thè  letter  rather  enig- 
matically.  Then  followed  warm  and  unpassioned  mquines 
about  Lucia’s  situation,  with  dark  and.mournful  hmts  of  thè 
rumours  which  had  reached  even  his  ears._  fhere  were, 
finally,  uncertain  and  distant  hopes  and  plans  in  reference  to 
thè  future;  and  for  thè  present  pronuses  and  entreaties  to 
keep  their  plighted  faith,  not  to  lose  patience  or  courage, 
and  to  wait  for  better  days. 

Some  time  passed  away,  and  Agnese  found  a  trusty  mes¬ 
senger  to  convey  an  answer  to  Renzo,  with  thè  fifty  scudi 
.assigned  to  him  by  Lucia.  At  thè  sight  of  so  much  gold, 
he  knew  not  what  to  think  ;  and,  with  a  mrnd  agitated  by 
wonder  and  suspense,  which  left  no  room  for  gratificatici! 
he  set  off  in  search  of  his  amanuensis,  to  make  hitn  interpret 
thè  letter,  and  find  thè  key  to  so  strange  a  mystery. 

Agnese’s  scribe,  after  lamenting,  in  thè  letter,  thè  want 
of  perspicuity  in  Renzo’s  epistle,  went  on  to  describe,  in  a 
way  at  least  quite  as  much  to  be  lamented,  thè  tremendous 
history  of  that  persoli  (so  he  expressed  himself)  ;  and  here 
he  accounted  for  thè  fifty  scudi;  then  he  went  on  to  speak 
of  thè  vow,  employing  much  circumlocution  m^the  expres- 
sion  of  it,  but  adding,  in  more  direct  and  explicit  terms,  thè 
advice  to  set  his  heart  at  resi,  and  think  no  more  about  it. 

Renzo  very  nearly  quarrelled  with  thè  reader  ;  he  trem- 
bled  shuddered,  became  enraged  with  what  he  had  under- 
stood  and  with  what  he  could  not  understand.  Three  or 
four  ’times  did  he  make  him  read  over  thè  melancholy 
writing,  now  comprehending  better,  now  findmg  what  had 
at  first  appeared  clear,  more  and  more  mcomprehensible. 
And  in  this  fervour  of  passion,  he  insisted  upon  lns  aman- 
uens'is  immediately  taking  pen  in  hand,  and  writing  a  reply. 
After  thè  strongest  expressions  imaginable  of  pity  and  horror 
t  rìministances — 4  Write/  pursned  he,  as  he  dietatea 
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lo  his  secretary,  that  I  won’t  set  my  heart  at  rest,  and  that 
I  never  will  ;  and  that  this  is  not  advice  to  be  giving  to  a  lad 
like  me;  and  that  I  won’t  touch  thè  money;  that  FU  put  it 
by,  and  keep  it  for  thè  young  girl’s  dowry;  that  she  already 
belongs  to  me;  and  that  I  know  nothing  about  a  vow;  and 
that  I  have  often  heard  say  that  thè  Madonna  interests  her- 
self  to  help  thè  afììicted,  and  obtains  favours  for  them;  but 
that  she  encourages  them  to  despi  se  and  break  their  word, 
ì  never  heard;  and  that  this  vow  can’t  hold  good;  and  that 
with  this  money  we  have  enough  to  keep  house  here;  and 
that  I  am  somewhat  in  difficulties  now,  it’s  only  a  storm 
which  will  quickly  pass  over  and  other  similar  things. 
Agnese  receìved  this  letter  also,  and  replied  to  it;  and  thè 
correspondence  contmued  in  thè  manner  we  have  described. 

Lucia  felt  greatly  relieved  when  her  mother  had  con- 
trived,  by  some  means  or  other,  to  let  her  know  that  Renzo  was 
alive,  safe,  and  acquainted  with  her  vow,  and  desired  noth¬ 
ing  more  than  that  he  should  forget  her  ;  or,  to  express  it 
more  exactly,  that  he  should  try  to  forget  her.  She,  on  her 
part,  made  a  similar  resolution  a  hundred  times  a  day  with 
respect  to  him;  and  employed,  too,  every  means  she  could 
think  of  to  put  It  into  effect.  She  continued  to  work  inde- 
fatigably  with  her  needle,  trying  to  apply  her  whole  mind 
to  it;  and  when  Renzo’s  image  presented  itself  to  her  view, 
would  begin  to  repeaf  or  chant  some  prayers  to  herself.  But 
that  image,  just  as  if  It  were  actuated  by  pure  malice,  did 
not  generally  come  so  openly;  it  introduced  itself  stealthily 
behind  others,  so  that  thè  mind  might  not  be  aware  of  having 
harboured  it,  till  after  it  had  been  there  for  some  time. 
Lucia’s  thoughts  were  often  with  her  mother;  how  should 
it  have  been  otherwise?  and  thè  ideal  Renzo  would  gently 
creep  in  as  a  third  party,  as  thè  reai  person  had  so  often 
done.  So,  with  everybody,  in  every  place,  in  every  remem- 
brance  of  thè  past,  he  never  failed  to  introduce  himself. 
And  if  thè  poor  girl  allowed  herself  sometimes  to  penetrate 
in  fancy  into  thè  obscurity  of  thè  future,  there,  too,  he  would 
appear,  if  it  were  only  to  say  :  I,  ten  to  one,  shall  not  be 
there.  However,  if  not  to  think  of  him  at  all  were  a  hopeless 
undertaking,  yet  Lucia  succeeded  up  to  a  certain  point,  in 
thinking  less  about  him,  and  less  intensely  than  her  heart 
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would  have  wished.  She  would  even  have  succeeded  bet- 
ter,  had  she  been  alone  in  desiring  to  do  so.  But  there  was 
Donna  Prassede,  who,  bent  on  her  part,  upon  banishing  thè 
youth  from  her  thoughts,  had  found  no  better  expedient  than 
constantly  talking  about  him.  *  Well/  she  would  say,  *  have 
you  given  up  thinking  of  him?> 

f  I  am  thinking  of  nobody/  replied  Lucia. 

Donna  Prassede,  however,  not  to  be  appeased  by  so 
evasive  an  answer,  replied  that  there  must  be  deeds,  not 
words;  and  enlarged  upon  thè  usuai  practices  of  young 
girls,  f  who/  said  she,  *  when  they  have  set  their  hearts  upon 
a  dissolute  fellow,  (and  it  is  just  to  such  they  have  a  lean- 
ing,)  won’t  consent  to  be  separated  from  them.  An  honest 
and  rational  contract  to  a  worthy  man,  a  well-tried  charac- 
ter,  which,  by  some  accident,  happens  to  be  frustrated, — 
they  are  quickly  resigned;  but  let  it  be  a  villani,  and  it  is 
an  incurable  wound/  And  then  she  commenced  a  panegyric 
upon  thè  poor  absentee,  thè  rascal  who  had  come  to  Milan 
to  plunder  thè  town,  and  massacre  thè  inhabitants;  and 
tried  to  make  Lucia  confess  all  thè  knavish  tricks  he  had 
played  in  his  own  country. 

Lucia,  with  a  voice  tremulous  with  shame,  sorrow,  and 
such  indignation  as  could  fìnd  place  in  her  gentle  breast  and 
humble  condition,  affirmed  and  testifìed  that  thè  poor  fellow 
had  done  nothing  in  his  country  to  give  occasion  for  any- 
thing  but  good  to  be  saìd  of  him  ;  *  she  wished/  she  said, 
‘  that  some  one  were  present  from  his  neighbourhood,  that 
thè  lady  might  hear  his  testimony/  Even  on  his  adventures 
at  Milan,  thè  particulars  of  which  she  could  not  learn,  she 
defended  him  merely  from  thè  knowledge  she  had  had  of 
him  and  his  behaviour,  from  his  very  childhood.  She  de¬ 
fended  him,  or  intended  to  defend  him,  from  thè  simple  duty 
of  charity,  from  her  love  of  truth,  and,  to  use  just  thè  ex- 
pression  by  which  she  described  her  feelings  to  herself,  as 
her  neighbour.  But  Donna  Prassede  drew  fresh  arguments 
from  these  apologies,  to  convince  Lucia  that  she  had  quite 
lost  her  heart  to  this  man.  And,  to  say  thè  truth,  in  these 
moments  it  is  difficult  to  say  how  thè  matter  stood.  The 
disgraceful  picture  thè  old  lady  drew  of  thè  poor  youth, 
revived,  from  opposition,  more  vividly  and  distinctly  than 
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ever  in  thè  mind  of  thè  young  girl,  thè  idea  which  long  habit 
had  established  there;  thè  recollections  she  had  stifled  by 
force,  returned  in  crowds  upon  her;  aversion  and  contempi 
recalled  all  her  old  motives  of  esteem  and  sympathy,  and 
blind  and  violent  hatred  only  excited  stronger  feelings  of 
pity.  With  these  feelings,  who  can  say  how  much  there 
might  or  might  not  be  of  another  affection  which  follows 
npon  them,  and  introduces  itself  so  easily  into  thè  mind? 
Let  it  be  imagined  what  it  would  do  in  one  whence  it  was 
attempted  to  eject  it  by  force.  However  it  may  be,  thè  con- 
vérsation,  on  Lucia*  s  side,  was  never  carried  to  any  great 
length,  for  words  were  very  soon  resolved  into  tears. 

Had  Donna  Prassede  been  induced  to  treat  her  in  this 
way  from  some  inveterate  hatred  towards  her,  these  tears 
might,  perhaps,  have  vanquished  and  silenced  her;  but  as 
she  spoke  with  thè  intention  of  doing  good,  she  went  on 
without  allowing  herself  to  be  moved  by  them,  as  groans 
and  imploring  cries  may  arrest  thè  weapons  of  an  enemy, 
but  not  thè  instrument  of  thè  surgeon.  Having,  however, 
dischar ged  her  duty  for  that  time,  she  would  turn  from 
reproaches  and  denunciations  to  exhortation  and  advice, 
sweetened  also  by  a  little  praise;  thus  designing  to  temper 
thè  bitter  with  thè  sweet,  thè  better  to  obtain  her  purpose, 
by  working  upon  thè  heart  under  every  state  of  feeling! 
These  quarrels,  however,  (which  had  always  nearly  thè  same 
beginntng,  middle,  and  end,)  left  no  resentment,  properly 
speaking,  in  thè  good  Lucia's  heart  against  thè  harsh  ser- 
monizer,  who,  after  all,  treated  her,  in  generai,  very  kindly; 
and  even  in  this  instance,  evinced  a  good  intention.  Yet  they 
left  her  in  such  agitation,  with  sudi  a  tumult  of  thoughts  and 
affections,  that  it  required  no  little  time,  and  much  effort,  to 
regain  her  former  degree  of  calmness. 

It  was  well  for  her  that  she  was  not  thè  only  one  to 
whom  Donna  Prassede  had  to  do  good;  for,  by  this  means, 
these  disputes  could  not  occur  so  frequently.  Besides  thè 
rest  of  thè  family,  all  of  whom  were  persons  more  or  less 
needing  amendment  and  guidance— besides  all  thè  other 
occasions  which  òffered  themselves  to  her,  or  she  contrived 
to  find,  of  extending  thè  same  kind  office,  of  her  own  free 
will,  to  many  to  whom  she  was  under  no  obligations;  she 
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had  also  five  daughters,  none  of  whom  were  at  home,  but 
who  gave  her  much  more  to  think  about  than  if  they  had 
been.  Three  of  these  were  nuns,  two  were  married:  hence 
Donna  Prassede  naturally  found  herself  with  three  monas- 
teries  and  two  houses  to  superintend  ;  a  vast  and  complicated 
undertaking,  and  thè  more  arduous,  because  two  husbands, 
backed  by  fathers,  mothers,  and  brothers  ;  three  abbesses, 
supported  by  other  dignitaries,  and  by  many  nuns,  would  not 
accept  her  superintendence.  It  was  a  complete  warfare, 
alias  five  warfares,  concealed,  and  even  courteous,  up  to  a 
certain  point,  but  ever  active,  ever  vigilant.  There  was  in 
every  one  of  these  places  a  continued  watchfulness  to  avoid 
her  solicitude,  to  dose  thè  door  against  her  counsels,  to 
elude  her  inquiries,  and  to  keep  her  in  thè  dark,  as  far  as 
possible,  on  every  undertaking.  We  do  not  mention  thè 
resistance,  thè  difficulties  she  encountered  in  thè  management 
of  other  stili  more  extraneous  affairs:  it  is  well  known  that 
one  must  generally  do  good  to  men  by  force.  The  place 
where  her  zeal  coùld  best  exercise  itself,  and  have  full  play, 
was  in  her  own  house:  here  everybody  was  subject  in  every- 
thing,  and  for  everything,  to  her  authority,  saving  Don 
Ferrante,  with  whom  things  went  on  in  a  manner  entirely 
peculiar. 

A  man  of  studious  turn,  he  neither  loved  to  command 
nor  obey.  In  all  household  matters,  his  wife  was  thè  mis- 
tress,  with  his  free  consent;  but  he  would  noi  submit  to  be 
her  slave.  And  if,  when  requested,  he  occasionally  lent  her 
thè  assistance  of  his  pen,  it  was  because  it  suited  his  taste; 
and  after  all,  he  knew  how  to  say  no,  when  he  was  not  con- 
vinced  of  what  she  wished  him  to  write.  f  Use  your  own 
sense/  he  would  say,  in  sudi  cases  ;  *  do  it  yourself,  silice  it 
seems  so  clear  to  you/  Donna  Prassede,  after  vainly  en- 
deavouring  for  some  time  to  induce  him  to  recant,  and  do 
what  she  wanted,  would  be  obliged  to  content  herself  with 
murmurjng  frequently  against  him,  with  calling  him  one  who 
hated  trouble,  a  man  who  would  have  his  own  way,  and  a 
scholar:  a  title  which,  though  pronounced  with  contempt, 
was  generally  mixed  with  a  little  complacency. 

Don  Ferrante  passed  many  hours  in  his  study,  where  he 
had  a  considerable  collection  of  books,  scarcely  less  than 
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three  hundred  volumes  :  all  of  them  choice  works,  and  thè 
most  highly  esteemed  on  their  numerous  several  subjects, 
in  each  of  which  he  was  more  or  less  versed.  In  astrology, 
he  was  deservedly  considered  as  more  than  a  dilettante ; 
for  he  not  only  possessed  thè  generical  notions  and  common 
vocabulary  of  infìuences,  aspects,  and  conjunctions  ;  but  he 
knew  how  to  talk  very  aptly,  and  as  it  were  ex  cathedra,  of 
thè  twelve  houses  of  thè  heavens,  of  thè  great  circles,  of 
lucid  and  obscttre  degrees,  of  exultation  and  dejection,  of 
transitions  and  revoluti ons— -in  short,  of  thè  most  assured 
and  most  recondite  princìples  of  thè  Science.  And  it  was 
for  perhaps  twenty  years  that  he  maintained,  in  long  and 
frequent  disputes,  thè  System  of  Cardano  against  another 
learned  man  who  was  staunchly  attached  to  that  of  Alca- 
bizio,  from  mere  obstinacy,  as  Don  Ferrante  said;  who, 
readily  acknowledging  thè  superiority  of  thè  ancients,  eould 
not,  however,  endure  that  unwillingness  to  yield  to  thè 
moderns,  even  when  they  evidently  have  reason  on  their 
side.  He  was  also  more  than  indifferently  acquainted  with 
thè  history  of  thè  Science;  he  eould,  on  an  occasion,  quote 
thè  most  celebrateci  predictions  which  had  been  verified,  and 
reason  clearly  and  learnedly  on  other  celebrated  predictions 
which  had  failed,  showing  that  thè  fault  was  not  in  thè 
Science,  but  in  those  who  knew  not  how  to  apply  it. 

He  had  learnt  as  much  of  ancient  philosophy  as  might 
have  sufficed  him,  but  stili  went  on  acquiring  more  from 
thè  study  of  Diogenes  Laertius.  As,  however,  these  Systems, 
how  beautiful  soever  they  may  be,  cannot  all  be  held  at 
once;  and  as,  to  be  a  philosopher,  it  is  necessary  to  choose 
an  author,  so  Don  Ferrante  had  chosen  Aristotle,  who,  he 
used  to  say,  was  neither  ancient  nor  modern;  he  was  thè 
philosopher,  and  nothing  more.  He  possessed  also  various 
works  of  thè  wisest  and  most  ingenious  disciples  of  that 
school  among  thè  moderns  :  those  of  its  impugners  he  would 
never  read,  not  to  throw  away  time,  as  he  said;  nor  buy, 
not  to  throw  away  money.  Surely,  by  way  of  exception,  did 
he  find  room  in  his  library  for  those  celebrated  two-and- 
twenty  volumes  De  Subtilitate ,  and  for  some  other  anti- 
peripatetic  work  of  Cardano’s,  in  consideration  of  his  value 
in  astrology.  He  said,  that  he  who  eould  write  thè  treati.se 
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De  Restitutione  iempomm  et  mot  imm  ccclestium ,  and  thè 
hook  Duodecim  geniturarum,  deserved  to  be  listened  to  even 
when  he  erred  ;  that  thè  great  def ect  of  this  man  was,  that 
he  had  too  much  talent  ;  and  that  no  one  could  conceive  what 
he  might  have  arrived  at,  even  in  philosophy,  had  he  kept 
himself  in  thè  right  way.  In  short,  although,  in  thè  judg- 
ment  of  thè  learned,  Don  Ferrante  passed  for  a  consum- 
mate  peripatetic,  yet  he  did  not  deem  that  he  knew  eriough 
about  it  himself;  and  more  than  once  he  was  obliged  to  con- 
fess,  with  gfeat  modesty,  that  essence,  universals,  thè  soul 
of  thè  world,  and  thè  nature  of  things,  were  not  so  very 
clear  as  might  be  imagined. 

He  had  made  a  recreation  rather  than  a  study  of  naturai 
philosophy  ;  thè  very  works  of  Aristotle  on  this  sub] ect  he 
had  rather  read  than  studied  :  *  y  et,  with  this  slight  perusal, 
with  thè  notices  incidentali  gathered  from  treatises  on 
generai  philosophy,  with  a  few  cursory  glances  at  thè  Magia 
naturale  of  Porta,  at  thè  three  histories,  lapidum,  animaliumf 
plani  arum,  of  Cardano,  at  thè  treatise  on  herbs,  plants,  and 
animals,  by  Albert  Magnus,  and  a  few  other  works  of  less 
note,  he  could  entertain  a  party  of  learned  men,  for  a  while, 
with  dissertations  on  thè  most  wonderful  virtues  and  most 
remarkable  curiosities  of  many  medicinal  herbs;  he  could 
mìnutely  describe  thè  forms  and  habits  of  sirens  and  thè 
solitary  phosnix;  and  explain  how  thè  salamander  exists  in 
thè  fire  without  burning;  how  thè  remora,  that  diminutive 
fish,  has  strength  and  ability  completely  to  arrest  a  ship  of 
any  size  in  thè  high  seas  ;  how  drops  of  dew  become  pearls 
in  thè  shell;  how  thè  chameleon  feeds  on  air;  how  ice,  by 
beìng  gradually  hardened,  is  formed  into  crystal,  in  thè 
course  of  time;  with  many  other  of  thè  most  wonderful 
secrets  of  nature. 

Into  those  of  magic  and  witchcraft  he  had  penetrated 
stili  more  deeply,  as  it  was  a  Science,  says  our  anonymous 
author,  much  more  necessary  and  more  in  vogue  in  those 
days,  in  which.the  facts  were  of  far  higher  importance,  and 
it  was  more  within  reach  to  verify  them.  It  is  unnecessary 
to  say  that  he  had  no  other  object  in  view  in  such  a  study, 
than  to  inform  himself,  and  to  become  acquainted  with  thè 
very  worst  arts  of  thè  sorcerers,  in  order  that  he  might  guard 
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magistrates  to  make  strici  search  in  any  houses  which  might 
be  reported  to  them;  together  with  fresh  commands  to  thè 
bakers  to  keep  their  shops  well  furnished  with  bread,  under 
pain ,  in  case  of  f allure,  of  Uve  years  in  thè  galleys,  or  even 
greaicr  penaliies ,  at  thè  will  of  his  Excellency.  He  who 
can  imagine  such  a  proclamation  executed,  must  have  a  very 
clever  imagination;  and,  certainly,  had  all  those,  issued  at 
that  time  taken  effect,  thè  duchy  of  Milan  would  have  had 
at  least  as  many  people  on  thè  seas  as  Great  Britain  itself 
may  have  at  present. 

At  any  rate,  as  they  ordered  thè  bakers  to  make  so 
much  bread,  it  was  also  necessary  to  give  some  orders  that 
thè  materials  for  makìng  it  should  not  fail.  They  had  con- 
trived,  (as,  in  times  of  scarcity,  thè  endeavour  is  always 
renewed  to  reduce  into  bread  different  alimentary  materials, 
usually  consumed  under  another  form,)-  they  had  con- 
trived,  I  say,  to  introduce  rìce  into  a  composition,  called 
mixed  bread.  On  thè  23rd  November,  an  edict  was  pub- 
lished,  to  limit  to  thè  disposai  of  thè  superintendent,  and 
thè  twelve  members  who  constituted  thè  board  of  provision, 
one-half  of  thè  dressed  rice  ( risone  it  was  then,  and  is  stili, 
called  there)  which  every  one  possessed  ;  with  thè  threat,  to 
any  one  who  should  dispose  of  it  without  thè  permìssion  of 
these  noblemen,  of  thè  loss  of  thè  article,  and  a  fine  of 
three  crowns  a  bushel.  The  honesty  of  this  proceeding  every 
one  can  appreciate. 

But  it  was  necessary  to  pay  for  this  rice,  and  at  a  price 
very  disproportioned  to  that  of  bread.  The  burden  of 
supplying  thè  enormous  inequality  had  been  imposed  upon 
thè  city;  but  thè  Council  of  thè  Decurioni ,  who  had  under- 
taken  to  discharge  thè  debt  in  behalf  of  thè  city,  deliberated 
thè  sanie  day,  2$rd  of  November,  about  remonstrating  with 
thè  governor  on  thè  impossibility  of  any  longer  maintaining 
such  an  engagement;  and  thè  governor,  in  a  decree  of  thè 
7th  December,  fìxed  thè  price  of  thè  above-named  rice  at 
twelve  livres  per  bushel.  To  those  who  should  demand  a 
higher  price,  as  well  as  to  those  who  should  reiuse  to  sell, 
he  threatened  thè  loss  of  thè  article,  and  a  fine  of  equal 
value,  and  greater  pecuniary,  and  even  corporal  punishment , 
including  thè  galleys ,  at  thè  will  of  his  Excellency ,  ac- 
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cording  io  thè  nature  of  thè  case ,  and  thè  rank  of  thè 
offender. 

The  price  of  undressed  rice  had  been  already  limited  be- 
fore  thè  insurrection  ;  as  thè  tariff,  '  or,  to  use  that  most 
famous  term  of  modern  annals,  thè  maximum  of  wheat,  and 
other  of  thè  commonest  grains,  had  probably  been  estab- 
lished  in  different  decrees,  which  we  have  not  happened 
to  meet  with. 

Bread  and  flour  being  thus  reduced  to  a  moderate  price 
at  Milan,  it  follo wed  of  consequence  that  people  fìocked 
thither  in  crowds  to  obtain  a  supply.  To  obviate  this  in- 
convenience,  as  he  said,  Don  Gonzalo,  in  another  edict  of 
thè  I5th  December,  prohibited  carrying  bread  out  of  thè 
city,  beyond  thè  value  of  twenty  pence,  under  penalty  of 
thè  loss  of  thè  bread  itself,  and  twenty-fìve  crowns;  or, 
in  case  of  inability ,  of  two  stripes  in  public,  and  greater 
punishment  stili,  as  usuai,  at  thè  zvill  of  his  Excellency.  On 
thè  2211  d  of  thè  sanie  month,  (and  why  so  late,  it  is  diffìcult 
to  say,)  a  similar  order  was  issued  with  regard  to  flour  and 
grain. 

The  multitude  had  tried  to  procure  abundance  by  pillage 
and  incendiarism  ;  thè  legai  arm  would  have  maintained 
it  with  thè  galleys  and  thè  scourge.  The  means  were  con- 
venient  enough  in  themselves,  but  what  they  had  to  do 
with  thè  end,  thè  reader  knows;  how  they  actually  an- 
swered  their  purpose,  he  will  see  directly.  It  is  easy,  too, 
to  see,  and  not  useless  to  observe,  thè  necessary  connection 
between  these  stranger  measures;  each  was  an  inevitable 
consequence  of  thè  antecedent  one;  and  all  of  thè  first, 
which  fixed  a  price  upon  bread  so  different  to  that  which 
would  have  resulted  from  thè  reai  state  of  things.  Such 
a  provision  ever  has,  and  ever  must  have,  appeared  to  thè 
multitude  as  consistent  with  justice,  as  simple  and  easy  of 
execution:  hence,  it  is  quite  naturai  that,  in  thè  depriva- 
tions  and  grievances  of  a  famine,  they  should  desire  it,  im- 
plore  it,  and,  if  they  can,  enforce  it.  In  proportion,  then, 
as  thè  consequences  begin  to  be  felt,  it  is  necessary  that  they 
whose  duty  it  is  should  provide  a  remedy  for  each,  by  a 
regulation,  prohibiting  men  to  do  what  they  were  impelled 
to  do  by  thè  preceding  one.  We  may  be  permitted  to  re» 
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marie  here  in  passing  a  singular  coincidence.  In  a  country 
and  at  a  period  by  no  means  remote,  a  period  thè  most  clam- 
orous  and  most  renowned  of  modera  history,  in  similar  cir- 
cumstances,  similar  provisions  obtained,  (thè  same,  we  misjht 
almost  say,  in  substance,  with  thè  sole  difference  of  pro- 
portions,  and  in  nearly  thè  same  succession;)  they  obtained 
m  spite  of  thè  march  of  intellect,  and  thè  knowledge  which 
had  spread  over  Europe,  and  in  that  country,  perhaps,  more 

an  any  other;  and  this,  principally,  because  thè  great  mass 
oi  thè  people,  whom  this  knowledge  had  not  yet  reached, 
could,  m  thè  long  run,  malce  their  judgment  prevail,  and,’ 
as  it  were  there  said,  compel  thè  hands  of  those  who  made 
thè  laws. 

But  to  return  to  our  subject.  On  a  review  of  thè  cir- 
cumstances,  there  were  two  principal  fruits  of  thè  insur- 
rection.:  destruction  and  actual  loss  of  provisìon,  in  thè  in- 
surrection.  ìtself,  and  a  consumption,  while  thè  tariti  lasted 
immense,  immeasurable,  and,  so  to  say,  jovial,  which  rapidly 
dimmished  thè  small  quantity  of  grain  that  was  to  have 
sufficed  till  thè  next  harvest.  To  these  generai  effeets  may 
be  added,  thè  pumshment  of  four  of  thè  populace,  who  were 
hung  as  rmgleaders  of  thè  tumult,  two  before  thè  bake- 
house  of  thè  Crutches,  and  two  at  thè  end  of  thè  Street 
where  thè  house  of  thè  superintendent  of  provisions  was 
situateci. 

As  to  thè  rest,  thè  historical  accounts  of  those  times  have 
been  wntten  so  much  at  random,  that  no  information  is  to 
be  found  as.  to  how  and  when  this  arbitrary  tariti  ceased. 
If,  m  thè  failure  of  positive  notices,  we  may  be  allowed  to 
form  a  conjecture,  we  are  inclined  to  believe  that  it  was 
withdrawn  shortly  before,  or  soon  after,  thè  24th  Decem- 
ber,. which  was  thè  day  of  thè  execution.  As  to  thè  procla- 
mations,  after  thè  last  we  have  quoted,  of  thè  22nd  of  thè 
same  rnonth,  we  find  no  more  on  thè  subject  of  provisions- 
whether  it  be  that  they  have  perished,  or  have  escaped  our 
researches,  or,  finally,  that  thè  government  discouraged  if 
not  mstructed,  by  thè  inefficiency  of  these  its  remedies  and 
quite  overwhelmed  with  different  matters,  abandoned  them 
to  their  own  course..  We  find,  indeed,  in  thè  records  of 
more  than  one  historian,  (inclined,  as  they  were,  rather  to 
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describe  great  events,  than  to  note  thè  causes  and  progress 
of  them,)  a  picture  of  thè  country,  and  chiefly  of  thè  city, 
in  thè  already  advanced  winter,  an'd  following  sprmg,  when 
thè  cause  of  thè  evil,  thè  disproportion,  ».  e.,  between  lood 
and  thè  demand  for  it,  (which,  far  from  bemg  removed, 
wae  even  increased,  by  thè  remedies  which  temporanly 
suspended  its  effects,)  when  thè  trae  cause,  I  say  of  thè 
scarcity,  or,  to  speak  more  correctly, _  thè  scaicity  ìtself, 
was  operating  without  a  check,  and  exerting  its  full  force._ 
was  not  even  checked  by  thè  introduction  of  a  sufficient 
supply  of  corn  from  without,  to  which  remedy  were  opposed 
thè  insufficiency  of  public  and  private  means,  thè  pover  y 
of  thè  surrounding  countries,  thè  prevailing  amine, 
tediousness  and  restrictions  of  commerce,  and  thè  laws  them- 
selves  tending  to  thè  production  and  violent  mamtenance 
of  moderate  prices.  We  will  give  a  sketch  of  thè  mournful 

P  At  every  step,  thè  shops  closed;  manuf actones  for  thè 
most  part  deserted;  thè  streets  presenting  an  mdescribable 
spectacle,  an  incessant  tram  of  misenes,  a  perpetuai  abode 
of  sorrows.  Professed  beggars  of  long  standing,  now  be- 
come  thè  smallest  number,  mingled  and  lost  in  a  new  swarm 
and  sometimes  reduced  to  contend  for  alms  with  those 
from  whom,  in  fortner  days,  they  had  been  accustomed  to 
receive  them.  Apprentices  and  clerks  dismissed  by _  shop 
keepers  and  merchants,  who,  when  their  daily  profits  d - 
minished,  or  entirely  failed,  were  lrnng  sparmgly  on  thè 
savings,  or  on  their  capitai;  shopkeepers  and  merchants 
themselves,  to  whom  thè  cessation  of  business  had  brought 
failure  and  ruin;  workmen,  in  every  trade  and  manufacture, 
thè  commonest  as  well  as  thè  most  refined,  thè  mos  ”ec 
sary  as  well  as  those  more  subservient  to  luxury,  wandenn^ 

!  from  door  to  door,  and  from  Street  to  Street,  leamng  agams 
thè  corners,  stretched  upon  thè  pavement,  along  thè  houses 
•  and  churches,  begging  piteously,  or  hesitating  between  want 
and  a  stili  unsubdued  shame,  emaciated,  weak,  and  trem- 
bling,  from  long  fasting,  and  thè  cold  that  Pler£ed  thr°U^ 
their  tattered  and  scanty  garments,  which  stili,  however,  in 
many  instances,  retained  traces  of  havmg  been  once  “  * 
better  condition;  as  their  present  ìdleness  and  despondency 
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ili  disguised  indications  of  former  habits  of  indqstry  and 
cou  rag  e.  Min  gl  ed  in  thè  deplorable  throng,  and  forming  no 
small  part  of  it,  were  servants  dismissed  by  their  masters, 
who  either  had  sunk  from  mediocrity  into  poyerty,  or  other- 
wise,  from  wealthy  and  noble  citizens,  had  become  unable 
in  such  a  year,  to  maintain  their  accustomed  pomp  of  reti- 
nue.  And  for  each  one,  so  to  say,  of  these  different  needy 
objects,  was  a  number  of  others,  accustomed,  in  part,  to  live 

y  their  gains;  children,  women,  and  aged  relatives,  grouped 
around  their  old  supporters,  or  dispersed  in  search  of  relief 
elsewhere. 

There  were,  also,  easily  distinguishable  by  their  tangled 
loeks,  by  thè  relics  of  their  showy  dress,  or  even  by  some- 
th™8  ^  ^eir  carriage  and  gestures,  and  by  that  expression 
which  habits  impress  upon  thè  countenance,  thè  more  marked 
and  distinct  as  thè  habits  are  strange  and  unnsual, — many 
of  that  vile  race  of  bravoes,  who,  having  lost  in  thè  common 
calamity  their  wickedly  acquired  substance,  now  went  about 
implonng  it  for  charity.  Subdued  by  hunger,  contending 
with  others  only  in  etitreaties,  and  reduced  in  person,  tliey 
dragged  themselves  along  through  thè  streets,  which  they 
had  so  often  traversed  with  a  lofty  brow,  and  a  suspiciotis 
and  ferocious  look,  dressed  in  sumptuous  and  fantastic  liv- 
eries,  furnished  with  rich  arms,  plumed,  decked  out,  and 
perfumed;  and  humbly  extended  thè  hand  which  had  so 
often  been  insolently  raised  to  threaten,  or  treacherously 
to  wonnd.  ■  ■■  jì 

But  thè  niost  frequent,  thè  most  squalid,  thè  most  hideons 
spectacle,  was.  that  of  thè  country  people,  alone,  in  couples, 
or  even  in  entire  families  ;  husbands  and  wives,  with  infants 
in  their  arms,  or  tied  up  in  a  bundle  upon  their  backs,  with 
children  dragged  along  by  thè  hand,  or  with  old  people  be- 
hmd.  Some  there  were  who,  having  had  their  houses  in- 
vaaed  and  pillaged  by  thè  soldiery,  had  fled  thither,  either  ^s 
residents  or  passengers,  in  a  kind  of  desperation  ;  and  among 
these  there  were  some  who  displayed  stronger  incentives  to 
compassion,  and  greater  distinction  in  misery,  in  thè  scars 
and  bruises  from  thè  wounds  they  had  received  in  thè  defence 
of  their  few  remaimng  provisions;  while  others  gave  way 
to  a  blind  and  bruta!  liqentiousness.  Others,  again,  unreached 


476  ALESSANDRO  MANZONI 

by  that  particular  scourge,  but  driven  from  their  homes  by 
those  two,  from  which  thè  remotest  corner  was  not  exempt, 
sterility  and  prices  more  exorbitant  than  ever,  to  meet  what 
were  called  thè  necessities  of  war,  had  come,  and  were  con- 
tinually  pouring  into  thè  city,  as  to  thè  ancient  seat  and 
ultimate  asylum  of  plenty  and  pious  munificence.  .  The  newly 
arrived  might  be  distinguished,  not  only  by  a  hesitating  step, 
and  novel  air,  but  stili  more  by  a  look  of  angry  astonish- 
ment,  at  finding  such  an  accumulation,  such  an  excess,  such 
a  rivalry  of  misery,  in  a  place  where  they  had  hoped  to  ap- 
pear  singular  objects  of  compassion,  and  to  attract  to  them- 
selves  all  assistance  and  notice.  The  others,  who,  for  more 
or  less  time,  had  haunted  thè  streets  of  thè  city,  prolonging 
life  by  thè  scanty  food  obtained,  as  it  were,  by  chance,  in 
such  a  disparity  between  thè  supply  and  thè  demand,  bore 
expressed  in  their  looks  and  carriage  stili  deeper  and  moie 
anxious  consternation.  Various  in  dress,  (or  rather  rags,) 
as  well  as  appearance,  in  thè  midst  of  thè  common  prostra- 
tion,  there  were  thè  pale  faces  of  thè  marshy  districts,  thè 
bronzed  countenances  of  thè  open  and  hilly  country,  and  thè 
ruddy  complexion  of  thè  mountaineer,  all  alike  wasted  and 
emaci ated,  with  sunken  eyes,  a  stare  between  sternness  and 
idiocy,  matted  locks,  and  long  and  ghastly  beards;  bodies, 
once  plump  and  inured  to  f atigue,  now  exhausted  by  want  ; 
shrivelled  skin  on  their  parched  arms,  legs,  and  bony  breasts, 
which  appeared  through  their  disordered  and  tattered  gar- 
ments;  while  different  from,  but  not  less  melancholy  than, 
this  spectacle  of  wasted  vigour,  was  that  of  a  more  quickly 
subdued  nature  ;  of  languor,  and  a  more  self-abandoning  de- 
bility,  in  thè  weaker  sex  and  age. 

Here  and  there,  in  thè  streets  and  cross-ways,  along 
thè  walls,  and  under  thè  eaves  of  thè  houses,  were  layers 
of  trampled  straw  and  stubble,  mixed  with  dirty  rags. 
Yet  such  revolting  filth  was  thè  gift  and  provision  of  charity  ; 
they  were  places  of  repose  prepared  for  some  of  those  mis- 
erable  wretches,  where  they  might  lay  their  heads  at  night. 
Occasionally,  even  during  thè  day,  some  one  might  be  seen 
lying  there,  whom  faintness  and  abstinence  had  robbed  of 
breath,  and  thè  power  of  supporting  thè  weight  of  his  body. 
Sometimes  these  wretched  couches  bore  a  corpse  ;  sometimes 


«o  thè  groi,n<1. 

sudden  impulse  of  compassion  i7  ^  Seen’  attracted  by  a 
TrnS  te,n.deredt  organizedP  with  „!0”  TT  pIaces  assistale 

proceedmg  from  a  hand  rich  nX  f.?resiSht’  and 

”  tbe  exercise,  of  doino-  „onr,  „  "  ,leans>  and  experienced 

°f  thè  good  Federico  «f?  ,1  3  Iar^e  scalettile  hand 
-hose  ready  and  peievSnJl'v6  dl°ice  of s*  priesi 
nnnistered  to  by  a  robnsf  n  g  charity  was  united  with  and 
Pajrs,  and  assigned  to  each  ’’  theSC  he  divìd^  into 

Uniate,  followed  by  »„Zr  7  p3rt  of  the  city  to  neram 
together  with  o  K  ^ '**“">«>  vari°as  ki  offo?d' 
storatives,  and  ciothing  Fverv  ^  **  more  sP^cIy  re’ 
dispersed  themselves  thi-ough JL “mgthese  three  pairs 
^ons,  approached  those  whom  +h  tre^ts  ln  di*fferent  direc- 

cànafr"11?’  and  3dminis‘ered  to  eaTh  rd  -tmched  upon 

capable  of  receiving.  Some  in  7  h  .ass,stance  he  was 
no  ionger  able  to  partale  r>f  *7  ag°nies  of  death  and 
hands  the  las,  "*»*«*£ 

those  Whom  tood  mj,ht  ..m  £  Ttlons  of  telson.  To 

eggs,  bread,  or  wfne;  whiìe  to  otff  ^  dlsPensed  sotip 
abstmence,  they  offered  jellies  and  exhausted  V  Ionger 

*■«  * 

Wish  that,  at  least  where  it  couldlbe  e’VTi  u’6  g0od  bfshop’s 
more  permanent  reiief  should  be  ,  xte.nded>  efficacious  and 
creatures,  who  felt  sufficienti ’  ^  ad®]nistered-  Those  poor 

kffidlt0  St-and  Up  3nd  walk-  were  a  f  I? J76  first  r®- 

an?  fh  nif  Hftry’  with  a  «ttle  money  thnT  ^’  by  the  same 
and  the  failure  of  further  s,,wn  7’  .  *  returning  need 

again  immediately  into  theTr  w  ’,“lght  not  bri4  2 
sought  shelter  and  «*  thè  reft,  tty 

louses.  Those  among  thè  inhabitanf1”6  tf  the  neighbouring 
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478  .  ,  Vioarder  agreed  upon  thè 

creature  migbt  be  receive  as  ^  0{  thè  expense.  They 

terms,  and  imniediately  defraye^  thus  lod  d  to  thè 

then  gave  noLce  t  g0  to  see  them  ;  and  they  them 

d.d  confimi 

evil  had  reached  ìts  height,  fed  all>  be  employed  in 

ardent  and  versatile  c  a  y  anticipate,  and  take,  so 
all,  hasten  where  ìt  cou  were  varieties  of  need.  In 

say,  as  many  forms  as  A  saving  with  sti 

fact,  by  bringmg  together  ali  n  sUfflS  destmed  to 

more  rigorous  economy,  and  ppty  r|ndered  of  secondary 
other  purposes  of  chanty,  now  of  makmgmoney, 

importance,  he  had  tr  ecl  ev  y  poverty.  He  made 

to  be  expended  entirely  dfspatched  to  thè  most 

large  purchases  of  corn,  wh  eh ^he ^esp  were  far 

ndlgent  parts  of  his  diocese ,  andas  plentiful  supphes 

from  equalling  thè  thè  circum- 

of  Salt,  ^sVthe  6eld,  and  tork T^’alo'S 

Xgwi>.  converted  i»*»  ^  deS  »  “Se' clt,  1  he  t.»s«« 
tributed  corn  and  money  to  thè  c  he  relieved  in  secret 

visited  it  by  distriets  dispensi  J  Jchi’episcopal  palace  large 
many  destitute  famihes ,  in  d>  and  acCordmg  to  thè 

quantities  of  rice  were  dai  y  physician,  Alessan- 

account  of  a  contemporary  "”te’>h  we  shall  frequently 
dro  Tadino,  in  his  "wo  thousand  por- 

bave  occasion  to  quot  distributed  every  mornmg. 

ringers  of  this  food  were  £  -t  which  we  may  certamly 
But  these  frmts  of  ya"ty’  conskler  that  they  pro- 

imecify  as  wonderful,  when  w^  ^  hig  sole  resources 
ceeded  from  cme  indivulual.  d  de  a  dispenser  of 

(for  Federigo  habitually  *  her  with  thè  bounty  of 

thè  liberality  of  others,)  ^  so  copions,  at  least  more  nu- 

SSJ^^tawbddies  8.»«^4ee„£lCof°,Heh 

Decurioni  to  meet  ^‘Sg“er^So"Cptovision,  were,  after  alUn 
was  committed  to  thè  Board  d  inadequate.  While 
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some  few  mountaineers  and  inhabitants  of  thè  valleys,  who 
were  ready  to  die  of  hunger,  had  their  lives  prolonged  by 
thè  Càr dinar s  assistance,  others  arrived  at  thè  extremest 
verge  of  starvation;  thè  former,  having  consumed  their 
measured  supplies,  returned  to  thè  same  state;  in  other  parts,  ”* 
not  forgotten,  but  considered  as  less  straitened  by  a  charity 
which  was  compelled  to  make  distinctions,  thè  sufferings  be-  \ 
carne  fatai;  in  every  direction  they  perished,  from  every  di¬ 
rection  they  floeked  to  thè  city.  Here  two  thousand,  we  will 
say,  of  famishing  creatures,  thè  strongest  and  most  skilful 
in  surmounting  competition,  and  making  way  for  themselves, 
obtained,  perhaps,  a  bowl  of  soup,  so  as  not  to  die  that  day  ; 
but  many  more  thousands  remained  behind,  envying  those, 
shall  we  say,  more  fortunate  ones,  when  among  them  who 
remained  behind,  were  often  their  wives,  children  or  par- 
ents?  And  while,  in  two  or  three  parts  of  thè  city,  some  of 
thè  most  destitute  and  reduced  were  raised  from  thè  ground, 
revived,  recovered,  and  provided  for,  for  some  time,  in  a 
hundred  other  quarters,  many  more  sank,  languished,  or  even 
expired,  without  assistance,  without  alleviation. 

Throughout  thè  day  a  confused  humming  of  lamentable 
entreaties  was  to  be  heard  in  thè  streets;  at  night,  a  mur- 
mur  of  groans,  broken  now  and  then  by  howls,  suddenly 
bursting  upon  thè  ear,  by  loud  and  long  accents  of  com-  ; 
plaint,  or  by  deep  tones  of  invocation,  terminating  in  wild 
shrieks. 

It  is  worthy  of  remark.  that  in  such  an  extremity  of  want, 
in  such  a  variety  of  complaints,  not  one  attempt  was  ever 
made,  not  one  rumour  ever  raised,  to  bring  about  an  insur- 
rection:  at  least,  we  find  not  thè  least  mention  of  such  a 
thing.  Yet,  among  those  who  lived  and  died  in  this  way, 
there  was  a  great  number  of  men  brought  up  to  anything 
rather  than  patient  endurance;  there  were,  indeed,  in  hun- 
dreds,  those  very  same  individuals  who,  on  St.  Martin’s-day, 
had  made  themselves  so  sensibly  felt.  Nor  must  it  be  im- 
agined  that  thè  example  of  those  four  unhappy  men,  who 
bore  in  their  own  persons  thè  penalty  of  all,  was  what  now 
kept  them  in  awe:  what  force  could,  not  thè  sight,  but  thè 
remembrance,  of  punishments  have,  on  thè  minds  of  a  dis- 
persed  and  reunited  multitude,  who  saw  themselves  con* 
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demned,  as  it  were,  to  a  prolonged  punishment,  which  they 
were  already  suffering?  But  so  constituted  are  we  mortals 
in  generai,  that  we  rebel  indignantly  and  violently  against 
medium  evils,  and  how  in  silence  under  extreme  ones;  we 
bear,  not  with  resignation,  but  stupefaction,  thè  weight  of 
what  at  fìrst  we  had  called  insupportable. 

The  void  daily  created  by  mortality  in  this  deplorable 
multitude,  was  every  day  more  than  repieni  shed  :  there  was 
an  incessant  concourse,  fìrst,  from  thè  neighbouring  towns, 
then  from  all  thè  country,  then  from  thè  cities  of  thè  state, 
to  thè  very  borders,  even,  of  others.  And  in  thè  mean  while, 
old  inhabitants  were  every  day  leaving  Milan  ;  some  ^  to 
withdraw  from  thè  sight  of  so  much  suffering;  others,  being 
driven  from  thè  field,  so  to  say,  by  new  competitors  for 
support,  in  a  last  desperate  attempt  to  find  sustenance  else- 
where,  anywhere — anywhere,  at  least,  where  thè  crowds  and 
rivalry  in  begging  were  not  so  dense  and  importunate.  These 
oppositely  bound  traveder s  met  each  other  on  their  different 
routes,  all  spectacles  of  horror,  and  disastrous  omens  of 
thè  fate  that  awaited  them  at  thè  end  of  their  respective 
journeys.  They  prosecuted,  however,  thè  way  they  had  once 
undertaken,  if  no  longer  with  thè  hope  of  changing  their 
condition,  at  least  not  to  return  to  a  scene  which  had  become 
odious  to  them,  and  to  avoid  thè  sight  of  a  place  where  they 
had  been  reduced  to  despair.  Some,  even,  whose  last  vital 
powers  were  destroyed  by  abstinence,  sank  down  by  thè  way, 
and  were  left  where  they  expired,  stili  more  fatai  tokens  to 
their  brethren  in  condition,— an  object  of  horror,  perhaps 
of  reproach,  to  other  passengers.  f  I  saw/  writes  Ripamonti, 
4  lying  in  thè  road  surrounding  thè  wall,  thè  corpse  of  a 
woman  .  .  .  Half-eaten  grass  was  hanging  out  of  her  mouth, 
and  her  contaminated  lips  stili  made  almost  a  convulsive 
effort  .  .  .  She  had  a  bundle  at  her  back,  and,  secured  by 
bands  to  her  bosom,  hung  an  infant,  which  with  bitter  cries 
was  calling  for  thè  breast  .  .  .  Some  compassionate  persons 
had  come  up,  who,  raising  thè  miserable  little  creature  from 
thè  ground,  brought  it  some  sustenance,  thus  fulfilling  in  a 
measure  thè  fìrst  maternal  office.’ 

The  contrast  of  gay  clothing  and  rags,  of  superfluity  and 
misery,  thè  ordinary  spectacle  of  ordinary  times,  had,  in 
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ihese  peculiar  ones,  entirely  ceased.  Rags  and  misery  had 
invaded  almost  every  rank;  and  what  now  at  all  distin- 
guished  them  was  but  an  appearance  of  frugai  mediocrity. 
The  nobility  were  seen  walking  in  becoming  and  modest,  or 
even  dirty  and  shabby,  clothìng;  some,  because  thè  common 
causes  of  misery  had  affected  their  fortunes  to  this  degree, 
or  even  given  a  finishing  hand  to  fortunes  already  much 
dilapidated;  others,  either  from  fear  of  provoking  public 
desperation  by  display,  or  from  a  feeling  of  shame  at  thus  in- 
sulting  public  calamity.  Petty  tyrants,  once  hated  and  Iooked 
upon  with  awe,  and  accustomed  to  wander  about  with  an  in- 
solent  train  of  bravoes  at  their  heels,  now  walked  almost  unat- 
tended,  crest-fallen,  and  with  a  look  which  seemed  to  offer 
and  entreat  peaee.  Others  who,  in  prosperity  also,  had  been 
of  more  humane  dispositiòn  and  more  civil  hearing,  appeared 
nevertheless  confused,  distracted,  and,  as  it  were,  overpow- 
ered  by  thè  continuai  view  of  a  calamity,  which  excluded 
not  only  thè  possibility  of  relief,  but,  we  may  almost  say, 
thè  powers  of  commiseration.  They  who  were  able  to  afford 
any  assistance,  were  obliged  to  make  a  melancholy  choice 
between  hunger  and  hunger,  between  extremity  and  ex- 
tremity.  And  no  sooner  was  a  compassionate  hand  seen  to 
drop  anything  into  thè  hand  of  a  wretched  beggar,  than  a 
strife  immediately  rose  between  thè  other  miserable  wretches; 
those  who  retained  stili  a  little  strength,  pressed  forward  to 
solicit  with  more  importunity;  thè  feeble,  aged  people,  and 
children,  extended  their  emaciated  hands;  mothers,  from 
behind,  raised  and  held  out  their  weeping  infants,  miserably 
clad  in  their  tattered  swaddling-clothes,  and  reclining  lan- 
guidly  in  their  arms. 

Thus  passed  thè  winter  and  thè  spring  :  for  some  time  thè 
Board  of  Health  had  been  remonstrating  with  thè  Board  of 
Provision,  on  thè  danger  of  contagion  which  threatened  thè 
city  from  so  much  suffering,  accumulated  in,  and  spread 
throughout  it;  and  had  proposed,  that  all  thè  vagabond  men- 
dicants  should  be  collected  together  into  thè  different  hos- 
pitals.  While  this  pian  was  being  debated  upon  and  ap- 
proved;  while  thè  means,  methods,  and  places,  were  being 
devised  to  put  it  into  effect,  corpses  multiplied  in  thè  streets, 
every  day  bringing  additional  numbers;  and  in  proportion 
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to  this,  followed  all  thè  other  concomitants  of  loathsomeness, 
misery,  and  danger.  It  was  proposed  by  thè  Board  of  Pro- 
vision  as  more  practicable  and  expeditious,  to  assemble  all 
thè  mendicants,  healthy  or  diseased,  in  one  place,  thè  Laz¬ 
zaretto,  and  there  to  f eed  and  maintain  them  at  thè  public 
expense  ;  and  this  expedient  was  resolved  upon,  in  spite  of 
thè  Board  of  Health,  which  objected  that,  in  such  an  assem- 
blage,  thè  evil  would  only  be  increased  which  they  wished 
to  obviate. 

The  Lazzaretto  at  Milan  (perchance  this  story  should 
fall  into  thè  hands  of  any  one  who  does  not  know  it,  either 
by  sight  or  description),  is  a  quadrilateral  and  almost  equi- 
lateral  enclosure,  outside  thè  city,  to  thè  left  of  thè  gate 
called  thè  Porta  Orientale,  and  separated  from  thè  bastions 
by  thè  width  of  thè  fosse,  a  road  of  circumvallation,  and  a 
smaller  moat  runnìng  round  thè  building  itself.  The  two 
larger  sides  extend  to  about  thè  length  of  five  hundred  paces  ; 
thè  other  two,  perhaps,  fifteen  less  ;  all,  on  thè  outside, 
divided  into  little  rooms  on  thè  ground  fìoor;  while,  running 
round  three  sides  of  thè  interior,  is  a  continuous,  vaulted 
portico,  supported  by  small  lìght  pillar s.  The  number  of  thè 
rooms  was  once  two  hundred  and  eighty-eight,  some  larger 
than  other s  ;  but  in  our  days,  a  large  aperture  made^in 
thè  middle,  and  a  smaller  one  in  one  corner  of  thè  side 
that  flanks  thè  highway,  have  destroyed  I  know  not  how 
many. 

At  thè  period  of  our  story  there  were  only  two  entrances, 
one  in  thè  centre  of  thè  side  which  looked  upon  thè  city- 
wall,  thè  other  facing  it  in  thè  opposite  side.  In  thè  midst 
of  thè  clear  and  open  space  within,  rose  a  small  octagonal 
tempie,  which  is  stili  in  existence.  The  primary  object  of  thè 
whole  edifice,  begun  in  thè  year  1489?  with  a  private  legacy, 
and  afterwards  continued  with  thè  public  money,  and  that 
of  other  testators  and  donors,  was,  as  thè  name  itself  de¬ 
notes,  to  afford  a  place  of  refuge,  in  cases  of  necessity,  to 
such  as  were  ili  of  thè  plague  ;  which,  for  some  time  before 
that  epoch,  and  for  a  long  while  after  it,  usually  appeared 
two,  four,  six,  or  eight  times  a  century,  now  in  this,  now  in 
that  European  country,  sometimes  taking  a  great  part  of  it, 
sometimes  even  traversing  thè  whole,  so  to  say,  from  one 


I  PROMESSI  SPOSI 


483 


end  to  thè  other.  At  thè  time  of  which  we  are  speaking,  thè 
Lazzaretto  was  merely  used  as  a  repository  for  goods  sus- 
pected  of  conveying  infection. 

To  prepare  it  on  this  occasion  for  its  new  destinatimi,  thè 
usuai  forms  were  rapidly  gone  through  ;  and  having  hastily 
made  thè  necessary  cleansings  and  prescribed  experiments, 
all  thè  goods  were  immediately  liberated.  Straw  was  spread 
out  in  every  room,  purchases  were  made  of  provisions,  of 
whatever  kind  and  in  whatever  quantities  they  could  be  prò. 
cured;  and,  by  a  public  edict,  all  beggars  were  invited  to 
take  shelter  there. 

Many  will'ingly  accepted  thè  offer;  all  those  who  were 
lyittg  ili  in  thè  streets  or  sqùares  were  carried  thither  ;  and 
in  a  few  days  there  was  altogether  more  than  three  thousand 
Who  had  taken  refuge  there.  But  far  more  were  they  who 
remained  behind,  Whether  it  were  that  each  one  expected 
to  see  others  go,  and  hoped  that  there  would  thus  be  a  smaller 
party  left  to  share  thè  relief  which  could  be  obtained  in  thè 
city,  or  from  a  naturai  repugnance  to  confinement,  or  from 
thè  distrust  felt  by  thè  poor  of  all  that  is  proposed  to  them 
by  those  who  possess  wealth  or  power  (a  distrust  always 
proportioned  to  thè  common  ignorance  of  those  who  feel 
it  and  those  who  inspire  it— to  thè  number  of  thè  poor,  and 
thè  strictness  of  thè  regulations),  or  from  thè  actual  knowl- 
edge  of  what  thè  offer  ed  benefit  was  in  reality,  or  whether 
it  were  all  these  put  together,  or  whatever  dse  it  might  he, 
certain  it  is  that  thè  greater  number,  paying  no  attention 
to  thè  invitation,  continued  to  wander  about  begging  through 
thè  city.  This  being  perceived,  it  was  considered  advisable 
to  pass  from  invitation  to  force.  Bailiffs  were  sent  round, 
who  drove  all  thè  mendicants  to  thè  Lazzaretto,  who  even 
brought  those  bound  who  made  any  resistance  ;  for  each  one 
of  whom  a  premium  of  ten  soldi1  was  assigned  to  them  ;  so 
true  is  it  that,  even  in  thè  scarcest  times,  public  money  may 
always  be  founcl  to  be  employed  foolishly.  And  though,  as 
it  had  been  imagined,  and  even  expressly  intended  by  thè 
pròvision,  a  certain  number  of  beggars  made  their  escape 
from  thè  city  to  go  and  live  or  die  elsewhere,  if  it.were  only 
in  freedom,  yet  thè  compulsion  was  such,  that  in  a  short 

1  Tenpence. 
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lime  thè  number  of  refugees,  what  with  guests  and  prison- 
ers,  amounted  to  nearly  ten  thousand. 

We  must  naturally  suppose  that  thè  women  and  children 
were  lodged  in  separate  quarters,  though  thè  records  of  thè 
time  make  no  mention  of  it.  Regulations,  besides,  and  pro- 
visions  for  thè  maintenance  of  good  order,  would  certainly 
not  be  wanting;  but  thè  reader  may  imagine  what  kind  of 
order  could  be  established  and  maintained,  especially  in  those 
times,  and  under  such  circumstances,  in  so  vast  and  diversi- 
fied  an  assemblage,  where  thè  unwilling  inmates  associated 
with  thè  willing, — those  to  whom  mendicity  was  a  mournful 
necessity,  and  subject  of  shame,  with  those  whose  trade 
and  custom  it  had  long  been;  many  who  had  been  trained 
to  honest  industry  in  thè  fìelds  or  warehouses,  with  many 
others  who  hNad  been  brought  up  in  thè  streets,  taverns,  or 
some  other  vile  resorts,  to  idleness,  roguery,  scoffing,  and 
violence. 

How  they  fared  all  together  for  lodging  and  food,  might 
be  sadly  conjectured,  had  we  no  positive  information  on  thè 
subject;  but  we  have  it.  They  slept  crammed  and  heaped 
together,  by  twenty  and  thlrty  in  each  little  celi,  or  lying 
under  thè  porticoes,  on  pallets  of  putrid  and  fetid  straw,  or 
even  on  thè  bare  ground  :  it  was  ordered,  indeed,  that  'thè 
straw  should  be  fresh  and  abundant,  and  frequently  changed; 
but,  in  fact,  it  was  scarce,  bad,  and  never  renewed.  There 
were  orders,  likewise,  that  thè  bread  should  be  of  a  good 
quality  ;  for  what  administration  ever  decreed  that  bad  com- 
modities  should  be  manufactured  and  dispensed?  But  how 
obtain,  under  thè  existing  circumstances,  and  in  such  con- 
fusion,  what  in  ordinary  cases  could  not  have  been  procured, 
even  for  a  less  enormous  demand?  It  was  affirmed,  as  we 
find  in  thè  records  of  thè  times,  that  thè  bread  of  thè  Laz¬ 
zaretto  was  adulterated  with  heavy  but  unnutritious  mate- 
rials;  and  it  is  too  likely  that  this  was  not  a  mere  unfounded 
compiami  There  was  also  a  great  deficiency  of  water,  that 
is  to  say,  of  wholesome  spring-water  :  thè  common  beverage 
must  have  been  from  thè  moat  that  washed  thè  walls  of  thè 
enclosure,  shallow,  slow,  in  places  even  muddy;  and  become, 
too,  what  thè  use  and  thè  vicinity  of  such  and  so  vast  a 
multitude  must  have  rendered  it. 
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To  all  these  causes  of  mortality,  thè  more  effective  as 
they  acted  upon  diseased  or  enfeebled  bodies,  was  added  thè 
most  unpropitious  season  ;  obstinate  rains,  followed  by  a 
drought  stili  more  obstinate,  and  with  it,  an  anticipated  and 
violent  heat.  To  these  evils  were  added  a  keen  sense  of 
them  •  thè  tedium  and  frenzy  of  captivity  ;  a  longing  to  return 
to  old  habits;  grief  for  departed  friends;  anxious  remem- 
brances  of  absent  ones;  disgust  and  dread,  mspired  by  thè 
misery  of  others;  and  many  other  feehngs  of  despair,  or 
madness,  either  brought  with  them,  or  first  awakened  there ; 
together  with  thè  apprehension  and  Constant  spectacle  ot 
death,  which  was  rendered  frequent  by  so  many  causes,  and 
had  become  itself  a  new  and  powerful  cause.  Nor  ìs  it  to 
be  wondered  at,  that  mortality  increased  and  prevailed  in 
this  confinement,  to  such  a  degree,  as  to  assume  the.aspect, 
and  with  many  thè  name,  of  pestilence.  Whether  it  were 
that  thè  union  and  augmentation  of  all  these  causes  only 
served  to  increase  thè  activity  of  a  merely  epidemie  inflm 
,  enza,  or  (as  it  seems  frequently  to  happen  m  less  severe  and 
prolonged  famines)  that  a  reai  contagipn  had  gamed  ground 
there,  which,  in  bodies  disposed  and  prepared  for  it  by  thè 
scarcity  and  bad  quality  of  food,  by  unwholesome  air,  by 
uncleanliness,  by  exhaustion,  and  by  consternation,  found 
its  own  temperature,  so  to  say,  and  ìts  _own  season;— thè 
conditions,  in  short,  necessary  for  its  birth,  preservation, 
and  multiplication  ;  (if  one  unskilled  in  these  matters  may 
he  allowed  to  put  forth  these  sentiments,  after  thè  hypothesis 
propounded  by  certain  doctors  of  medicine,  and  re-pro- 
pounded  at  length,  with  many  arguments,  and  much  caution, 
by  one  as  diligent  as  he  is  talented;2)  or  whether  again,  thè 
contagion  first  broke  out  in  thè  Lazzaretto  itself,  as,  ac- 
cording  to  an  obscure  and  inexact  account,  it  seems  was 
thought  by  thè  physicians  of  thè  Board  of  Health;  or 
whether  it  were  actually  in  existence  and  hovenng  about 
before  that  time,  (which  seems,  perhaps,  thè  most  likely, 
if  we  recollect  that  thè  scarcity  was  already  umversal,  and 
of  long  date,  and  thè  mortality  frequent,)  and  that,  when 
once  introduced  there,  it  spread  with  fresh  and  terrible  ra- 


2  On  thè  Spotted  Plague 
learned  F.  Eiwipo  Acerbi, 


.  .  and  on  other  contagions 
Ch.  iii.  §  i  and  2. 


in  generai,  by  thè 
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piclity,  owing  to  thè  accumulation  o£  bodies,  which  were 
rendered  stili  more  disposed  to  receive  it,  from  thè  increas- 
ìng  efficacy  of  thè  other  causes;  whichever  of  these  con- 
jectures  be  thè  true  one,  thè  daily  number  of  deaths  in  thè 
Lazzaretto  shortly  exceeded  a  hundred. 

While  all  thè  rest  here  was  languor,'  suffering,  fear,  lam- 
entations,  and  horror,  in  thè  Board  of  Provision  there  was 
shame,  stupefaction,  and  incertitude.  They  consulted  and 
listened  to  thè  advice  of  thè  Board  of  Health,  and  could 
hnd  no  other  course  than  to  undo  what  had  been  done  with 
so  much  preparation,  so  much  expense,  and  so  much  unwill- 
mgness  They  opened  thè  Lazzaretto,  and  dismissed  all 
who  had  any  strength  remaining,  who  made  thelr  escape 
with  a  kmd  of  furious  joy.  The  city  once  more  resounded 
with  its  former  clamour,  but  more  feeble  and  interrupted- 
it  again  saw  that  more  diminished,  and  ‘more  mìserable  ’ 
crowd,  says.  Ripamonti,  when  remembering  how  it  had  been 
thus_  diminished  The  sick  were  transported  to  Santa 
Maria  della  Stella,  at  that  time  an  hospital  for  beggars; 
and  here  thè  greater  part  perished. 

In  thè  mean  while,  however,  thè  blessed  fields  began  to 
whiten.  The  mendicants  from  thè  country  set  off,  each  one 
to  his  own  parts,  for  this  much-desired  harvest.  The  good 
Federigo  dismissed  them  with  a  last  effort  and  new  in- 
vention  of  charity  ;  to  every  countryman  who  presented 
himself  at  thè  archiepiscopal  palace,  he  gave  a  a  tulio, *  and 
a  reapmg  sickle. 

With  thè  harvest,  thè  scarcity  at  length  ceased;  thè 
moitahty,  however,  whether  epidemie  or  contagious,  though 
decreasing  from  day  to  day,  was  protracted  even  into  thè 
season  of  autumn.  It  was  on  thè  point  of  vanishing,  when, 
behold,  a  new  scourge  made  its  appearance. 

Many  important  events,  of  that  kind  which  are  more 
pecuharly.  denominated  historical  faets,  had  taken  place 
durmg  this  interval.  The  Cardinal  Richelieu  having  as 
we  have  said,  taken  La  Rochelle,  and  having  patched’  up 
an  accommodation  with  thè  King  of  England,  had  proposed 
and  carried  by  his  potential  voice  in  thè  French  Council 
thett  some  effectual  succour  should  be  rendered  to  thè 

3  A  piece  of  money,  in  value  about  sixpence  sterling. 
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Duke  of  Nevers,  and  had,  at  thè  sanie  time,  persuaded  thè 
King  himself  to  conduct  thè  expedition  in  person.  While 
making  thè  necessary  preparations,  thè  Count  de  Nassau, 
imperiai  commissary,  suggested  at  Mantua  to  thè  new  Duke, 
that  he  should  give  up  thè  States  into  Ferdinand  s  hands, 
or  that  thè  latter  would  send  an  army  to  occupy  them.  The 
Duke  who,  in  more  desperate  circumstances,  had  scornea 
to  accept  so  hard  and  little-to-be-trusted  a  condition,  and 
encouraged  now  by  thè  approaching  aid  from  France,  scorned 
it  so  much  thè  more;  but  in  terms  in  which  thè  nc »  was 
wrapped  up  and  kept  at  a  distance,  as  much  as  might  be, 
and  with  even  more  apparent,  but  less  costly,  proposals  of 

submission.  ,  . _ _ 

The  commissary  look  his  departure,  threatenmg 
they  would  come  to  decide  it  by  force.  In  thz  month  of 
March  thè  Cardinal  Richelieu  made  a  descent,  with  thè  King, 
at  thè  head  of  an  army;  he  demanded  a  passage  from  thè 
Duke  of  Savoy,  entered  upon  a  treaty,  which,  h™ever,  was 
not  concluded  ;  and  after  an  encounter,  in  which  thè  French 
had  thè  advantage,  again  negotiated  and  concluded  ana8™' 
ment,  in  which  thè  Duke  stipulated,  among  other  things, 
that  Cordova  should  raise  thè  siege  of  Casak ;  PledSlnShl“* 
self  in  case  of  his  refusai,  to  join  with  thè  French,  for  thè 
invasion  of  thè  Duchy  of  Milan.  Don  Gonzalo,  reckon- 
ing  it  too,  a  very  cheap  bargain,  withdrew  his  army  from 
Casale,  which  was  immediately  entered  by  a  body  of  French 

t0 I^wl^on ^hif  occasion  that  Achillini  addressed  to  King 
Louis  his  famous  sonnet 

•  Sudate,  o,  fochi,  a  preparar  metalli;  ’ 

and  another,  in  which  he  exhorted  him  to  repair  immedi¬ 
ately  to  thè  deliverance  of  Terra-Santa  But  there  is  a 
fatai  decree,  that  thè  advice  of  poets  should  not  be  followed; 

and  if  any  doings  happen  to  be  found  in  Aa't 

formity  with  their  suggestions,  we  may  safely  affirm  that 
they  were  resolved  upon  beforehand.  The  Cardinal  Rich- 
elieu  determined,  instead,  to  return  to  France  on  affairs 
which  he  considered  more  urgent.  Girolamo  Soranzo,  thè 
Venetian  envoy,  urged,  indeed,  much  stronger  reasons 
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to  divert  his  resolution;  but  thè  King  and  thè  Cardinal  pay- 
“S  “ore  attention  to  his  prose  than  to  thè  verses  of 
Adulimi,  returned  with  thè  greater  part  of  thè  army,  leav- 
ìng  only  six  thousand  men  in  Susa,  to  occupy  thè  pass,  and 
mamtam  thè  treaty. 

While  this  army  was  retiring  on  one  hand,  that  of  Fer¬ 
dinand,  headed  by  thè  Count  di  Collabo,  approached  on  thè 
other;  ìt  mvaded  thè  country  of  Grisons  and  Valtelline 
and  prepared  to  descend  upon  thè  Milanese.  Besides  all 
thè  terrors  to  which  thè  announcement  of  such  a  migration 
gave  rise,  thè  alartning  rumour  got  abroad,  and  was  con- 
hrmed  by  express  tidings,  that  thè  plague  was  lurking  in  thè 
army,  of  which  there  were  always  some  symptoms  at  that 
time  m  thè  German  troops,  according  to  Varchi,  in  speaking 
of  that  which,  a  century  before,  had  been  introduced  into 
hlorence  by  their  means.  Alessandro  Tadino,  one  of  thè 
Conservators  of  thè  public  health,  (there  were  six,  besides 
thè  president;  four  magistrates  and  two  physicians  )  was 
commissioned  by  thè  Board,  as  he  himself  relates  in  his  Rag¬ 
guaglio  already  quoted,4  to  remonstrate  with  thè  governor 
on  thè  fearful  danger  which  threatened  thè  country,  if 
that  vast  multitude  obtained  a  passage  through  it  to  Mantua 
as  thè  report  ran.  From  thè  whole  behaviour  of  Don  Gon¬ 
zalo,  it  appears  he  had  a  great  desire  to  make  a  figure  in  his- 
tory,  which,  in  truth,  cannot  avoid  giving  an  account  of  some 
of  his  domgs;  but  (as  often  happens)  it  knew  not,  or  took 
no  pains  to  record,  an  act  of  his,  thè  most  worthy  of  re- 
membrance  and  attention— thè  answer  he  gave  to  thè  physi- 
cian  Tadino  on  this  occasion.  He  replied,  ‘That  he  knew 
not  what  to  do;  that  thè  reasons  of  interest  and  reputation 
which  had  caused  thè  march  of  that  army,  were  of  greater 
weight  than  thè  represented  danger;  but  that,  nevertheless, 
he  must  try  to  remedy  it  as  well  as  he  could,  and  must  then 
trust  m  Providence. 


io  remedy  it,  therefore,  as  well  as  he  could,  thè  two 
physicians  of  thè  Board  of  Health  (thè  above-mentioned 
ladino,  and  Senatore  Settala,  son  of  thè  celebrated  Lodo- 
vico,)  proposed  in  this  committee  to  prohibit,  under  severe 

^  ™  wJAh\s, 
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penalties,  thè  purchase  of  any  kind  of  commodities  what- 
soever  from  thè  soldiers  who  were  about  to  pass;  but  it 
was  impossible  to  make  thè  president  understand  thè  ad- 
vantage  of  such  a  regulation;  ‘A  kind-hearted  man,’  says 
Tadino,5  ‘  who  would  not  believe  that  thè  probability  of  thè 
death  of  so  many  thousands  must  follow  upon  traffic  with 
these  people  and  their  goods.’  We  quote  this  extract,  as 
one  of  thè  singularities  of  those  times:  for  certainly,  since 
there  have  been  Boards  of  Health,  no  othei  president  of 
one  of  them  ever  happened  to  use  such  an  argument  if  t 
argument  it  be. 

As  to  Don  Gonzalo,  this  reply  was  one  of  his  last  perform- 
ances  here;  for  thè  ili  success  of  thè  war,  promoted  and  con- 
ducted  chiefly  by  himself,  was  thè  cause  of  his  being  re- 
moved  from  his  post,  in  thè  course  of  thè  summer.  On  his 
departure  from  Milan,  a  circumstance  occurred  which,  by 
some  contemporary  writer,  is  noticed  as  thè  first  of  that 
kind  that  ever  happened  there  to  a  man  of  his  rank.  On  leav- 
ing  thè  palace,  called  thè  City  Palace,  surrounded  by  a  great 
company  of  noblemen,  he  encountered  a  crowd  of  thè  popu- 
lace,  some  of  whom  preceded  him  in  thè  way,  and  others  fol- 
lowed  behind,  shouting,  and  upbraiding  him  with  impreca- 
tions,  as  being  thè  cause  of  thè  famine  they  had  suffered,  by 
thè  permission,  they  said,  he  had  given  to  carry  corn  and  rice 
out  of  thè  city.  At  his  carriage,  which  was  following  thè 
party  they  hurled  worse  missiles  than  words  :  stones,  bricks, 
cabbage-stalks,  rubbish  of  all  sorts— thè  usuai  ammunition, 
in  short,  of  these  expeditions.  Repulsed  by  thè  guards,  they 
drew  back  ;  but  only  to  run,  augmented  on  thè  way  by  many 
fresh  parties,  to  prepare  themselves  at  thè  Porta  Ticinese, 
through  which  gate  he  would  shortly  have  to  pass  in  his  car¬ 
riage.  When  thè  equipage  made  its  appearance,  followed  by 
many  others,  they  showered  down  upon  them  all,  both  with 
hands  and  slings,  a  perfect  torrent  of  stones.  The  matter, 
however,  went  no  further. 

The  Marquis  Ambrogio  Spinola  was  despatched  to  suppiy 
his  place,  whose  name  had  already  acquired,  in  thè  wars  of 
Flanders,  thè  military  renown  it  stili  retains.  _ 

In  thè  mean  while,  thè  German  army  had  received  definite 
5  Page  17. 
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orders  to  march  forward  to  Mantua,  and,  in  thè  month  of 
September,  they  entered  thè  Duchy  of  Milan 

n  Jbe  7UtTy  f°rCeS  “  those  days  were  stili  chiefly  com- 
posed  of  volunteers,  enhsted  under  commanders  by  profes- 
sion,  sometimes  by  commission  from  this  or  that  prince- 
sometimes,  also,  on  their  own  account,  that  they  might 

fttracted0  tohtb“Se  V6S1  and  thdr  “en  t0gether'  These  were 
attraeteci  to  this  employment,  much  less  by  thè  pay,  than  by 

hcense.  There  ìs  no  fixed  and  universal  discipline  in  an 
army  so  composed;  nor  was  it  possible  easily  to  brLg  into 

rh0rity  0f  50  many  different 

leaders.  These  too,  m  particular,  were  not  very  nice  on  thè 
jec  o  discipline,  nor,  had  they  been  willing,  can  we  see 
how  they  could  have  succeeded  in  establishing  and  maintain- 
mg.it;  for  soldiers  of  this  kind  would  either  have  revolted 
agamst  an  ìnnovating  commander,  who  should  have  taken 

hlm  1°  hN  he1r  t0  ab°llsh  Pil]a§'e>  or>  at  least,  would  have  left 
him  by  himself  to  defend  his  colours.  Besides,  as  thè  princes 
who  hired  these  troops  sought  rather  to  have  hands  enou-h 
°  !nXre  6lr  UfIertakÌngS’  than  t0  proportion  thè  number 

IcanH  rr  remUneratÌOn>  which  were  generally  very 
scanty,  so  thè  payments  were  for  thè  most  part  late  on 

account,  and  by  little  at  a  time;  and  thè  spoils  of  thè  cóun- 
tries  they  were  making  war  upon,  or  over-ran,  became  as 
it  were,  a  compensation  tacitly  accorded  to  them  It  was  a 

s;^h«r”e“e,n'%sc"“'y  ^ k* 

ame,  that  it  was  easier  to  mamtain  an  army  of  a  hundred 
ousand  men,  than  one  of  twelve  thousand.  And  that  of 

w£o  ,WH  artspeaking’  was  in  great  P**,  composed  of  men 

w^r’  so  rdTl,  !  a°mmand’  had  ^esolated  Germany  in  that 
w  r,  so  celebrated  among  other  wars  both  for  itself  and  for 

its  effects>  which  afterwards  took  its  name  from  thè  thirtv 
years  of  its  duration;  it  was  then  thè  eleventh  year.  ThS 
,  besides,  his  own  special  regiment,  conducted  by  one  of 
his  lieutenants  ;  of  thè  other  leaders,  thè  greatest  part  had 

— dt  Ufder  hÌM;  and  there  were’  also>  more  than  one 

hfmhto  tbl^’  f,°Ur/ears  afterwards,  had  to  assist  in  bringing 
him  to  that  evil  end  which  everybody  knows  S  8 

There  were  twenty-eight  thousand  foot,  and  seven  thou- 
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sand  horse;  and  in  descending  from  Valtelline  to  reach  thè 
te rritory  of  Mantua,  they  had  to  follow,  more  or  less  closely, 
thè  course  of  thè  Adda  where  it  forms  two  branches  of  a  lake, 
then  again  as  a  river  to  its  junction  with  thè  Po,  and  after- 
wards  for  some  distance  along  thè  banks  of  this  river;  on 
thè  whole  eight  days’  march  in  thè  Duchy  of  Milan. 

A  great  part  of  thè  inhabitants  retired  to  thè  mountains, 
taking  with  them  their  most  valuable  eff ects,  and  driving  their 
cattle  before  them  ;  others  stayed  behind,  either  to  tend  upon 
some  sick  person,  or  to  defend  their  houses  from  thè  flames, 
or  to  keep  an  eye  upon  precious  things  which  they  had  con- 
cealed  under-ground  ;  some  because  they  had  nothing  to  lose  ; 
and  a  few  villains,  also,  to  make  acquisitions.  When  thè  .first 
detachment  arrived  at  thè  village  where  they  were  to  halt, 
they  quickly  spread  themselves  through  this  and  thè  neigh- 
bouring  ones,  and  plundered  them  directly  ;  all  that  could  be 
eaten  or  carried  off,  disappeared:  not  to  speak  of  thè  de- 
struction  of  thè  rest,  of  thè  fields  laid  waste,  of  thè  houses 
given  to  thè  flames,  thè  blows,  thè  wounds,  thè  rapes, 
committed. 

All  thè  expedients,  all  thè  defences  employed  to  save  prop- 
erty,  often  proved  useless,  sometimes  even  more  injurious  to 
thè  owners.  The  soldiers,  far  more  practised  in  thè  stratagems 
of  this  kind  of  war,  too,  rummaged  every  corner  of  thè  dwell- 
ings  ;  tore  down  walls  ;  easily  discovered  in.  thè  gardens  thè 
newly  disturbed  soil;  penetrated  even  to  thè  hills,  to  carry 
off  thè  cattle;  went  into  caves,  under  thè  guidance  of  some 
villain,  as  we  have  said,  in  search  of  any  wealthy  inhabitant 
who  might  be  concealed  there;  despoiled  his  person,  dragged 
him  to  his  house,  and,  by  dint  of  threats  and  blows,  compelled 


him  to  point  out  his  hidden  treasure. 

At  length,  however,  they  took  their  departnre,  and  thè  dis- 
tant  sounds  of  drums  or  trumpets  gradually  died  away  on  thè 
ear  •  this  was  followed  by  a  few  hours  of  death-like  cairn  :  and 
then  a  new  hateful  clashing  of  arms,  a  new  hateful  rumbhng, 
announced  another  squadron.  These,  no  longer  finding  any- 
thing  to  plunder,  applied  themselves  with  thè  more  fury  to 
make  destruction  and  havoc  of  thè  rest,  burnmg  fumiturc, 
door-posts,  beams,  casks,  wine-vats,  and  sometimes  even  thè 
houses  •  they  seized  and  ill-used  thè  inhabitants  with  doublé 
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f erocity  ;-~and  so  on,  f rom  worse  to  worse,  for  twenty  days  ; 
for  into  this  number  of  detachments  thè  army  was  divided. 

Colico  was  thè  first  town  of  thè  Duchy  invaded  by  these 
fiends;  afterwards,  they  threw  themselves  into  Belano  ;  thence 
they  entered  and  spread  themselves  through  Valsassina,  and 
then  poured  down  into  thè  territory  of  Lecco. 


CHAPTER  XXIX 


AND  here  we  find  that  persons  of  our  acquaintance  were 
sharers  in  thè  wide-spread  alarm. 

JL  JL  One  who  saw  not  Don  Abbondio,  thè  day  that  thè  news 
were  suddenly  spread  of  thè  descent  of  thè  army,  of  its  near 
approach,  and  destructive  proceedings,  knows  very  little  of 
what  embarrassment  and  consternation  really  are.  They  are 
eoming!  there  are  thirty,  there  are  forty,  there  are  fifty 
thousand  !  they  are  deviìs,  heretics,  antichrists  !  they' ve  sacked 
Cortenuova  !  theyVe  set  fire  to  Primaluna  !  they’ve  devastated 
Introbbio,  Pasturo,  Barsio  !  they’ve  been  seen  at  Balabbio  ! 
they’ll  be  here  to-morrow  ! — such  were  thè  reports  that  passed 
from  mouth  to  mouth  ;  some  hurrying  to  and  fro,  others  stand¬ 
ing  in  little  parties;  together  with  tumultuous  consiiltations, 
hesitation  whether  to.fly  or  remain,  thè  women  assembling 
in  groups,  and  all  utterly  at  a  loss  what  to  do.  Don  Abbondio, 
who  had  resolved  before  any  one  else,  and  more  than  any 
one  else,  to  fly,  by  any  possible  mode  of  flight,  and  to  any 
conceivable  place  of  retreat,  discovered  insuperable  obstacles 
and  f earful  dangers.  *  What  shall  I  do  ?  ’  exclaimed  he  : 
‘  Where  shall  I  go  ?  ’  The  mountains,  letting  alone  thè  diffi- 
culty  of  getting  there,  were  not  secure:  it  was  well  known 
that  thè  German  foot  soldiers  climbed  them  like  cats,  where 
they  had  thè  least  indication  or  hope  of  finding  booty.  The 
lake  was  wide;  there  was  a  very  high  wind:  besides,  thè 
gre  ater  part  of  thè  boatmen,  fearing  they  might  be  compelled 
to  convey  soldiers  or  baggage,  had  retreated  with  their  boats 
to  thè  opposite  side  :  thè  few  that  had  remained,  were  gone 
off  overladen  with  people,  and,  distressed  by  their  own  weight 
and  thè  violence  of  thè  storni,  were  considered  in  greater  perii 
every  moment.  It  was  impossible  to  find  a  vehicle,  horse,  or 
conveyance  of  any  kind,  to  carry  him  away  from  thè  road  thè 
army  had  to  traverse;  and  on  foot  Don  Abbondio  couìd  not 
manage  any  great  distance,  and  feared  being  overtaken  by 
thè  way.  The  confines  of  thè  Bergamascan  territory  were 
not  so  very  far  off,  but  that  his  limbs  could  have  borne  him 
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thither  at  a  stretch  ;  but  a  report  had  been  already  spread, 
that  a  squadron  of  cappelletti  had  been  despatched  from 
Bergamo  in  haste,  who  were  occupying  thè  borders  to  keep 
thè  German  troops  in  order  ;  and  those  were  neither  more  nor 
3ess  devils  incarnate  than  these,  and  on  their  part  did  thè 
worst  they  could.  The  poor  man  ran  through  thè  house  with 
eyes  starting  from  his  head,  and  half  out  of  his  senses;  he 
kept  following  Perpetua  to  concert  some  pian  with  her;  but 
Perpetua,  busied  in  collecting  thè  most  valuable  household 
goods,  and  hiding  them  under  thè  floor,  or  in  any  other  out- 
of-the-way  place,  pushed  by  hurriedly,  eager  and  pre-occu- 
pied,  with  her  hands  or  arms  full,  and  replied:  ‘I  shall  have 
done  directly  putting  these  things  away  safely,  and  then  we’ll 
do  what  others  do/  Don  Abbondio  would  have  detained  her, 
and  discussed  with  her  thè  different  courses  to  be  adopted; 
but  she,  what  with  her  business,  and  her  hurry,  and  thè  fear 
which  she,  too,  felt  within,  and  thè  vexation  which  that  of 
her  master  excited,  was,  in  this  juncture,  less  tractable  than 
she  had  ever  been  before.  '  Others  do  thè  best  they  can  ;  and 
so  will  we.  I  beg  your  pardon  :  but  you  are  good  for  nothing 
but  to  hinder  one.  Do  you  think  that  others  haven’t  skins 
to  save,  too  ?  That  thè  soldiers  are  only  coming  to  fight  with 
you?  You  might  even  lend  a  hand  at  such  a  time,  instead 
of  coming  crying  and  bothering  at  one’s  feet/  With  these 
and  similar  answers  she  at  length  got  rid  of  hifn,  having  al¬ 
ready  determined,  when  this  bustling  operation  was  finished 
as  well  as  might  be,  to  take  him  by  thè  arm  like  a  child,  and 
to  drag  him  along  to  one  of  thè  mountains.  Left  thus  alone, 
he  retreated  to  thè  window,  looked,  listened  ;  or,  seeing  some 
one  passing,  cried  out  in  a  half-crying  and  half-reproachful 
tone  :  ‘  Do  your  poor  Curate  this  kindness,  to  seek  some  horse, 
some  mule,  some  ass,  for  him  !  Is  it  possible  that  nobody 
will  help  me!  Oh,  what  people  !  Wait  for  me,  at  least,  that 
I  may  go  with  you  !  wait  till  you  are  fifteen  or  twenty,  to 
take  me  with  you,  that  I  may  not  be  quite  forsaken  !  Will 
you  leave  me  in  thè  hand  of  dogs?  Don’t  you  know  they  are 
nearly  all  Lutherans,  who  think  it  a  meritorious  deed  to 
murder  a  priest?  Will  you  leave  me  here  to  be  martyred? 
Oh,  what  a  set  !  Oh,  what  a  set  ! ? 

But  to  whom  did  he  address  these  words?  To  men  who 
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werepassing  along  bending  under  thè  weight  of  their  humble 

Wére  kavinsf'at  thou?hts  ,turned  towards  that  which  they 
\  8  h°me  exp0sed  t0  Pender;  one  driving  before 
S  fa T  8  cow  another  dragging  after  him  his  diildren 
also  aden  as  heavily  as  they  could  bear,  whìle  his  wfecar  ’ 

pleTwta^^h»^’™'4  '»!>.  what  peo- 

>»•  -'«Vii  Sink”?o?";?.: 

agam  in  search  of  Perpetua.  1  1 

;m»  isrrsr1,  “id  sh«'  ■ Y»» 

ttsf&ì? by 
tyjr-  ^ for  ''hato" 

totury  tt  m  thè  garden,  at  thè  foot  of  thè  Bg-tree  •  •  and  wmt 
out.  Soon  afterwards  she  reappeared  with  a  packet  in  her 

s 1  “irr  rrìon  !°r 

CI“Pry  oasjcet,  m  thè  bottom  of  which  she  TiaefiNr 

«  “  yS  £££"  “?  «-4  sab1nb“?'LPÌ“d 

urne,  i  ou  il  carry  thè  breviary,  at  least  P 
where  are  we  going?  * 

Where  are  all  thè  rest  going?  First  of  all  wp’U  o*a 

«^Street;  and  there  we  LAee  .nd'hlfl fi?  £ J® 

At  thìs  moment  Agnese  entered,  also  carrying  a  basket 

tJZheTnh"  Sh°U'der’  “d  ”th  <>*  ■*  «f  «ne  *ho  X' 

to  make  an  ìmportant  proposal. 

snrt^in86  herse^f>  e^ua%  resolved  not  to  await  guests  of  this 
,  Ione  as  she  was  in  thè  house,  and  with  a  little  of  Hip 
money  of  thè  Unnamed  stili  left  had  he^n  Ti<àC;+  +•  r 

some  timeabout  a  place  ofretreat.  The  remainder  5  thSe 
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scudi,  which  in  thè  months  of  famine  had  been  of  such  use 
to  her,  was  now  thè  principal  cause  of  her  anxiety  and  irre- 
solution,  from  having  heard  how,  in  thè  already  mvaded 
countries,  those  who  had  any  money  had  found  themselves 
in  a  worse  condition  than  anybody  else,  exposed  alike  to  thè 
violence  of  thè  strangers  and  thè  treachery  of  their  fellow- 
countrymen.  True  it  was  that  she  had  confided  to  no  one,  save 
Don  Abbondio,  thè  wealth  that  had  f alien,  so  to  say,  into  er 
lap  •  to  him  she  had  applied,  from  time  to  time,  to  change  her 
a  scudo  into  silver,  always  leaving  him  somethmg  to  give  to 
some  one  who  was  poorer  than  herself.  But  hidden  riches, 
particularly  with  one  who  is  not  accustomed  to  handle  much, 
keep  thè  possessor  in  continuai  suspicion  of  thè  suspicion  ot 
others.  While,  however,  she  was  going  about  hiding  here 
and  there,  as  she  best  could,  what  she  could  not  manage  to 
take  with  her,  and  thinking  about  thè  scudi,  which  she  kept 
.  sewn  up  in  her  stays,  she  remembered  that,  together  with 
them,  thè  Unnamed  had  sent  her  thè  most  ampie  proffers  of 
Service;  she  remembered  what  she  had  heard  related  about 
his  castle’s  being  in  so  secure  a  situation,  where  n°thmg 
could  reach  it,  against  its  owner’s  will,  but  birds;  and  she 
resolved  to  go  and  seek  an  asylum  there.  Wondenng  how 
she  was  to  make  herself  known  to  thè  Signor,  Don  Abbondio 
quicldy  occurred  to  her  mind;  who,  after  thè  conversatici! 
we  have  related  with  thè  Archbishop,  had  always  shown  her 
particular  marks  of  kindness;  thè  more  heartily,  as  he  could 
do  so  without  committing  himself  to  any  one,  and,  thè  two 
young  people  being  far  enough  off,  thè  probability  was  also 
distant  that  a  request  would  be  made  him  which  would  nave 
put  this  kindness  to  a  very  dangerous  test.  Thinkmg  that 
in  such  confusion  thè  poor  man  would  be  stili  more  perplexed 
and  dismayed  than  herself,  and  that  this  course  might  appear 
desirable  also  to  him,  she  carne  to  make  thè  proposal.  Fmd- 
ing  him  with  Perpetua,  she  suggested  it  to  them  both  together. 

‘  What  say  you  to  it,  Perpetua  ?  ’  asked  Don  Abbondio. 

‘  I  say  that  it  is  an  inspiration  from  Heaven,  and  that  we 
mustn’t  lose  time,  but  set  off  at  once  on  our  journey.’ 

‘And  then  .  .  .’ 

‘And  then,  and  then,  when  we  get  there,  we  shall  fand  our- 
selves  very  well  satisfied.  It  is  well  known  now  that  thè 
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Signor  desires  nothing  more  than  to  benefit  his  fellow- 
creatures;  and  I’ve  no  doubt  he’ll  be  glad  to  receive  us. 
There,  on  thè  borders,  and  as  it  were  in  thè  air,  thè  soldiers 
certainly  won’t  come.  And  then,  and  then,  we  shall  find  some- 
thing  to  eat  there  ;  for  up  in  thè  mountains,  when  this  little 
store  is  gone,’  and,  so  saying,  she  placed  it  in  thè  basket  upon 
thè  linen,  ‘  we  should  find  ourselves  very  badly  off.’ 

‘ He’s  converted,  he’s  really  converted,  isn’t  he?’ 

‘  Why  should  we  doubt  it  any  longer,  after  all  that’s  known 
about  him,  nay,  after  what  you  yourself  have  seen  ?  ’ 

‘And  supposing  we  should  be  going  to  put  ourselves  in 
prison  ?  * 

‘  What  prìson?  I  declan;,  with  all  your  silly  objections, 
(I  beg  your  pardon,)  you’d  never  come  to  any  conclusion.’ 
Well  done,  Agnese!  it  was  certainly  a  capitai  thought  of 
yours  !  ’  And  setting  thè  basket  on  a  table,  she  passed  her 
arms  through  thè  straps,  and  lifted  it  upon  her  back. 

‘  Couldn’t  we  find  some  man,’  said  Don  Abbondio,  ‘  who 
would  come  with  us  as  a  guard  to  his  Curate?  If  we  should 
meet  any  ruffians,  for  there  are  plenty  of  them  roving  about, 
what  help  could  you  two  give  me  ?  ’ 

‘Another  pian,  to  waste  time  !  ’  exclaimed  Perpetua.  ‘  To 
go  now  and  look  for  a  man,  when  everybody  has  to  mind 
himself!  Up  with  you;  go  and  get  your  breviary  and  hat, 
and  let  us  set  off.’  ’ 

Don  Abbondio  obeyed,  and  sóon  returned  with  thè  breviary 
under  his  arm,  his  hat  on  his  head,  and  his  staff  in  his  hand; 
and  thè  three  companions  went  out  by  a  little  door  which  led 
into  thè  churchyard.  Perpetua  locked  it  after  her,  rather 
not  to  neglect  an  accustomed  form,  than  from  any  faith  she 
placed  in  bolts  and  door-posts,  and  put  thè  key  in  her  pocket. 
Don  Abbondio  cast  a  glance  at  thè  church  in  passing,  and 
muttered  between  his  teeth:  ‘It’s  thè  people’s  business  to 
take  care  of  it,  for  it’s  they  who  use  it.  If  they’ve  thè  least 
love  for  their  church,  they’ll  see  to  it;  if  they’ve  not,  why, 
it’s  their  own  look-out.’ 

They  took  thè  road  through  thè  fields,  each  silently  pur- 
suing  his  way,  absorbed  in  thought  on  his  own  particular 
circumstances,  and  looking  rather  narrowly  around;  more 
particular ly  Don  Abbondio,  who  was  in  continuai  apprehen- 
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sion  of  thè  àpparition  o£  some  suspicìous  figure,  or  some- 
thing  not  to  be  trusted.  However,  they  encountered  no  one  : 
all  thè  people  were  either  in  their  houses  to  guard  them,  to 
prepare  bundles,  and  to  put  away  goods,  or  on  thè  roads 
which  led  directly  to  thè  mountain-heights. 

After  heaving  a  few  deep  sighs,  and  then  giving  vent  to 
his  vexatìon  in  an  inter jection  or  two,  Don  Abbondio  began 
to  grumble  more  connectedly.  He  quarrelled  with  thè  duke 
of  Nevers,  who  might  have  been  enjoying  himself  in  France, 
and  playing  thè  prince  there,  yet  was  determined  to  be  duke 
of  Mantua  in  spite  of  thè  world;  with  thè  Emperor,  who 
ought  to  have  sense  for  thè  follies  of  others,  to  let  matters 
take  their  own  course,  and  not  stand  so  much  upon  punctilio  ; 
for,  after  all,  he  would  always  be  Emperor,  whether  Titius 
5  or  Sempronlus  were  duke  of  Mantua;  and,  above  all,  with 
thè  governor,  whose  business  it  was  to  do  everything  he 
could  to  avert  these  scourges  of  thè  country,  while,  in  fact, 
he  was  thè  very  person  to  invite  them — all  from  thè  pleasure 
he  took  in  making  war.  ‘  I  wish/  said  he,  ‘  that  these  gentry 
were  here  to  see  and  try  how  pleasant  it  ìs.  They  will  have 
a  fine  account  to  render  !  But,  in  thè  mean  while,  we  have 
to  bear  it  who  have  no  blame  in  thè  matter/ 

‘  Do  let  these  people  alone,  for  they’ll  never  come  to  help 
us/  said  Perpetua.  *  This  is  some  of  your  usuai  prating,  (I 
beg  your  pardon,)  which  just  Comes  to  nothing.  What 
rather  gives  me  uneasiness  .  .  / 

‘  What's  thè  matter  ?  * 

Perpetua,  who  had  been  leisurely  going  over  in  her  mind, 
during  their  walk,  her  hasty  packing  and  stowing  away,  now 
began  her  lamentations  at  having  forgotten  such  a  thing,  and 
badly  concealed  such  another  ;  here  she  had  left  traces  which 
might  serve  as  a  due  to  thè  robbers,  there  .  .  . 

‘  Well  done  ! 9  cried  Don  Abbondio,  gradually  sufficiently 
relieved  from  fear  for  his  life  to  allow  of  anxiety  for  his 
worldly  goods  and  chattels:  ‘  Well  done!  Did  you  really  do 
so  ?  Where  was  your  head  ?  ’ 

*  What  ! 9  exclaimed  Perpetua,  coming  to  an  abrupt  pause 
for  a  moment,  and  resting  her  hands  on  her  sides,  a$  well  as 
thè  basket  she  carried  would  allow:  e  What  !  do  you  begin 
now  to  scold  me  in  this  way,  when  it  was  you  who  almost 
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turo  ed  my  brain,  instead  of  helping  and  encouraging  me? 

I  believe  I’ve  taken  more  care  of  thè  things  of  thè  house 
than  of  my  own;  I’d  not  a  creature  to  lend  me  a  hand;  I’ve 
been  obliged  to  play  thè  Parts  of  both  Martha  and  Magdalene ; 
if  anything  goes  wrong,  I’ve  nothing  to  say  :  I’ve  done  more 
than  my  duty  now.’ 

Agnese  interrupted  these  disputes,  by  beginning,  in  her 
tura,  to  talk  about  her  own  grievances  ;  she  lamented  not  so 
much  thè  trouble  and  damage,  as  finding  all  her  hopes  of 
soon  meeting  her  Lucia  dashed  to  thè  ground  :  for,  thè  reader 
may  remember,  this  was  thè  very  autumn  on  which  they  had 
so  long  calculated.  It  was  not  at  all  likely  that  Donna  Pras- 
sede  would  come  to  reside  in  her  country-house  in  that  neigh- 
bourhood,  under  such  circumstances  :  on  thè  contrary,  she  ; 
would  more  ptobably  have  left  it,  had  she  happened  to  be 
there,  as  all  thè  other  residents  in  thè  country  were  doing. 

The  sight  of  thè  different  places  they  passed  brought  these 
thoughts  to  Agnese’s  mind  more  vividly,  and  increased  thè 
ardour  of  her  desires.  Leaving  thè  footpath  through  thè 
fields,  they  had  taken  thè  public  road,  thè  very  same  along 
which  Agnese  had  come  when  bringing  home  her  daughter 
for  so  short  a  time,  after  having  stayed  with  her  at  thè 
tailor’s.  The  village  was  already  in  sight. 

‘  We  will  just  say  “  how  d’ye  do  ”  to  these  good  people,’ 
said  Agnese. 

‘Yes,  and  rest  there  a  little;  for  I  begin  to  have  had 
enough  of  this  basket;  and  to  get  a  mouthful  to  eat  too/  said 
Perpetua. 

*  Oli  conditìon  we  don’t  lose  time;  for  we  are  not  journey- 
ing  for  our  a.musement/  concluded  Don  Abbondio. 

They  were  received  with  open  arms,  and  welcomed  with 
much  pleasure;  it  reminded  them  of  a  former  deed  of  be- 
nevolence.  f  Do  good  to  as  many  as  you  can/  here  remarks 
our  author,  ‘and  you  will  thè  more  frequently  happen  td 
meet  with  countenances  which  bring  you  pleasure/ 

Agnese  burst  into  a  flood  of  tears  on  embracing  thè  good 
woman,  which  was  a  great  relief  to  her  ;  and  could  only 
reply  with  sobs  to  thè  questions  which  she  and  her  husband 

put  about  Lucia.  #  , 

4  She  is  better  off  than  we  are/  said  Don  Abbondio  ;  she  s 
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al:  Mikn,  out  of  all  danger,  and  far  away  from  these  dia- 
bolical  dangers. 

Are  thè  Signor  Curate,  and  his  companion,  making  their 
escape,  then  ?  ’  asked  thè  tailor.  5 

‘  Certainly,’  replied  both  master  and  servant,  in  one 
breath. 

4  Oh,  how  I  pity  you  both  ! 9 

‘We  are  on  our  way/  said  Don  Abbondio,  ‘to  thè 
Castle  of  *  * 

.  ‘Jhat’s  a  very  sood  thought;  you’ll  be  as  safe  there  as 
m  Paradise. 

‘ And  youve  no  fear  here?  ’  said  Don  Abbondio. 

1 11  teli  you,  Signor  Curate  :  they  won’t  have  to  come  here 
to  halt,  or,  as  you  know  thè  saying  is,  in  polite  language 
m  ospitasene:  we  are  too  much  out  of  their  road,  thank 
Heaven.  At  thè  worst,  there’ll  only  be  a  little  party  of 
foragers,  which  God  forbid!-but,  in  any  case,  there’s  plenty 
of  time.  We  shall  first  hear  thè  intelligence  from  thè  other 
unfortunate  towns,  where  they  go  to  take  up  their  quarters.’ 

It  was  determmed  to  stop  here  and  take  a  little  rest;  and 
as  it  was  just  thè  dmner-hour,  ‘  My  friends,’  said  thè  tailor, 
will  do  me  thè  favour  of  sharing  my  poor  table:  at  any  rate, 
you  will  have  a  hearty  welcome/ 

Perpetua  said  she  had  brought  some  refreshment  with 
them  ;  and  after  exchanging  a  few  complimentary  speeches 
th^,  agreed  to  put  all  together,  and  dine  in  company 

The  children  gathered  with  great  glee  round  their  old 
iriend  Agnese.  Very  soon,  however,  thè  tailor  desired  one 
of  his  little  girls  (thè  same  that  had  carried  that  gift  of 
charity  to  thè  widow  Maria;  who  knows  if  any  reader  re- 
members  it  ?)  to  go  and  shell  a  few  early  chestnuts,  which 
were  deposited  in  one  corner,  and  then  put  them  to  roast. 

et,  rly0U’’  Suld  he  a  littIe  boy>  ‘ g°  int0  thè  garden,  and 
shake  thè  peach-tree  till  some  of  thè  fruit  falls,  and  brine- 

them  all  here  ;  go.  And  you,’  said  he  to  another,  ‘  go,  climb 
thè  fig-tree,  and  gather  a  few  of  thè  ripest  figs.  You  know 
hat  business  too  well  already.’  He  himself  went  to  tap  a 
httle  barrei  of  wine;  his  wife  to  fetch  a  clean  table-cloth- 
Perpetua  took  out  thè  provisions;  thè  table  was  spread-  a 
napkin  and  earthenware  piate  were  placed  at  thè  most  hòn- 


I  PROMESSI  SPOSI 


501 


ourable  seat  for  Don  Abbondio,  with  a  knife  and  fork  which 
Perpetua  had  in  thè  basket;  thè  dinner  was  dished,  and  thc 
party  seated  themseìves  at  thè  table,  and  partook  o£  thè  re- 
past,  i£  not  with  great  merriment,  at  least  with  much  more 
than  any  of  thè  guests  had  anticipated  enjoying  that  day. 

4  What  say  you,  Signor  Curate,  to  a  turn  out  of  this  sort  ? J 
said  thè  tailor  ;  4 1  could  fancy  I  was  reading  thè  history  of 
thè  Moors  in  France/ 

4  What  say  I?  To  think  that  even  this  trouble  should  fall 
to  my  lot  !  ’ 

4Well,  you’ ve  chosen  a  good  asylum/  resumed  his  host; 

4  people  would  be  puzzled  to  get  up  there  by  force.  And 
you’ll  find  company  there;  it’s  already  reported  that  many 
have  retreated  thither,  and  many  more  are  daily  arriving/ 

4 1  would  f  ain  hope/  said  Don  Abbondio,  4  that  we  shall  be 
well  received.  I  know  this  brave  Signor;  and  when  I  once 
had  thè  pleasure  of  being  in  his  company,  he  was  so  exceed- 
ingly  polite/ 

4  And  he  sent  word  to  me/  said  Agnese,  4  by  his  most 
illustrious  Lordship,  that  Ì£  ever  I  wanted  anything,  I  had 
only  to  go  to  him/ 

4  A  great  and  wonderf ul  conversion  !  \  resumed  Don  Ab¬ 
bondio:  4  and  does  he  really  continue  to  persevere  ?’ 

4  Oh  yes/  said  thè  tailor  ;  and  he  began  to  speak  at  some 
length  upon  thè  holy  life  of  thè  Unnamed,  and  how,  from 
being  a  scourge  to  thè  country,  he  had  become  its  example 
and  benefactor. 

4  And  all  those  people  he  kept  under  him  .  .  .  that  house- 
hold  .  .  /  rejoined  Don  Abbondio,  who  had  more  than  once 
heard  something  about  them,  but  had  never  been  sufficiently 
assured  of  thè  truth. 

4  They  are  most  of  them  dismissed/  replied  thè  tailor  ;  4  and 
they  who  remain  have  altered  their  habits  in  a  wonderf  ul 
way  !  In  short,  this  castle  has  become  like  thè  Thebaid. 
You,  Signor,  understand  these  things/ 

He  then  began  to  recali,  with  Agnese,  thè  visit  of  thè  Car¬ 
dinal.  4  A  great  man/  said  he,  4  a  great  man  !  Pity  that  he 
left  us  so  hastily  ;  for  I  did  not,  and  could  not,  do  him  any 
honour.  How  often  I  wish  I  could  speak  to  him  again,  a 
little  more  at  my  ease/ 
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Having  left  thè  table,  he  made  them  observe  an  etigraved 
likeness  of  thè  Cardinal,  whìch  he  kept  hung  up  on  one  of 
thè  door-posts,  in  veneration  for  thè  person,  and  also  that  he 
might  be  able  to  sa y  to  any  visitor,  that  thè  portrait  did  not 
resemble  him;  for  he  himself  had  had  an  opportunity  of 
studying  thè  Cardinal,  dose  by,  and  at  his  leisure,  in  that 
very  room. 

4  Did  they  mean  this  thing  here  for  him  ? 9  said  Agnese. 
f  It’s  like  him  in  dress  ;  but  .  .  / 

‘  It  doesn’t  resemble  him,  does  it  ? 9  said  thè  tailor.  É I  al- 
ways  say  so,  too;  but  it  bears  his  name,  if  nothing  more;  it 
serves  as  a  remembrance/ 

Don  Abbondio  was  in  a  great  hurry  to  be  going;  thè  tailor 
undertook  to  find  a  conveyanee  to  carry  them  to  thè  foot  of 
thè  ascent,  and  having  gone  in  search  of  one,  shortly  re- 
turned  to  say  that  it  was  coming.  Then,  turning  to  Don 
Abbondio,  he  added,  ‘  Signor  Curate,  if  you  should  ever  like 
to  take  a  book  with  you  up  there  to  pass  away  thè  time,  I 
shall  be  glad  to  serve  you  in  my  poòr  way  ;  for  I  sometìmes 
amuse  myself  a  little  with  reading.  TheyVe  not  things  to 
suit  you,  being  all  in  thè  vulgar  tongue  ;  but,  perhaps  .  .  9 
6  Thank.  you,  thank  you/  replied  Don  Abbondio  ;  ‘  under 
present  circumstances,  one  has  hardly  brains  enough  to 
attend  to  what  we  are  bid  to  readd 
While  offering  and  refusing  thanks,  and  exchanging  con- 
dolence,  good  wishes,  invitations,  and  promises  to  make  an- 
other  stay  there  on  their  return,  thè  cart  arrived  at  thè  front 
door.  Putting  in  their  baskets,  thè  travelling  party  mounted 
after  them,  and  undertook,  with  rather  more  ease  and  tran- 
quillity  of  mind,  thè  second  half  of  their  journey. 

The  taìlor  had  related  thè  truth  to  Don  Abbondio  about 
thè  Unnamed.  From  thè  day  on  which  we  left  him,  he  had 
steadily  persevered  in  thè  course  he  had  proposed  to  himself, 
stoning  iov  wrongs,  seeking  peace,  relieving  thè  poor,  and 
performing  every  good  work  fon  which  an  opportunity  pre- 
sented  itself.  The  courage  he  had  formerly  manifested  in 
offence  and  defence  now  showed  itself  in  abstaining  from 
both  one  and  thè  other.  He  had  laid  down  all  his  weapons, 
and  always  walked  alone,  willing  to  encounter  thè  possible 
consequences  of  thè  many  deeds  of  violence  he  had  com- 
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tnitted,  and  persuaded  that  it  would  be  thè  commission  of  an 
additional  one  to  employ  force  in  defence  of  a  life  which 
owed  so  much  to  so  many  creditors  ;  and  persuaded,  too,  that 
èvery  evil  which  might  be  done  to  him  would  be  an  offence 
offered  to  God,  but,  with  respect  to  himself,  a  just  retribu- 
tion  ;  and  that  he,  above  all,  had  no  right  to  constitute  him- 
self  a  punisher  of  such  offences.  However,  he  had  contxnued 
not  less  inviolate  than  when  he  had  kept  in  readiness  for  his 
security,  so  many  armed  hands,  and  his  own.  The  remem- 
brance  of  his  former  ferocity,  and  thè  sight  of  his  present 
meekness,  one  of  which,  it  might  have  been  expected,  would 
have  left  so  many  longings  for  revenge,  while  thè  other  ren¬ 
der  ed  that  revenge  so  easy,  conspired,  instead,  to  procure  and 
maintain  for  him  an  admiration,  which  was  thè  principal 
guarantee  for  his  safety.  He  was  that  very  man  whom  no 
one  could  humble,  and  who  had  now  humbled  himself 
Every  feeling  of  rancour,  therefore,  formerly  irritated  by 
his  contemptuous  behaviour,  and  by  thè  fears  of  others,  van- 
ished  before  this  new  humility  :  they  whom  he  had  offended 
had  now  obtained,  beyond  all  expectation,  and  without  dan- 
ger,  a  satisf action  which  they  could  not  have  promised  them- 
selves  from  thè  most  complete  revenge— thè  satisfaction  of 
sedng  such  a  man  mourning  over  thè  wrongs  he  had  com- 
mitted,  and  participating,  so  to  say,  in  their  indignatici 
More  than  one,  whose  bitterest  and  greatest  sorrow  had 
been,  for  many  years,  that  he  saw  no  probabili  ty  of  e  ver 
finding  himself,  in  any  instance,  stronger  than  this  powerful 
oppressor,  that  he  might  revenge  himself  for  some  great  in¬ 
jury,  meeting  him  afterwards  alone,  unarmed,  and  with  thè 
air  of  one  who  would  offer  no  resistance,  felt  only  an  im¬ 
pulse  to  salute  him  with  demonstrations  of  respect.  In  his 
voluntary  abasement,  his  countenance  and  behaviour  had  ac- 
quired,  without  his  being  aware  of  it,  something  more  lofty 
and  noble  ;  because  there  was  in  them,  more  clearly  than  ever, 
thè  absence  of  all  fear.  The  most  violent  and  pertinacious 
hatred  felt,  as  it  were,  restrained  and  held  in  awe  by  thè 
public  veneration  for  so  penitent  and  beneficent  a  man.  This 
was  carried  to  such  a  length,  that  he  often  found  it  difficult 
to  avoid  thè  public  expression  of  it  which  was  addressed  to 
him,  and  was  obliged  to  be  careful  that  he  did  not  evince  too 
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plainly  in  his  looks  and  actions  thè  inward  compunction  he 
felt,  nor  abuse  himself  too  much,  lest  he  should  be  too  much 
exalted.  He  had  selected  thè  lowest  place  in  church,  and 
woe  to  any  one  who  should  have  attempted  to  pre-occupy  it  ! 
it  would  have  been,  as  it  were,  usurping  a  post  of  honour. 
To  have  offended  him,  or  even  to  have  treated  hiin  disre- 
spectfully,  would  have  appeared  not  so  much  a  criminal  or 
cowardly,  as  a  sacrilegious  act:  and  even  they  who  would 
scarcely  have  been  restrained  by  this  feeling  on  ordinary  oc- 
casions,  participated  in  it,  more  or  less. 

These  and  other  reasons  sheltered  him  also  from  thè  more 
remote  animadversions  of  public  authority,  and  procured  for 
him,  even  in  this  quarter,  thè  security  to  which  he  himself 
had  never  given  a  thought.  His  rank  and  family,  which  had 
at  all  times  been  some  protection  to  him,  availed  him  more 
than  ever,  now  that  personal  recommendations,  thè  renown 
of  his  conversion,  was  added  to  his  already  illustrious  and 
famous,  or  rather  infamous,  name.  Magistrates  and  nobles 
publicly  rejoiced  with  thè  people  at  thè  change;  and  it  would 
have  appeared  very  incongruous  to  come  forward  irritated 
against  a  man  who  was  thè  subject  of  so  many  congratula- 
tions.  Besides,  a  government  occupied  with  a  protracted,  and 
often  unprosperous,  war  against  active  and  oft-renewed  re- 
bellions,  would  have  been  very  well  satisfìed  to  be  freed  from 
thè  most  indomitable  and  irksome,  without  going  in  search  of 
another:  thè  more  so,  as  this  conversion  produced  repara- 
tions  which  thè  authorities  were  not  accustomed  to  obtain, 
nor  even  to  demand.  To  molest  a  saint  seemed  no  very  good 
means  to  ward  off  thè  reproach  of  having  never  been  able  to 
repress  a  villain  ;  and  thè  example  they  would  have  made  of 
him  would  have  had  no  other  cffect  than  to  dissuade  others, 
like  him,  from  following  his  example.  Probably,  too,  thè 
share  that  Cardinal  Federigo  had  had  in  his  conversion,  and 
thè  association  of  his  name  with  that  of  thè  convert,  served 
thè  latter  as  a  sacred  shield.  And,  in  the  state  of  things  and 
ideas  of  those  times,  in  the  singutar  relations  between  the 
ecclesiastical  authority  and  the  civil  power,  which  so  fre- 
quently  contended  with  each  other  without  at  all  aiming  at 
mutuai  destruction,  nay,  were  always  mingling  expressions 
of  acknowledgment,  and  protestations  of  deference,  with  hos« 
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tilities,  and  which  not  unfrequently  co-operated  towards  a 
common  end,  without  ever  making  peace, — in  such  a  state  of 
things,  it  might  almost  seem,  in  a  manner,  that  thè  reconcilia- 
tion  of  thè  first  carried  along  with  it,  if  not  thè  absolution,  at 
least  thè  forgetfulness,  of  thè  second  ;*when  thè  former  alone 
had  been  employed  to  produce  an  effect  equally  desired  by 
both. 

Thus  that  very  individuai,  who,  had  he  f alien  from  his 
eminence,  would  have  excited  emulation  among  small  and 
great  in  trampling  him  under-foot,  now,  having  spontane- 
ously  humbled  himself  to  thè  dust,  was  reverenced  by  many, 
and  spared  by  all. 

True  it  is,  that  there  were,  indeed,  many  to  whom  this 
much-talked-of  change  brought  anything  but  satisfaction . 
many  hired  perpetrators  of  crime,  many  other  associates  in  . 
guilt,  who  thereby  lost  a  great  support  on  which  they  had 
been  accustomed  to  depend,  and  who  beheld  thè  threads 
of  a  deeply-woven  plot  suddenly  snapped,  at  thè  moment, 
perhaps,  when  they  were  expecting  thè  intelligence  of  its 
completion. 

But  we  have  already  seen  what  various  sentiments  were 
awakened  by  thè  announcement  of  this  conversion  in  thè 
ruffians  who  were  with  their  master  at  thè  time,  and  heard  it 
from  his  own  lips  :  astonishment,  grief,  depression,  vexation; 
a  little,  indeed,  of  everything,  except  contempt  and  hatred. 
The  same  was  felt  by  thè  others  whom  he  kept  dispersed  at 
different  posts,  and  thè  same  by  his  accomplices  of  higher 
tank,  when  they  first  learned  thè  terrible  tidings;  and  by  all 
for  thè  same  reasons.  Much  hatred,  however,  as  we  find  m 
thè  passage  elsewhere  cited  from  Ripamonti,  fell  to  thè  shape 
of  thè  Cardinal  Federigo.  They  regarded  him  as  one  who 
had  intruded  like  an  enemy  into  their  affairs  ;  thè  Unnamed 
would  see  to  thè  salvation  of  his  own  soul;  and  nobody  had 
any  right  to  complain  of  what  he  did.  . 

From  time  to  time,  thè  greater  part  of  thè  ruffians  in  his 
household,  unable  to  accommodate  themselves  to  thè  new  dis¬ 
cipline,  and  seeing  no  probability  that  it  would  ever  change, 
gradually  took  their  departure.  Some  went  in  search  oi 
other  masters,  and  found  employment,  perchance,  among  thè 
old  friends  of  thè  patron  they  had  left;  others  enlisted  in 
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some  terzo1  of  Spain  or  Mantua,  or  any  other  belligerent 
power;  some  infested  thè  highways,  to  make  war  on  a 
smaller  scale,  and  on  their  own  account  ;  and  others,  again, 
contented  themselves  with  going  about  as  beggars  at  liberty. 
The  same  courses  were  pursued  by  thè  rest  who  had  acted 
under  his  orders  in  different  countries.  Of  those  who  had 
contrived  to  assimilate  themselves  to  his  new  mode  of  life,  or 
had  embraced  it  of  their  own  free  will,  thè  greater  number, 
natives  of  thè  valley,  returned  to  thè  fields,  or  to  thè  trades 
which  they  had  learnt  in  their  early  years,  and  had  after- 
wards  abandoned  for  a  life  of  villany;  thè  strangers  re- 
mained  in  thè  castle  as  domestic  servants;  and  both  natives 
and  strangers,  as  if  blessed  at  thè  same  time  with  their 
master,  Hved  contentedly,  as  he  did,  neither  giving  nor  re- 
ceiving  injuries,  unarmed,  and  respected. 

But  when,  on  thè  descent  of  thè  German  troops,  several 
fugitives  from  thè  threatened  or  invaded  dominions  arrived 
at  his  castle  to  request  an  asylum,  he,  rejoiced  that  thè  weak 
and  oppressed  sought  refuge  within  his  walls,  which  had  so 
long  been  regarded  by  them  at  a  distance  as  an  enormous 
scarcero  w,  received  these  exiles  with  expressions  of  grati- 
tude  rather  than  courtesy  ;  he  caused  it  to  be  proclaimed  that 
his  house  would  be  open  to  any  one  who  should  choose  to 
take  refuge  there;  and  soon  proposed  to  put,  not  only  his 
castle,  but  thè  valley  itself,  into  a  state  of  defence,  if  ever 
any  of  thè  German  or  Bergamascan  troops  should  attempi  to 
come  thither  for  plunder.  He  assembled  thè  servants  who 
stili  remained  with  him  (Hke  thè  verses  of  Torti,  few  and 
valiant)  ;  addressed  them  on  thè  happy  opportunity  that  God 
was  giving  both  to  them  and  himself  of  employing  them¬ 
selves  for  once  in  aid  of  their  fellow-creatures,  whom  they 
had  so  often  oppressed  and  terrified;  and  with  that  ancient 
tone  of  command  which  expressed  a  certainty  of  being 
obeyed,  announced  to  them  in  generai  what  he  wished  them 
to  do,  and,  above  all,  impressed  upon  them  thè  necessity  of 
keeping  a  restraint  over  themselves,  that  they  who  took 
refuge  there  might  see  in  them  only  friends  and  protectors. 
He  then  had  brought  down  from  one  of  thè  garrets  all  thè 
fire-arms,  and  other  warlike  weapons,  which  had  been  for 

regiitsent  consisting  of  three  thousand  soldiers. 
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some  time  deposited  there,  and  drstributed  them  among  his 
household;  ordered  that  all  thè  peasants  and  tenants  of  thè 
valley,  who  were  willing  to  do  so,  should  come  with  arms  to 
thè  castle  ;  provided  those  who  had  none  with  a  sufficient 
supply;  selected  some  to  act  as  officers,  and  placed  others 
under  their  command;  assigned  to  each  his  post  at  thè  en¬ 
trali  ce,  and  in  various  parts  of  thè  valley,  on  thè  ascent 
and  at  thè  gates  of  thè  castle;  and  established  thè  hours  and 
methods  of  relieving  thè  guards,  as  in  a  camp,  or  as  he  had 
been  accustomed  to  do  in  that  very  place  during  his  fife  of 
rebelhon. 

In  one  corner  of  this  garret,  divided  from  thè  rest,  were 
thè  arms  which  he  alone  had  borne,  his  famous  carabine, 
muskets,  swords,  pistols,  huge  knives,  and  poniards,  either 
lymg  on  thè  ground,  or  set  up  against  thè  wall.  None  of  thè 
servants  laid  a  finger  on  them;  but  they  determined  to  ask 
thè  Signor  which  he  wished  to  be  brought  to  him.  f  Not  one 
of  them,  replied  he;  and  whether  from  a  vow  or  intentional 
design,  he  remained  thè  whole  time  unarmed,  at  thè  head  of 
this  species  of  garrison. 

He  employed,  at  thè  same  time,  other  men  and  women  of 
his  household  or  dependents,  in  preparing  accommodation  in 
thè  castle  for  as  many  persons  as  possible,  in  erecting  bed- 
steads,  and  arranging  straw  beds,  mattresses,  and  sacks 
stuffed  with  straw,  in  thè  apartments  which  were  now  con- 
verted  into  dormitories.  He  also  gave  orders  that  large 
Stores  of  provisions  should  be  brought  in  for  thè  maintenance 
of  thè  guests  whom  God  should  send  him,  and  who  thronged 
in  in  daily  increasing  numbers.  He,  in  thè  mean  while,  was 
never  stationary;  in  and  out  of  thè  castle,  up  and  down  thè 
ascent,  round  about  through  thè  valley,  to  establish,  to  forti  fy, 
to  visit  thè  different  posts,  to  see  and  to  be  seen,  to  put  and 
to  keep  all  in  order  by  his  directions,  qversight,  and  presence. 
Indoors,  and  by  thè  way,  he  gave  hearty  welcomes  to  all  thè 
new  comers  whom  he  happened  to  meet;  and  all,  who  had 
either  seen  this  wonderful  person  before,  or  now  beheld  him 
for  thè  first  time,  gazed  at  him  in  rapture,  forgetting  for  a 
moment  thè  misfortunes  and  alarm  which  had  driven  them 
thither,  and  turning  to  look  at  him,  when,  having  severed 
himself  from  them,  he  again  pursued  his  way. 


CHAPTER  XXX 


THOUGH  thè  greatest  concourse  was  not  from  thè  quar- 
ter  by  which  our  three  fugitives  approached  thè  valley, 
but  rather  at  thè  opposite  entrance  ;  yet  in  this  second 
half  of  their  journey,  they  began  to  meet  with  fellow-travel- 
lers,  companions  in  misfortune,  who,  from  cross-roads  or 
by-patHs,  had  issued,  or  were  issuing,  into  thè  main  road.  In 
circumstances  like  these  all  who  happen  to  meet  each  other 
are  acquaintances.  Every  time  that  thè  cart  overtook  a  pedes- 
trian  traveder,  there  was  an  exchanging  of  questions  and  re- 
plies.  Some  had  made  their  escape,  like  our  friends,  without 
awaiting  thè  arrivai  of  thè  soldiers;  some  had  heard  thè 
clanging  of  arms  and  kettle-drums  ;  while  others  had  actually 
beheld  them,  and  painted  them  as  thè  terror-stricken  usually 
paint  thè  objects  of  their  terror. 

‘  We  are  fortunate,  however,’  said  thè  two  women:  ‘let 
us  thank  Heaven  for  it.  Our  goods  must  go;  but,  at  least, 
we  are  out  of  thè  way.’ 

But  Don  Abbondio  could  not  find  so  much  to  rejoice  at; 
even  this  concourse,  and  stili  more  thè  far  greater  one  which 
he  heard  was  pouring  in  from  thè  opposite  direction,  began 
to  throw  a  gloom  over  his  mind.  f  Oh,  what  a  state  of  things  !’ 
muttered  he  to  thè  women,  at  a  moment  when  there  was 
nobody  at  hand:  ‘  oh,  what  a  state  of  things  !  Don’t  you  see, 
that  to  collect  so  many  people  into  one  place  is  just  thè  same 
thing  as  to  draw  all  thè  soldiers  here  by  force?  Everybody  is 
hiding,  everybody  carries  off  his  things  !  nothing’s  left  in  thè 
houses  :  so  they’ll  think  there  must  be  some  treasures  up  here. 
They’ll  surely  come  !  Oh  poor  me  !  What  have  I  embarked 
in?  9 

(  What  should  they  have  to  come  here  for  ?  9  said  Perpetua  : 
(  they  are  obliged  to  go  straight  on  their  way.  And  besides, 
Ève  always  heard  say,  that  it’s  better  to  be  a  large  party  when 
there’s  any  danger/ 

CA  large  party?  a  large  party?’  replied  Don  Abbondio. 
€  Foolish  woman  !  Don’t  you  know  that  a  gingie  German 
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soldi er  could  devour  a  tnmdred  of  such  as  they?  And  then 
if  they  should  take  into  their  heads  to  play  any  pranks  ìt 
would  be  a  fine  thing,  wouldn’t  it,  to  find  ourselves  in  thei*  , 
of  a  battle  ?  Oh  poor  me  !  It  would  have  been  less  dangerous 
to  have  gone  to  thè  mountains.  Why  should  everybody  choose 
£  go  to  one  place?  .  .  .  Tiresome  f olks  !  ’  muttered  he  m  a 
stili  lower  voice.  ‘All  here:  stili  coming,  coming,  coming; 

one  after  thè  other,  like  sheep  that  have  no  sense. 

•  In  this  way,’  said  Agnese,  ‘  they  might  say  thè  same  of  us. 

‘  Hush  hush  !  ’  said  Don  Abbondio,  ‘  all  this  talk  does  no 
eood.  What’s  done  is  done  :  we  are  here,  and  now  we  must 
stay  here.  It  will  be  as  Providence  wills  :  Heaven  send  it  may 

beBut°his  horror  was  greatly  increased  when  at  thè  entrance 
of  thè  valley,  he  saw  a  large  body  of  armed  men,  some  at 
thè  door  of  a  house,  and  others  quartered  m  thè  lower  rooms. 
He  cast  a  side  glance  at  them:  they  were  not  thè  sanie  faces 
Which  it  had  been  his  lot  to  see  on  his  former  melancholy  en¬ 
trance,  or  if  there  were  any  of  thè  same,  they  were  strangely 
altered  ;  but,  with  all  this,  it  is  impossible  to ^say  what  u) oea a- 
ness  this  sight  gave*him.— Oh  poor  me!— thought  he.  See 
now,  if  they  won’t  play  pranks!  It  ìsnt  likely  it 
otherwise;  I  ought  to  have  expected  it  from  a p“a*1  of  ^ 
kind.  But  what  will  he  want  to  do?  Will  he  make  war 
will  he  play  thè  king,  eh?  Oh  poor  me!  In  «rcums  ances 
when  one  would  wish  to  bury  oneself  under-ground,  and 
this  man  seeks  every  way  of  making  himself  known,  and 
attracting  attention  ;  it  seems  as  if  he  wished  to.  invite  them . 

<Ìo ^see  now.  Signor  master,’  said  Perpetua,  addressing 
him,  ‘there  are  brave  people  here  who  will  know  how  to 
defend  us  Let  thè  soldiers  come  now  :  these  people  are  . 
hk^our^ciowns,^  who  are  good  for  nothing  but  to  drag  their 

Holdyourtongue,’  said  Don  Abbondio,  in  a  low  and  angry 
tone  ‘  hold  your  tongue  ;  you  don’t  know  what  you  are  tal  g 
about.  Pray  Heaven  that  thè  soldiers  may  make  haste,  or 
that  they  may  never  come  to  know  what  is  domg  here,  an 
S  the  place  is  being  fortified  like  a  fortress.  Don’t  you 
know  it’s  thè  soldiers’  business  to  take  fortresses  ?  They  wish 
nothing  better;  to  take  a  place  by  storm  is  to  them  like  gomg 
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to  a  weddmg;  hecause  all  they  find  they  take  to  themselves, 
and  thè  inhabitants  they  put  to  thè  edge  of  thè  sword  Oh 
poor  me  !  Well,  I’il  surely  see  if  there’s  no  way  of  putting 
oneself  in  safety  on  some  of  these  peaks.  They  won’t  reach 
me  there  in  a  battle  !  oh,  they  won’t  reach  me  there  !  ’ 

If  you  re  afraid,  too,  of  being  defended  and  helped  ’ 
Perpetua  was  again  beginning;  but  Don  Abbondio  sharply 
terrupted  her,  though  stili  in  a  suppressed  tone  :  ‘  Hold  your 
tongue;  and  take  good  care  you  don’t  report  what  we’ve  said- 
woe  unto  us  if  you  do  !  Remember  that  we  must  always  put 

AtPivr  fant  cou”tenance  here>  and  approve  all  we  see.’ 

At  Malanotte  they  found  another  watch  of  armed  men  to 
whom  Don  Abbondio  submissively  took  off  hìs  hat,  saying’  in 
he  mean  while,  in  his  heart-Alas!  alasi  IVe  certainly  come 
Don  AHiT'5''1^  Here  the  cart  stopped;  they  dismounted; 

with  hST  y-  PaÌd  and  dismissed  the  driver;  and 

sTiht  oìtbZ  compamons  silently  mounted  the  steep.  The 
f,>  t,'  Se  P  aCeS  reca  ed  t0  his  imagination  and  mingled 

hafsufferedT*  tr°uble°  tbe  remembrance  of  those  which  he 
had  suffered  here  once  before.  And  Agnese,  who  had  never 

pictureeSe  vT6S’  and  Wh,°  had  drawn  t0  herself  an  ìmaginary 
C2  nfhl?LPreSenteC!  ÌtSdf  t0  her  mind  whenever  she 
seeSth™  *  C!rCTStances  that  had  occurred  here,  on 

and  more  ^v?d°7  7  Ìn  reality’  exPerienced  a  new 

^ioTinr  r  ?d,  J  6  I3?g. of  tIlese  moumful  recollections.  ‘  Oh 

f  :■  :  tt.,hi”k  - 

DonWÀhhn-h°ld/°Ur  t0ngUe’  you  absurd  woman  ?  ’  cried 

S  hete> tl?  eVan  ‘ Are  th°Se  thin^s  t0  b*  hringing 
up  here?  Don  t  you  know  we  are  in  his  place?  It  was  well 

f or  us  nobody  heard  you  then  ;  but  i  f  you  talk  in  this  way 

Oh  said  Agnese;  ‘now  that  he’s  a  saint!  .  7  ‘  '  ' 

ear  ‘  n  be  quif.! ,  rePHed  Don  Abbondio  again  in  her 

to  saints  aH°that  na  °nfr,  may,  say  without  caution,  even 

Th“ 

tò  *S’  not,to  sa7  things  that  may  be  disagreeable 

to  »  perse,  particulariy  ,o  „„e  „ho  if  acesKmed 
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to^  hear  them.  And  understand  well,  both  of  you,  that 
this  is  not  a  place  to  go  chattering  about,  and  saying 
whatever  may  happen  to  come  into  your  heàds.  It  is  a 
great  Signori  house,  you  know  that  already:  see  what  a 
household  there  is  all  around:  people  of  all  sorts  come 
here:  so  be  prudent,  if  you  can;  weigh  your  words;  and 
above  all,  let  there  be  few  of  them,  and  only  when  there 
is  a  necessity:  one  canff  get  wrong  when  one  is  silenti 
'  You  do  far  worse,  with  all  your  .  .  /  Perpetua  began: 
but,  ‘  Hush  ! ,  cried  Don  Abbondio,  in  a  suppressed  voice, 
at  thè  same  time  hastily  taking  off  his  hat,  and  making  a 
profound  bow:  for,  on  looking  up,  he  had  discovered  thè 
Unnamed  coming  down  to  meet  them.  He,  on  his  part, 
had  noticed  and  recognized  Don  Abbondio,  and  was  now 
hastening  to  welcome  him. 

'Signor  Curate/  said  he,  when  he  had  reached  him,  ‘I 
should  have  liked  to  offer  you  my  house  on  a  pleasanter 
occasion;  but,  under  any  circumstances,  I  am  exceedingly 
glad  to  be  able  to  be  of  some  Service  to  you/ 

'Trusting  in  your  illustrious  Lordship's  great  kindness/ 
replled  Don  Abbondio,  'I  have  ventured  to  come,  under 
these  melancholy  circumstances,  to  intrude  upon  you:  and, 
as  your  illustrious  Lordship  sees,  I  have  also  presumed 
to  brìng  company  with  me.  This  is  my  housekeeper  .  .  / 
f  She  is  welcome/  said  thè  Unnamed. 

And  this/  continued  Don  Abbondio,  6  is  a  woman  to 
whom  your  Lordship  has  already  been  very  good:  thè 
mother  of  that  .  .  .  of  that  .  ,  / 

Of  Lucia/  said  Agnese. 

f  Of  Lucia  !  ’  exclaimed  thè  Unnamed,  turning  with  a 
look  of  shame  towards  Agnese.  f  Been  very  good,  I  !  Im¬ 
mortai  God  !  You  are  very  good  to  me,  to  come  here  .  .  „ 
to  me  .  %  »  to  this  house.  You  are  most  heartily  welcome.  < 
You  bring  a  blessing  with  you/ 

'Oh,  sir/  said  Agnese,  ‘I  come  to  give  you  trouble.  I 
have,  too/  continued  she,  going  very  dose  to  his  ear,  'to 
thank  you  .  ,  . J 

The  Unnamed  interrupted  these  words,  by  anxiously 
making  inquiries  about  Lucia:  and  having  heard  thè  in¬ 
telligence  they  had  to  give,  he  turned  to  accompany  his  new 
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guests  to  thè  castle,  and  persisted  in  doing  so,  in  spite  of 
their  ceremonious  opposition.  Agnese  cast  a  glance  at  thè 
Curate,  which  meant  to  say, — You  see,  now,  whether  there’s 
any  need  for  you  to  interpose  between  us  with  your  advice  ! — 

*  Have  they  reached  your  parish  ?  9  asked  thè  Unnamed, 
addressing  Don  Abbondio. 

f  No,  Signor;  for  I  would  not  willingly  await  thè  arrivai 
of  these  devils/  replied  he.  ‘  Heaven  knows  if  I  should 
have  been  able  to  escape  alive  out  of  their  hands,  and  come 
to  trouble  your  illustrious  Lordship/ 

‘Well,  well,  you  may  take  courage/  resumed  thè  noble- 
man,  *  for  you  are  now  safe  enough.  They’ll  not  come  up 
here;  and  if  they  should  wish  to  make  thè  trial,  we’re  ready 
to  receive  them/ 

‘  Wedl  hope  they  won’t  come/  said  Don  Abbondio.  ‘  I 
hear/  added  he,  pointing  with  his  finger  towards  thè  moun¬ 
tain  s  which  enclosed  thè  valley  on  thè  opposite  side,  f  I  hear 
that  another  band  of  soldiers  is  wandering  about  in  that 
quarter  too,  but  .  .  .  but  .  .  / 

‘  True/  replied  thè  Unnamed  ;  ‘  but  you  need  have  no  fear  : 
we  are  ready  for  them  also/ — Between  two  fires,  in  thè 
mean  while  said  Don  Abbondio  to  himself, — exactly  between 
two  fires.  Where  have  I  suffered  myself  to  be  drawn?  and 
by  two  silly  women  !  And  this  man  seems  actually  in  his 
element  in  it  all  !  Oh,  what  people  there  are  in  thè  world  ! — 
On  entering  thè  castle,  thè  Signor  had  Agnese  and  Per¬ 
petua  conducted  to  an  apartment  in  thè  quarter  assigned 
to  thè  women,  which  occupied  three  of  thè  four  sides  of 
thè  inner  court,  in  thè  back  part  of  thè  building,  and  was 
situated  on  a  jutting  and  isolated  rock,  overhanging  a  preci- 
pice.  The  men  were  lodged  in  thè  sides  of  thè  other  court 
to  thè  right  and  left,  and  in  that  which  looked  on  thè  es- 
planade.  The  centrai  block,  which  separated  thè  two  quad- 
rangles,  and  afforded  a  passage  from  one  to  thè  other 
through  a  wide  archway  opposite  thè  principal  gate,  was 
partly  occupied  with  provisions,  and  partly  served  as  a  de- 
pository  for  any  little  property  thè  refugees  might  wish  to 
secure  in  this  retreat.  In  thè  quarters  appropriated  to  thè 
men,  was  a  small  apartment  destined  for  thè  use  of  any 
clergy  who  might  happen  to  take  refuge  there.  Hither 
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thè  Unnamed  himself  conducted  Don  Abbondio,  who  was 
thè  first  to  take  possession  of  it. 

Three  or  four  and  twenty  days  our  fugitives  remained 
at  thè  castle,  in  a  state  of  continuai  bustle,  forming  a  large 
company,  which  at  first  received  Constant  additions,  but 
without  any  incidents  of  importance.  Perhaps,  however, 
not  a  single  day  passed  without  their  resorting  to  arms. 
Lansquenets  were  coming  in  this  direction  ;  cappelletti  had 
been  seen  in  that.  Every  time  this  intelligence  was  brought, 
thè  Unnamed  sent  men  to  reconnoitre;  and,  if  there  were 
any  necessity,  look  with  him  some  whom  he  kept  in  readi- 
ness  for  thè  purpose,  and  accompanied  them  beyond  thè 
valley,  in  thè  direction  of  thè  indicated  danger.  And  it 
was  a  singular  thing  to  behold  a  band  of  brigands,  armed 
cap-à-piéf  and  conducted  like  soldiers  by  one  who  was  him¬ 
self  unarmed.  Generally  it  proved  to  be  only  foragers  and 
disbanded  pillagers,  who  contrived  to  make  off  bef ore  they 
were  taken  by  surprise.  But  once,  when  driving  away  some 
of  these,  to  teach  them  not  to  come  again  into  that  neigh- 
bourhood,  thè  Unnamed  received  intelligence  that  an  adjoin- 
ing  village  was  invaded  and  given  up  to  plunder.  They 
were  soldiers  of  various  corps,  who,  having  loitered  be- 
hind  to  hunt  for  booty,  had  formed  themselves  into  a  band, 
and  made  a  sudden  irruption  into  thè  lands  surrounding  that 
where  thè  army  had  taken  up  its  quarters;  despoiling  thè 
inhabitants,  and  even  levying  contributions  from  them.  The 
Unnamed  made  a  brief  harangue  to  his  followers,  and  bid 
them  march  forward  to  thè  invaded  village. 

They  arrived  unexpectedly  :  thè  plunderers,  who  had 
thought  of  nothing  but  taking  thè  spoil,  abandoned  their 
prey  in  thè  midst,  011  seeing  men  in  arms,  and  ready  for 
battle,  coming  down  upon  them,  and  hastily  took  to  flight, 
without  waiting  for  one  another,  in  thè  direction  whence 
they  had  come.  He  pursued  them  a  little  distance  ;  then, 
making  a  halt,  waited  awhile  to  see  if  any  fresh  object  pre- 
sented  itself,  and  at  length  returned  homewards.  It  is  im- 
possible  to  describe  thè  shouts  of  appiause  and  benediction 
which  accompanied  thè  troop  of  deliverers  and  its  leader, 
on  passing  through  thè  rescued  village. 

Among  thè  multitude  of  refugees  assembled  in  thè  castle, 
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strangers  to  each  other,  and  differìng  in  rank,  habit,  sex, 
and  age,  no  disturbance  of  any  moment  occurred.  The 
Unnamed  had  placed  guards  in  various  posts,  all  of  whom 
endeavoured  to  ward  off  any  unpleasantness  with  thè  care 
usually  exhibited  by  those  who  are  held  accountable  for 
any  misdemeanours. 

He  had  also  requested  thè  clergy,  and  others  of  most 
authority  among  those  to  whom  he  afforded  shelter,  to 
walk  round  thè  place,  and  keep  a  watch;  and,  as  often 
as  he  could,  he  himself  went  about  to  show  himself  in 
every  direction,  while,  even  in  his  absence,  thè  remem- 
brance  of  who  was  in  thè  house  served  as  a  restraint  to 
those  who  needed  it.  Besides,  they  were  all  people  that 
had  fled  from  danger,  and  hence  generally  inclined  to  peace: 
while  thè  thoughts  of  their  homes  and  property,  and  in 
some  cases,  of  relatives  and  friends  whom  they  had  left 
exposed  to  danger,  and  thè  tidings  they  heard  from  without, 
depressed  their  spirits,  and  thus  maintained  and  constantly 
increased  this  disposition. 

There  were,  however,  some  unburdened  spirits,  some  men 
of  firmer  mould  and  stronger  courage,  who  tried  to  pass 
these  days  merrily.  They  had  abandoned  their  homes  be- 
cause  they  were  not  strong  enough  to  defend  them;  but 
they  saw  no  use  in  weeping  and  sighing  over  things  that 
could  not  be  helped,  or  in  picturing  to  themselves,  and  con- 
templating  beforehand,  in  imagination,  thè  havoc  they  would 
only  too  soon  witness  with  their  own  eyes.  Families  ac- 
quainted  with  each  other  had  left  their  homes  at  thè  sanie 
time,  and  had  met  with  each  other  again  in  this  retreat; 
new  friendships  were  formed;  and  thè  multitude  were  divided 
into  parties,  according  to  their  several  habits  and  disposi- 
tions.  They  who  had  money  and  consideration  went  to  dine 
down  in  thè  valley,  where  eating-houses  and  inns  had  been 
hastily  run  up  for  thè  occasion:  in  some,  mouthfuls  were 
interchanged  with  lamentations,  or  no  subject  but  their 
misfortunes  was  allowed  to  be  discussed;  in  others,  mis- 
fortunes  were  never  remembered,  unless  it  were  to  say 
that  they  must  not  think  about  them.  To  those  who  either 
could  not,  or  would  not,  bear  part  of  thè  expenses,  bread, 
soup,  and  wine  were  distributed,  in  thè  castle;  besides  other 
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tables  which  were  laid  out  daily  for  those  whom  thè  Signor 
had  expressly  invited  to  partake  of  them;  and  our  acquamt- 

ances  were  among  this  number.  .  ,  ... 

Agnese  and  Perpetua,  not  to  eat  thè  bread  of 
had  begged  to  be  employed  in  thè  Services  which,  m  so 
large  an  establishment,  must  have  been  reqmred,  an  _ 
these  occupations  they  spent  a  great  part  of  thè  day,  while 
he  rest  was  passed  in  chatting  with  some  fnendswhose 
acquato  ance  they  had  made,  or  with  thè  sfortunate  Don 
Abbondio.  This  individuai,  though  he  had  nothing  o  o, 

was,  nevertheless,  never  affficted  with  ennui:  /fbelieve 

him  company.  The  direct  dread  of  an  assault  had,  I  belle 
subsided^on  if  it  stili  remained,  it  was  one  which  gave  him 
thè  least  uneasiness;  because,  whenever  he  bestowed  upon  it 
thè  slightest  thought,  he  could  not  help  seeing  how  un- 
foundellt  was.  lut’  thè  idea  of  thè  --ounding  country 
inundated  on  both  sides  with  bmtal  soldiers  thè  armou 
and  armed  men  he  had  constantly  before  his  eyes,  thè  re 
membrance  that  he  was  in  a  castle,  together  with  thè  thought 
of  thè  many  things  that  might  happen  any  moment  in  such 
a  situation,  all  contributed  to  keep  him  in  generai 

Constant  alarm;  let  alone  thè  anxiety  he  felt  when  he  thought 
S  his  poor  home.  During  thè  whole  One  he 
this  asylum,  he  never  once  went  more  than  a  stone  s  thro 
tm  Tu  building,  nor  ever  ...  foot  on  »h«  desu».:  h,s 
sole  walk  was  to  go  out  upon  thè  esplanade  and  P  ^ 
up  and  down,  sometimes  to  one,  sometimes  to  thè 
side  of  thè  castle,  there  to  look  down  among  thè  cliff 
and  precipices,  in  hopes  of  discovering  some  practicable 
passage  some  kind  of  footpath,  by  which  he  might  go  in 
searclTof  a  hiding-place,  in  case  of  being  very  closely 
pressed.  On  meeting  any  of  his  companions  m  this  asylum, 
he  failed  not  to  make  a  profound  bow,  or  respectful  salu- 
tation,  but  he  associated  with  very  few;  his  most  frequent 
conversations  were  with  thè  two  women  as  we  have  re 
lated  •  and  to  them  he  poured  out  all  his  griefs,  at  t 
risk  of  being  sometimes  silenced  by  Perpetua  and  com- 
pletely  put  to  shame  even  by  Agnese.  At  ta^le’  howfV,^ 
where  he  sat  but  little,  and  talked  stili  less,  he  heard  thè 
.  or which  arrived  daily  at  thè  castle. 
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either  reported  from  village  to  village,  and  from  mouth  to 
mouth,  .  or  brought  thither  by  some  one  who  had  at  first 
determmed  to  remato  'at  home,  and  had,  after  all,  made  his 
escape  without  having  been  able  to  save  anything,  and 
probably,  also,  after  receiving  considerable  ili-treatment- 
and  every  day  brought  with  it  some  fresh  tale  of  misfor- 
tune.  Some,  who  were  newsmongers  by  profession,  diligently 
collected  thè  different  rumours,  weighed  all  thè  various 
accounts,  and  then  gave  thè  substance  of  them  to  thè  others 
Ihey  disputed  which  were  thè  most  destructive  regiments' 
and  whether  infantry  or  cavalry  were  thè  worst-  they  re- 
ported,  as  well  as  they  could,  thè  names  of  some  of  thè 
leaders  ;  related  some  of  their  past  enterprises,  specified  thè 
places  of  haltmg,  and  thè  daily  marches.  That  day  such 
a  regiment  would  spread  over  such  a  district;  to-morrow 
it  would  ravage  such  another,  where,  in  thè  mean  while’ 
another  had  been  playmg  thè  very  devii,  and  worse.  They 
chiefly, .  however,  sought  information  and  hept  count  of 
thè  regiments  which  from  time  to  time  crossed  thè  bridge 
of  Lecco  because  these  might  be  considered  as  fairly  gone 
and  really  out  of  thè  territory.  The  cavalry  of  Wallen- 
stein  passed  it  and  thè  infantry  of  Marradas;  thè  cavalry 
of  Anzlalt,  and  thè  infantry  under  Brandeburgo:  thè  troops 
of  Montecuccoli,  then  those  of  Ferrari;  then  followed 
Altnnger  then  Furstenburg,  then  Colloredo;  after  them 
carne  thè  Croatians  Torquato  Conti,  and  this,  that,  and  thè 

at  16r  ’i  and  of  aI1’  in  Heaven’s  good  time,  carne 

at  length  Galasso.  The  flying  squadron  of  Venetians  made 
their  final  exit;  and  thè  whole  country,  on  either  hand, 
was  once  more  set  at  liberty.  Those  belonging  to  thè  in- 
vaded  vdlages  which  were  first  cleared  of  their  ravagers 
had  already  begun  to  evacuate  thè  castle,  and  every ^ ^ay 

storm6  thè  b™?  t0  T6  the  place:  as  after  an  autumnil 

thè  kafv  brbaneh  ^  ^  ÌSSUÌng  on  every  si^  from 

thè  leafy  branche*  of  a  great  tree,  where  they  had  sought 

thè  /as""  tomtak  Ih'  ^  ^  refugees  were’  Pei'haps, 
ast  to  take  their  departure,  owing  to  Don  Ab- 

bondms  extreme  reluctance  to  run  the  risk,  if  they  re¬ 
ned  home  immediately,  of  meeting  some  stragglino-  soldiers 
who  might  stili  be  loitering  in  the  rear  of  thè  army.  It 
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was  in  vain  Perpetua  repeated  and  insisted,  Ohat  thè  longer 
they  delayed,  thè  greater  opportunities  they  afforded  lo  che 
thieves  of  thè  neighbourhood  to  enter  thè  house  and  finish 
thè  business:  whenever  thè  safety  of  life  was  at  stake,  Don 
Abbondio  invariably  gained  thè  day  ;  unless,  indeed,  thè 
imminence  of  thè  danger  were  such  as  to  deprive  him  of 
thè  power  of  self-defence. 

On  thè  day  fixed  for  their  departure,  thè  Unnamed  had 
a  carriage  in  readiness  at  Malanotte,  in  which  he  had  ai- 
ready  placed  a  full  supply  of  clothes  for  Agnese.  Drawing 
her  a  little  aside,  he  also  forced  her  to  accept  a  small  store 
of  scudi,  to  compensate  for  thè  damages  she  would  find  at 
home;  although,  striking  her  breast,  she  kept  repeating  that 
she  had  stili  some  of  thè  first  supply  left. 

*  When  you  see  your  poor  good  Lucia  .  .  /  said  he,  thè 
last  thing  :  I  am  already  convinced  she  prays  for  me,  be- 
cause  I  have  done  her  so  much  wrong;  teli  her,  then/that 
I  thank  her,  and  trust  in  God  her  prayers  will  return,  also, 
in  equaì  blessings  upon  her  own  head/ 

He  then  insisted  upon  accompanying  his  three  guests 
to  thè  carriage.  The  obsequious  and  extravagant  acknowl- 
edgments  of  Don  Abbondio,  and  thè  complimentary  speeches 
of  Perpetua,  we  leave  to  thè  reader’s  imagination.  They 
set  off,  made  a  short  stay,  according  to  agreement,  at  thè 
tailor’s  cottage,  and  there  heard  a  hundred  particulars  of 
thè  march,  thè  usuai  tale  of  theft,  violence,  destruction, 
and  obscenity;  but  there,  fortunately,  none  of  thè  soldiery 
had  been  seen. 

‘Ah,-  Signor  Curate  !  ’  said  thè  tailor,  as  he  offered  him 
his  arm  to  assist  him  again  into  thè  carriage,  ‘  they’ll  have 
matter  enough  for  a  printed  hook  in  a  scene  of  destruction 
like  this.' 

As  they  advanced  a  little  on  their  journey,  our  travellers 
began  to  witness,  with  their  own  eyes,  something  of  what 
they  had  heard  described;  vineyards  despoiled,  not  as  by 
thè  vintager,  but  as  though  a  storm  of  wind  and  hail  com- 
bined  had  exerted  their  utmost  energies;  branches  strewn 
upon  thè  earth,  broken  off,  and  trampled  under- foot;  stakes 
torn  up,  thè  ground  trodden  and  covered  with’  chips, 
leaves,  and  twigs;  trees  uprooted,  or  their  branches  lopped; 
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hedges  broken  down;  stiles  carried  away.  In  thè  villages, 
too,  doors  shivered  to  pieces,  Windows  destroyed,  straw, 
rags,  rubbish  of  all  kinds,  lying  in  heaps,  or  scattered  all 
over  thè  pavement;  a  dose  atmosphere,  and  horrid  odours 
of  a  more  revolting  nature  proceeding  f rom  thè  houses  ;  some 
of  thè  villagers  busy  in  sweeping  out  thè  accumulation  of 
filth  within  them;  others  in  repairing  thè  doors  and  Windows 
as  they  best  could;  some  again  weeping  in  groups,  and  m- 
dulging  in  lamentations  together  ;  and  as  thè  carriage  drove 
through,  hands  stretched  out  on  both  sides  at  thè  doors  of  thè 

vehide  imploring  alms.  #  . 

With  these  scenes,  now  before  his  eyes,  now  pictured  in 
their  minds,  and  with  thè  expectation  of  finding  their 
own  houses  in  just  thè  same  state,  they  at  ^length  arrived 
there,  and  found  that  their  expectations  were  indeed  realized. 

Agnese  deposited  her  bundles  in  one  corner  of  her  little 
yard,  thè  cleanest  spot  that  remained  about  thè  house; 
she  then  set  herself  to  sweep  it  thoroughly,  and  collect 
and  rearrange  thè  little  furniture  which  had  been  left  her; 
she  got  a  carpenter  and  blacksmith  to  come  and  mend  thè 
doors  and  window  frames,  and  then,  unpacking  thè  linen 
which  had  been  given  her,  and  secretly  counting^over  her 
fresh  store  of  coins,  she  exclaimed  to  herself,  I  ve  f alien 
upon  my  feet  !  God,  and  thè  Madonna,  and  that  goo 
Signor,  be  thanked  !  I  may  indeed  say,  Fve  fallen  upon 

my  feet  ! — -  .  , 

Don  Abbondio  and  Perpetua  entered  thè  house  without 
thè  aid  of  keys,  and  at  every  step  they  took  in  thè  passage 
encountered  a  fetid  odour,  a  poisonous  effluvia,  which  al- 
most  drove  them  back.  Holding  their  noses,  they  advanced 
to  thè  kitchen-door  ;  entered  on  tip-toe,  carefully  picking 
their  way  to  avoid  thè  most  disgusting  parts  of  thè  nlthy 
straw  which  covered  thè  ground,  and  cast  a  glance  around. 
Nothing  was  left  whole;  but  relics  and  fragments  of  what 
once  had  been,  both  here  and  in  other  parts  of  thè  house, 
were  to  be  seen  in  every  corner:  quills  and  feathers  from 
Perpetuai  fowls,  scraps  of  linen,  leaves  out  of  Don  Ab- 
bondio’s  calendars,  remnants  of  kitchen  utensils  ;  all  heaped 
together,  or  scattered  in  confusion  upon  thè  fioor.  On  thè 
hearth  might  be  discovered  tokens  of  a  riotous  scene  of 
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a  mu^tude  of  ordinary  ideas  scattered 

&lere^e  ^  “  Professional  orator. 

n  rr;»s 

or  o  C  lair'  a;a  ;le'f00t>  the  door  Of  a  cupboard  a  bed-posT 
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dirly  pigs!  exclaimed  Perpetua  fAt> 
un  to  2f C  fi  m°re  draw,ng  their  breath,  they  went  strafght 

h  r  5 BH” 

«i  p«p«»  fo/h™>Se„ 

imagined  whether  she  would  fail  to  retortr  and' after IkIu)6 
gmg  in  mutuai  recrimination  till  they  were  tired  thev  re- 
turned,  with  many  a  lingering1  look  cast  hnrìr  of  lu  ^ 
hole  grumbling  into  thè  house.  They  found  things"  nSly 
thè  same  state  everywhere.  Long  and  diligently  thev 
worked  to  cleanse  and  puri  fy  thè  house,  thè  more  so  as  it 
was  then  extremely  difficult  to  get  any  help-  and  thev  r 
mamed  for  I  know  not  what  length  of  time,  as  if  in  encamp- 
ent,  arrangmg  thmgs  as  they  best  could— and  bad  was  thè 

with  „Md  grfduaIly  festoring  doors,  furniture,  and  utensili 
with  money  lent  to  them  by  Agnese.  s. 

In  addition  to  these  grievances,  this  disaster  was  for 
me  time  after wards,  thè  source  o£  many  other  very  ticklish 
disputes;  for  Perpetua,  by  dint  of  askingLeemW  and  hunt 

master’s  h^us  T Z  t0  jmOW,.for  certain  ‘fiat  some  of  her 
m  ster  household  goods,  which  were  thought  to  have  been 
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was  continuai  tormentmg  her  “^ious  to  Don 

e^t:  w  stm  rjK  ^  - 

re™But  ,aflPdon’t  want  to  know  about  tlicse  things  .  .  .’  said 

ijKMMSEttWaS 

^•ìwss-sksks 

with  you,  it  is  a  sin  not  to  rob  you.  .  „re(i  r)on 

‘  Very  proper  language  for  you,  certamly  !  answered  Don 

Abbondio-  'Will. JJ^oUj-our  i loy.^  ^  an<1 

even'then^verythìng  was  *  ^«"«55”,  5 

that  thè  poor  man  was  at  last  reau  thìs  or  that 

he  most  wanted  to  give 

such  an  easy  man.  Hì^miietude  was  thè 

SsfSSEÌ 

ever  in  apprehension  of  see  J\  ’had  had  repaired  in 
K^tìiffirfttìiing  and  wlich  he  kept  barred  with  thè 

p«h“io";,  ss  s—  «f  »  "»^s-  “ a  ir“- 

sient  disaster. 


CHAPTER  XXXI 


THE  plague,  which  thè  Board  of  Health  had  feared 
might  enter  with  thè  German  troops  into  thè  Mil¬ 
anese,  had  entered  it  indeed,  as  is  well  known;  and 
it  is  likewise  well  known,  that  it  paused  not  here,  but  in- 
vaded  and  ravaged  a  great  part  of  Italy.  Following  thè 
thread  of  our  story,  we  now  come  to  relate  thè  principal  in- 
cidents  of  this  calamity  in  thè  Milanese,  or  rather  in  Milan 
almost  exclusively  :  for  almost  exchtsively  of  thè  city  do  thè 
records  of  thè  times  treat,  nearly  as  it  always  and  every- 
where  happens,  for  good  reasons  or  bad.  And,  to  say  thè 
truth,  it  is  not  only  our  object,  in  this  narrative,  to  represent 
thè  state  of  things  in  which  our  characters  will  shortly  be 
placed;  but  at  thè  same  time  to  develop,  as  far  as  may 
be  in  so  limited  a  space,  and  from  our  pen,  an  event  in 
thè  history  of  our  country  more  celebrated  than  well  known, 
Of  thè  many  contemporary  accounts,  there  is  not  one 
which  is  sufficient  by  itself  to  convey  a  distinct  and  con- 
nected  idea  of  it;  as  there  is  not,  perhaps,  one  which  may 
not  give  us  some  assistance  in  forming  that  idea.  In  every 
one,  not  excepting  that  of  Ripamonti,1  which  considerably 
exceeds  all  thè  rest,  both  in  copiousness  and  in  its  selection 
of  facts,  and  stili  more  in  its  method  of  viewing  them,  es- 
sential  facts  are  omitted  which  are  recorded  in  others;  in 
every  one  there  are  errors  of  material  importance,  which 
may  be  detected  and  rectified  with  thè  help  of  some  other, 
or  of  thè  few  printed  or  manuscript  acts  of  public  authority 
which  stili  remain  ;  and  we  may  often  discover  in  one,  those 
causes,  thè  effects  of  which  were  found  partially  developed 
in  another.  In  all,  too,  a  strange  confusion  of  times  and 
things  prevailed,  and  a  perpetuai  wandering  backward  and 
forward,  as  it  were  at  random,  without  design,  special  or 
generai:  thè  character,  by  thè  by,  of  books  of  all  classes  in 
those  days,  chiefly  among  such  as  were  written  in  thè  vulgar 

1  Josephi  Ripamontii,  canonici  scalensis,  clironistse  urbis  Mediolani,  de 
Peste  quaa  fuit  anno  1630,  Lib.  V«  Mediolani,  1640.  Apud  Malatestas. 
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tongue,  at  least  in  Italy  ;  whether,  also,  in  thè  rest  of  Europe, 
thè  learned  will  know,  and  we  shrewdly  suspect  it  so  to  have 
been.  No  writer  of  later  date  has  attempted  to  examine  and 
compare  these  memoirs,  with  thè  view  of  extracting  thence 
a  connected  series  of  events,  a  history  of  this  plague;  so 
that  thè  idea  generally  formed  of  it  must  necessarily  be 
very  uncertain  and  somewhat  confused,  a  vague  idea  of 
great  evils  and  great  errors,  (and  assuredly  there  were  both 
one  and  thè  other  beyond  what  can  possibly  be  imagined,) 
-~an  idea  composed  more  of  opinions  than  of  facts,  mingled, 
indeed,  with  a  few  scattered  events,  but  unconnected,  some- 
times,  with  their  most  characteristic  circumstances,  and  with- 
out  distinction  of  time,  that  is  to  say,  without  perception  of 
cause  and  effect,  of  course  and  progress.  We,  having  ex- 
amined  and  compared,  with  at  least  much  diligence,  all  thè 
printed  accounts,  more  than  one  unpublished  one,  and  (in 
comparison  of  thè  few  that  remain  on  thè  subject)  many 
officiai  documents,  have  endeavoured  to  do,  not,  perhaps,  all 
that  is  needed,  but  something  which  has  not  hitherto  been 
done.  We  do  not  purpose  relating  every  publìc  act,  nor  all 
thè  results  worthy,  in  some  degree,  of  remembrance.  Stili 
less  do  we  pretend  to  render  needless  to  such  as  would  gain 
a  more  complete  acquaintance  with  thè  subject,  thè  perusal 
of  thè  originai  writings  :  we  are  too  well  aware  what  lively, 
peculiar,  and,  so  to  say,  incommunicable  force  invariably  be- 
longs  to  works  of  that  kind,  in  whatever  manner  designed 
and  executed.  We  have  merely  endeavoured  to  distinguish 
and  ascertain  thè  most  generai  and  important  facts,  to  ar- 
fange  them  in  their  real  order  of  succession,  so  far  as  thè 
matter  and  thè  nature  of  them  will  ailow,  to  observe  their 
reciprocai  effect,  and  thus  to  give,  for  thè  present,  and  until 
some  one  else  shall  do  better,  a  succinct,  but  plain  and  con- 
tinuous,  account  of  this  calamity. 

Throughout  thè  whole  track,  then,  of  thè  territory  trav- 
ersed  by  thè  army,  corpses  might  be  found  either  in  thè 
houses,  or  lying  upon  thè  highway.  Very  shortly,  single  in¬ 
dividuai,  or  whole  families,  began  to  sicken  and  die  of 
violent  and  strange  complaints,  with  symptoms  unknown  to 
thè  greater  part  of  those  who  were  then  alive.  There  were 
only  a  few  who  had  ever  seen  them  before:  thè  few,  that  is, 
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who  could  remember  thè  plague  which,  fifty-three  years  pre- 
viously,  had  desolated  a  great  part  of  Italy  indeed,  hut  es- 
pecially  thè  Milanese,  where  it  was  then,  and  is  stili,  called 
thè  plague  of  San  Carlo,  So  powerful  is  Charity  !  Among 
thè  various  and  awful  recollections  of  a  generai  calamity, 
she  could  cause  that  of  one  individuai  to  predominate;  be- 
cause  she  had  inspired  him  with  feelings  and  actions  more 
memorable  even  than  thè  evils  themselves;  she  could  set  him 
up  in  men's  minds  as  a  Symbol  of  all  these  events,  because 
in  all  she  had  urged  him  onward,  and  held  him  up  to  view: 
as  guide,  and  helper,  example,  and  voluntary  victim;  and 
could  frame  for  him,  as  it  were,  an  emblematica!  device  out, 
of  a  public  calamity,  and  name  it  after  him  as  though  it  had 
been  a  conquest  or  discovery. 

The  oldest  physician  of  his  time,  Lodovico  Settata,  who 
had  not  only  seen  that  plague,  but  had  been  one  of  its  most. 
active  and  intrepid,  and,  though  then  very  young,  most 
celebrated  successful  opponents;  and  who  now,  in  strong 
suspicion  of  this,  was  on  thè  alert,  and  busily  collecting  in- 
formation,  reported,  on  thè  20th  of  October,  in  thè  Council 
of  thè  Board  of  Health,  that  thè  contagion  had  undoubtedly 
broken  out  in  thè  village  of  Chiuso,  thè  last  in  thè  territory 
of  Lecco,  and  on  thè  confines  of  thè  Bergamascan  districò 
No  resolution,  however,  was  taken  on  this  intelligence,  as 
appears  from  thè  ‘Narrative'  of  Tadino.® 

Similar  tidings  arrived  from  Lecco  and  Bedano.  The 
Board  then  decided  upon,  and  contented  themselves  with, 
despatching  a  commissioner,  who  should  take  a  physiciatt 
from  Como  by  thè  way,  and  accompany  him  on  a  visit  tq 
thè  places  which  had  been  signified.  ‘  Both  of  them,  either 
from  ignorance  or  some  other  reason,  suffered  themselves 
to  be  persuaded  by  an  old  ignorant  barber  of  Bedano  that 
this  sort  of  disease  was  not  thè  pestilence  ;,s  but  in  some 
places  thè  ordinary  effect  of  thè  autumnal  exhalations  from 
thè  marshes,  and  elsewhere,  of  thè  privations  and  sufferings 
undergone  during  thè  passage  of  thè  German  troops.  This 
affirmation  was  reported  to  thè  Board,  who  seem  to  have 
been  perfectly'  satisfied  with  it.  ; 

But  additional  reports  of  thè  mortality  in  e  ery  quarte!* 
a  Tadino»  p.  24,  3  Jbid 
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pouring  in  without  intermission,  two  deputies  were  de- 
spatched  to  see  and  provide  against  it— thè  above-named 
Tadino,  and  an  auditor  of  thè  committee.  When  these  ar- 
rived,  thè  evil  had  spread  so  widely,  that  proofs  offered 
themselves  to  their  view  without  being  sought  for.  They 
passed  through  thè  territory  of  Lecco,  thè  Valsassina,  thè 
shores  of  thè  Lake  of  Como,  and  thè  districts  denominated 
Il  Monte  di  Brianza  and  La  Gera  d’Adda;  and  everywhere 
found  thè  towns  barricaded,  others  almost  deserted,  and  thè 
mhabitants  escaped  and  encamped  in  thè  fields,  or  scat- 
tered  throughout  thè  country  ;  ‘  who  seemed,’  says  Tadino, 
hke  so  many  wild  savages,  carrying  in  their  hands,  one  a 
■  sPri^  of  mini,  another  of  rue,  another  of  rosemary,  an- 
other,  a  bottle  of  vinegar/4  They  made  inquiries  as  to  thè 
number  of  deaths,  which  was  reai ly  fearful;  they  visited 
thè  sick  and  dead,  and  everywhere  recognized  thè  dark  and 
temble  marks  of  thè  pestilence.  They  then  speedily  con- 
veyed  thè  disastrous  intelligence  by  letter  to  thè  Board  of 
Health,  who,  on  receiving  it,  on  thè  3oth  of  October,  ‘  pre- 
pareti/  says  Tadino,  ‘  to  issue  warrants  to  shut  out  of  thè 
city  any  persons  coming  from  thè  countries  where  thè 
plague  had  shown  itself;  and  while  preparing  thè  decree/5 
they  gave  some  summary  orders  beforehand  to  thè  custom- 
house  officers. 

In  thè  mean  while,  thè  commissioners,  in  great  haste 
and  precipitation,  made  what  provisions  they  knew,  or  could 
thmk  of,  for  thè  best,  and  returned  with  thè  melancholy 
consciousness  of  their  insufficiency  to  remedy  or  arrest  an 
evil  already  so  far  advanced,  and  so  widely  disseminated. 

On  thè  i4th  of  November,  having  made  their  report,  both 
by  word  of  mouth  and  afresh  in  writing,  to  thè  Board”  they 
received  from  this  committee  a  commission  to  present  them¬ 
selves  to  thè  governor,  and  to  lay  before  him  thè  state  of 
thmgs.  They  went  accordingly,  and  brought  back  word 
that  he  was  exceedingly  sorry  to  hear  such  news,  and  had 
shown  a  great  deal  of  feeling  about  it;  but  thè  thoughts  of 
war  were  more  pressing:  ‘  S ed  belli  graviores  esse  curas.’ 
So  says  Ripamonti,6  after  having  ransacked  thè  records  of 
thè  Board  of  Health,  and  compared  them  with  Tadino,  who 

4  Tadino,  p.  26.  *  Ibid.t  p.  27.  e  Ripamonti,  p.  245. 
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had  been  speci  ally  charged  with  this  mission:  it  was  thè  , 
second,  if  thè  reader  remembers,  lor  this  purpose,  and  with 
this  result.  Two  or  three  days  afterwards,  thè  i8th  of 
November,  thè  governor  issued  a  proclamation,  in  which  he 
prescribed  public  rejoicings  for  thè  birth  of  thè  Prince  , 
Charles,  thè  first-born  son  of  thè  king,  Philip  IV.,  without 
thinking  of,  or  without  caring  for,  thè  danger  of  sufiering 
a  large  concourse  of  people  under  such  circumstances  :  every- 
thing  as  in  common  times,  just  as  if  he  had  never  been 
spoken  to  about  anything. 

This  person  was,  as  we  have  elsewhere  said,  thè  cele- 
brated  Ambrogio  Spinola,  sent  for  thè  very  purpose  of  ad-  : 
justing  this  war,  to  repair  thè  errors  of  Don  Gonzalo,  and, 
incidentally,  to  govern  ;  and  we  may  here.  incidentally  men- 
tion,  that  he  died  a  few  months  later  in  that  very  war 
which  he  had  so  much  at  heart  ;  not  wounded  in  thè  field  of  , 
battle,  but  on  his  bed,  of  grief  and  anxiety  occasioned  by 
reproaches,  affronts,  and  ili-treatment  of  every  kind,  re- 
ceived  from  those  whom  he  had  served.  History  has  be- 
wailed  his  fate,  and  remarked  upon  thè  ingratitude  of  others  ; 
it  has  described  with  much  diligence  his  military  and  polit¬ 
icai  enterprises,  and  extolled  his  foresight,  activity,  and  per- 
severance  ;  it  might  also  have  inquired  what  he  did  with  all 
these,  when  pestilence  threatened  and  actually  invaded  a 
population  committed  to  his  care,  or  rather  entirely  given 
up  to  hìs  authority. 

But  that  which,  leaving  censure,  diminishes  our  wonder 
at  his  behaviour,  which  even  creates  another  and  greater 
feeling  of  wonder,  is  thè  behaviour  of  thè  people  them- 
selves  ;  of  those,  I  mean,  who,  unreached  as  yet  by  thè  con- 
tagion,  had  so  much  reason  to  fear  it.  On  thè  arrivai  of, 
thè  intelligence  from  thè  territories  which  were  so  grievously 
infected  with  it,  territories  which  formed  almost  a  semi-cir- 
cular  line  round  thè  city,  in  some  places  not  more  than, 
twenty,  or  even  eighteen,  miles  distant  from  it,  who  would 
not  have  thought  that  a  generai  stir  would  have  been  created, 
that  they  would  have  been  diligent  in  taking  precautions, 
whether  well  or  ili  selected,  or  at  least  .have  felt.a  barren 
disquietude?  Nevertheless,  if  in  anything  thè  records  of, 
thè  times  agree,  it  is  in  attesting  that  there  were  none  of. 
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these.  The  scarcity  of  thè  antecedent  yéar,  thè  violence  of 
thè  soldiery,  and  their  sufferings  of  mind,  seemed  to  them 
more  than  enough  to  account  for  thè  mortality:  and  if  any 
one  had  attempted,  in  thè  streets,  shops,  and  houses,  to 
throw  out  a  hint  of  danger,  and  mention  thè  plague,  it 
would  have  been  received  with  incredulous  scofifs,  or  angry 
contempt.  The  same  incredulity,  or,  to  speak  more  cor- 
rectly,  thè  same  blindness  and  perversity,  prevailed  in  thè 
senate,  in  thè  Council  of  thè  Decurioni,  and  in  all  thè  mag- 
istrates. 

I  find  that  Cardinal  Federigo,  immediately  on  learning  thè 
first  cases  of  a  contagious  sickness,  enjoined  his  priests, 
in  a  pastoral  letter,  among  other  things,  to  impress  upon  thè 
people  thè  importance  and  obligation  of  making  known 
every  similar  case,  and  delivering  up  any  infected  or  sus- 
pected  goods  :7  and  this,  too,  may  be  reckoned  among  his 
praiseworthy  peculiarities. 

^  The  Board  of  Flealth  solicited  precautions  and  co-opera- 
tion  :  it  was  all  but  in  vain.  And  in  thè  Board  itself  their 
solicitude  was  far  from  equaling  thè  urgency  of  thè  case  ; 
it  was  thè  two  physicians,  as  Tadino  frequently  affirms,  and 
as  appears  stili  better  from  thè  whole  context  of  his  narra¬ 
tive,  who,  persuaded  and  deeply  sensible  of  thè  gravity  and 
imminence  of  thè  danger,  urged  forward  that  body,  which 
was  then  to  urge  forward  others. 

We  have  already  seen  how,  on  thè  first  tidings  of  thè 
plague,  there  had  been  indifference  and  remissness  in  acting, 
and  even  in  obtaining  information:  we  now  give  another 
instance  of  dilatoriness  not  less  portentous,  if  indeed  it  were 
not  compelled  by  obstacles  interposed  by  thè  superior  mag- 
istrates.  That  proclamation  in  thè  form  of  warrants,  re- 
solved  upon  on  thè  3oth  of  October,  was  not  completed  till 
thè  23rd  of  thè  following  rnonth,  nor  published  till  thè  29U1. 
The  plague  had  already  entered  Milan. 

Tadino  and  Ripamonti  would  record  thè  name  of  thè 
individuai  who  first  brought  it  thither,  together  with  other 
circumstances  of  thè  person  and  thè  fact:  and,  in  truth,  in 
observing  thè  beginnings  of  a  wide-spread  destruction,  in 

7  Life  of  Federigo  Borromeo,  compiled  by  Francesco  Rivola.  Milan:  1666. 
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which  thè  victirps  not  only  cannot  be  distinguished  by  name, 
but  their  numbers  can  scarcely  be  expressed  with  any  degree 
of  exactness,  even  by  thè  thousand,  one  feels  a  certain  kind 
of  interest  in  ascertaining  those  first  and  few  names  which 
could  be  noted  and  preserved:  it  seems  as  if  this  sort  of, 
distinction,  a  precedence  in  extermination,  invests  theni, 
and  all  thè  other  minutiae,  which  would  otherwise  be  most 
indifferent,  with  something  fatai  and  memorable. 

But  one  and  thè  other  historian  say  that  it  was  an 
Italian  soldier  in  thè  Spanish  Service;  but  in  nothing  else 
do  they  agree,  not  even  in  thè  name.  According  to  Tadino, 
it  was  a  person  of  thè  name  of  Pietro  Antonio  Lovato, 
quartered  in  thè  territory  of  Lecco  :  according  to  Ripamonti, 
a  certain  Pier  Paolo  Locati,  quartered  at  Chiavenna.  They 
differ  also  as  to  thè  day  of  his  entrance  into  Milan  ;  thè 
first  placing  it  on  thè  22nd  of  October,  thè  second,  on  thè 
same  day  in  thè  following  month;  yet  it  cannot  be  on  either 
one  or  thè  other.  Both  thè  dates  contradict  others  which, 
are  far  better  authenticated.  Yet  Ripamonti,  writing  by 
order  of  thè  General  Council  of  thè  Decurioni ,  ought  to 
have  had  many  means  at  his  command  of  gaining  thè  neces- 
sary  information;  and  Tadino,  in  consideratiqn  of  bis  office, 
might  have  been  better  informed  than  any  one  else  on  a 
subject  of  this  nature.  In  short,  compar ing  other  dates, 
which,  as  we  have  said,  appear  to  us  more  authentic,  it 
would  seem  that  it  was  prior  to  thè  publication  of  thè  war- 
rants  ;  and  if  it  were  worth  while,  it  might  even  be  proved, 
or  nearly  so,  that  it  must  have  been  very  early  in  that  month  : 
but  thè  reader  will,  doubtless,  excuse  us  thè  task. 

However  it  may  be,  this  soldier,  unfortunate  himself,  and 
thè  bearer  of  misfortune  to  others,  entered  thè  city  with 
a  large  bundle  of  clothes  purchased  or  stolen  from  thè  Ger- 
man  troops  ;  he  went  to  stay  at  thè  house  of  one  of  his 
relatives  in  thè  suburbs  of  thè  Porta  Orientale,  near  to  thè 
Capuchin  Convent.  Scarcely  had  he  arrived  there,  when  he 
was  taken  ili  ;  he  was  conveyed  to  thè  hospital  ;  here,  a  spot^ 
discovered  under  one  of  thè  armpits,  excited  some  suspiciop 
in  thè  mind  of  thè  person  who  tended  him,  of  what  was 
in  truth  thè  f act  ;  and  on  thè  fourth  day  he  died. 

The  Board  of  Health  inimediately  ordered  his  family  to 
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be  kept  separate,  and  confined  within  their  own  house  ;  and 
his  clothes,  and  thè  bed  on  which  he  had  lain  at  thè  hos¬ 
pital,  were  burned.  Two  attendants,  who  had  there  nursed 
him,  and  a  good  friar,  who  had  rendered  him  his  assistance, 
were  all  three,  within  a  few  days,  seized  with  thè  plague. 
The  suspicions  which  had  here  been  felt,  from  thè  beginning, 
of  thè  nature  of  thè  disease,  and  thè  precautions  taken  in 
consequence,  prevented  thè  further  spread  of  thè  contagimi 
from  this  source. 

But  thè  soldier  had  left  seed  outside,  which  delayed  not 
to  spring  up,  and  shoot  forth.  The  first  person  in  whom 
it  broke  out  was  thè  master  of  thè  house  where  he  had 
lodged,  one  Carlo  Colonna,  a  lute-player.  All  thè  inmates 
of  thè  dwelling  were  then,  by  order  of  thè  Board,  conveyed 
to  thè  Lazzaretto;  where  thè  greater  number  took  to  their 
beds,  and  many  shortly  died  of  evident  infection. 

In  thè  city,  that  which  had  been  already  disseminated 
there  by  intercourse  with  thè  above-mentioned  family,  and 
by  clothes  and  furniture  belonging  to  them  preserved  by 
relations,  lodgers,  or  servants,  from  thè  searches  and  flames 
prescribed  by  thè  Board,  as  well  as  that  which  was  afresh 
introduced  by  defectiveness  in  thè  regulatìons,  by  negligence 
in.executing  them,  and  by  dexterity  in  eluding  them,  con- 
tinued  lurking  about,  and  slowly  insinuating  itself  among 
thè  inhabitants,  all  ■  thè  rest  of  thè  year,  and  in  thè  earlier 
months  of  1630,  thè  year  which  followed.  From  time  to 
time,  now  in  this,  now  in  that  quarter,  some  one  was  seized 
with  thè  contagion,  some  one  was  carried  off  with  it:  and 
thè  very  infrequency  of  thè  cases  contributed  to  lull  all  sus¬ 
picions  of  pestilence,  and  confirmed  thè  generality  more  and 
more  in  thè  senseless  and  murderous  assurance  that  plague 
it  was  not,  and  never  had  been,  for  a  moment.  Many  phy- 
sicians,  too,  echoing  thè  voice  of  thè  people,  (was  it,  in  this 
instance  also,  thè  voice  of  Heaven?)  derided  thè  ominous 
predictions  and  threatening  warnings  of  thè  few;  and  always 
had  at  hand  thè  names  of  common  diseases  to  qualify  every 
case  of  pestilence  which  they  were  summoned  to  cure,  with 
what  symptom  or  token  soever  it  evinced  itself. 

The  reports  of  these  instances,  when  they  reached  thè 
Board  of  Health  at  all,  reached  it,  for  thè  most  part,  tardily 
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and  uncertainly.  Dread  of  sequestration  and  thè  Lazzaretto 
sharpened  every  onete  wits;  they  concealed  thè  sick,  they 
corrupted  thè  grave-diggers  and  elders,  and  obtained  false 
certificatesi  by  means  of  bribes,  from  subalterns  of  thè  Board 
itself,  deputed  by  ìt  to  visit  and  inspect  thè  dead  bodies. 

As,  however,  on  every  discovery  they  succeeded  in  mak- 
ing,  thè  Board  ordered  thè  wearing  apparel  to  be  committed 
to  thè  fìames,  put  thè  houses  under  sequestration,  and  sent 
thè  inmates  to  thè  Lazzaretto,  it  is  easy  to  imagine  what 
must  have  been  thè  anger  and  dissatisfaction  of  thè  gener- 
ality  *  of  thè  nobility,  merchants,  and  lower  orders/8  per- 
suaded,  as  they  all  were,  that  they  were  mere  causeless  vexa- 
tions  without  any  advantage.  The  principal  odium  fell 
upon  thè  two  doctors,  our  frequently  mentioned  Tadino  and 
Senatore  Settala,  son  of  thè  senior  physician,  and  reached 
such  a  height,  that  thenceforward  they  could  not  publicly 
appear  without  being  assailed  with  opprobrious  language,  if 
not  with  stones.  And,  certainly,  thè  situation  in  which  these 
individuate  were  placed  for  several  months,  is  remarkable, 
and  worthy  of  being  recorded,  seeing  a  horrible  scourge 
advancing  towards  them,  labouring,  by  every  method,  to  re¬ 
pulse  it,  yet  meeting  with  obstacles,  not  only  in  thè  arduous- 
ness  of  thè  task,  but  from  every  quarter,  in  thè  unwilling- 
ness  of  thè  people,  and  being  made  thè  generai  object  of 
execration,  and  regarded  as  thè  enemies  of  their  country: 
‘Pro  patria  hostibus /  says  Ripamonti.0 

Sharers,  ateo,  in  thè  hatred  were  thè  other  physicians, 
who,  convinced  like  them  of  thè  reality  of  thè  contagion, 
suggested  precautions,  and  sought  to  communicate  to  others 
their  melancholy  convictions.  The  rnost  knowìng  taxed  them 
with  credulity  and  obstinacy  ;  while,  with  thè  many,  it  was 
evidently  an  imposture,  a  planned  combination,  to  niake 
a  profit  by  thè  public  fears. 

The  aged  physician,  Lodovico  Settala,  who  had  almost 
attained  his  eightieth  year,  who  had  been  Professor  of 
Medicine  in  thè  University  of  Pavia,  and  afterwards  of 
Moral  Philosophy  at  Milan,  thè  author  of  many  works  at 
that  time  in  very  high  repute,  eminent  for  thè  invitations 
he  had  received  to  occupy  thè  chairs  of  other  universities, 
8  Tadino,  p.  73.  9  Ripamonti,  p.  261. 
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Ingolstadt,  Pisa,  Bologna,  and  Padua,  and  for  his  refusai 
of  gli  these  honours,  was  certainly  one  of  thè  most  indù- 
enfiai  men  of  his  time.  To  his  reputation  for  learning  was 
added  that  of  his  life;  and  to  admiration  of  his  character, 
a  feeling  of  good-will  for  his  great  kindness  in  curing  and 
benefiting  thè  poor.  Yet  there  is  one  circumstance,  which, 
in  our  minds,  disturbs  and  overclouds  thè  sentiment  of  es- 
teem  inspired  by  these  merits,  but  which  at  that  time  must 
bave  rendered  it  stronger  and  more  generai:  thè  poor  man 
participated  in  thè  commonest  and  most  fatai  prejudices  of 
his  contemporari es  :  he  was  in  advance  of  them,  but  not  dis- 
tinguished  from  thè  multitude;  a  station  which  only  invites 
trouble,  and  often  causes  thè  loss  of  an  authority  acquired 
by  other  means.  Nevertheless,  that  which  he  enjoyed  in  so 
great  a  degree,  was  not  only  insufficient  to  overcome  thè  gen¬ 
erai  opinion  on  this  subject  of  thè  pestilence,  but  it  could 
not  even  protect  him  from  thè  animosity  and  thè  insults  of 
that  part  of  thè  populace,  which  most  readily  steps  from 
opinions  to  their  exhibition  by  actual  deeds. 

One  day,  as  he  was  going  in  a  litter  to  visit  his  patients, 
crowds  began  to  assemble  round  him,  crying  out  that  he  was 
thè  head  of  those  who  were  determined,  in  spite  of  everything, 
to  ipake  out  that  there  was  a  plague  ;  that  it  was  he  who  put 
thè  city  in  alarm,  with  his  gloomy  brow,  and  shaggy  beard; 
and  all  to  give  employment  to  thè  doctors  !  The  multitude  and 
their  fury  went  on  increasing  ;  so  that  thè  bearers,  seeing  their 
danger,  took  refuge  with  their  master  in  thè  house  of  a  friend, 
which  fortunately  happened  to  be  at  hand.  All  this  occurred 
tq  hitn  f or  having  foreseen  clearly,  stated  what  was  really  thè 
fact,  and  wished  to  save  thousands  of  his  fellow-creatures 
from  thè  pestilence:  when  having,  by  his  deplorable  advice, 
co-operated  in  causing  a  poor  unhappy  wretch  to  be  put  to  thè 
torture,  racked,  and  burnt  as  a  witch,  because  one  of  her 
masters  had  suffered  extraordinary  pains  in  his  stomach,  and 
another,  some  time  before,  had  been  desperately  enamoured 
of  her/0  he  had  received  from  thè  popular  voice  additional 
reputation  for  wisdom,  and,  what  is  intolerable  to  think  of, 
thè  adcjitional  title  of  thè  well-deserving. 

Towards  thè  lattei*  end  of  March,  hqwever,  sickness  and 

10  History  of  Mijan,  by  Count  Pietro  Verr|.  Mijgn:  1825.  Voi.  iv.  p.  155. 
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deaths  began  rapidly  to  multiply,  first  in  thè  suburbs  of  thè 
Porta  Orientale,  and  then  in  all  thè  other  quarters  of  the  aty, 
with  thè  unusual  accompanunents  of  spasms,  PalP^t!°n’ 
lethargy,  delirium,  and  those  fatai  symptoms,  livid  spots  and 
sores  fand  these  deaths  were,  for  thè  most  part,  rapid,  violen 
and  not  unfrequently  sudden,  without  any  previous  tokens  of 
illness  Those  physicians  who  were  opposed  to  tìie  belief  o 
contagion,  unwilling  now  to  admit  what  they  had  hitherto 
derided,  yet  obliged  to  give  a  genencal  name  to  thè  new 
malady,  which  had  become  too  common  and  too  evident  to  go 
without  one,  adopted  that  of  malignant  or  pestdent 
— a  miserable  expedient,  a  mere  play  upon  ™ords> 
productive  of  much  harm;  because,  whxle  ìt  appeared  to  ac- 
knowledge  thè  truth,  it  only  contnbuted  tothe  disbelief  of 
what  it  was  most  important  to  believe  and  disce™;^z'>  ** 
thè  infection  was  conveyed  by  means  of  thè  touch, 
magistrates,  like  one  awaking  from  a  deep  sleep  begantolend 
a  little  more  ear  to  thè  appeals  and  proposals  of  *e  0 

Health,  to  support  its  proclamations,  and  second  *e  seques- 
trations  prescribed,  and  thè  quarantines  enjoined  by  this 
tribunal.  The  Board  was  also  constantly  demanding  money  to 
provide  for  thè  daily  expenses  of  thè  Lazzaretto  now  aug- 
mented  by  so  many  additional  Services  ;  and  for  this  they 
applied  to  thè  Decurioni,  while  it  was  being  decided  (which 
was  never  done,  I  believe,  except  by  practice)  ^ether  sue  , 
exnertses  should  be  charged  to  thè  city,  or  to  thè  royal 
exchequer  The  high  chancellor  also  applied  importunately 
Decurioni,  by  order,  too,  of  thè  governor,  who  had 
°  “n  returned  to  lay  siege  to  thè  unfortunate  Casale;  thè 
senate  ^ikewise  applied  to  them,  imploring  them  to  see  to  thè 
beri  method  of  victualing  thè  city,  before  they  should  be  for- 

ss  ito  sssz?  &  fPR 

Health,  a  little  to  thè  poor,  purchased  a  little  c0™,andtu 
in  some  degree,  supplied  thè  existmg  necessity.  The  severest 
suffenngs  had  not  yet  arrived. 


532 


ALESSANDRO  MANZONI 


ded- 

m  short,  or  rather  to  establish  separatlons>  to  «tamtam, 
by  thè  Board  of  Health-  fnr  f,-r,  &overnment  prescribed 
had  been  in  confusion  frnm’  t-h  m  very  ®rst>  everything 
of  thè  of  man^ 

officials.  The  Board  and  Zn  W  COnmvance  of  thè 

w.y  .o  tllm,'b«h0ri“dt£L?l “T” 

SÈTofr  b“°?s:hl  tllc  F»*h«>-  CòmJE?  a°  he  4» 

pl*“ ot  *h'  Fath" 

»  severa  a  p.rson 

5  to  «  f*“-  *rai?s; 

3S:  ?hd.SÌT40hf  rThsS”'  .tS 

ui  mind  as  in  counténance  Thai''1''  but.  graue  311(1  stern 

ss 

ps«£;a~5 

KS^-a^-ssws 

^  ,!i  u  At  the  very  outset  he  took  thè  piarne  -  recov 
cred,  and  with  fresh  alacrity  resumed  his  first  dutte  Moli 

Such ?ere,  -aCrificed  their  Iives>  and  all  joyfullf 
Such  a  dietatorship  was  certainly  a  strange  expedfént; 
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strange  as  was  thè  calamity,  strange  as  were  thè  times  ;  and 
even  did  we  know  no  more  about  it,  this  alone  would  suffice 
as  an  argument,  as  a  specimen,  indeed,  of  a  rude  and  ill- 
regulated  state  of  society.  But  thè  spirit,  thè  deeds,  thè 
self-sacrifìce,  of  these  friars,  deserve  no  less  than  that  they 
should  be  mentioned  with  respect  and  tenderness,  and  with 
that  species  of .  gratitude  which  one  f eels,  en  masse  as  it 
were,  for  great  Services  rendered  by  meli  to  their  fellows. 
To  die  in  a  good  cause  is  a  wise  and  beautiful  action,  at  any 
time,  under  any  state  of  things  whatsoever.  ‘For  had  not 
yse  Fathers  repayred  hither/  says  Tadino,  ‘  assuredly  ye 
whole  Citie  would  have  been  annihilated;  for  it  was  a 
miraculous  thing  that  yse  Fathers  effected  so  much  for  ye 
publick  Benefit  in  so  short  a  space  of  Time,  and,  receiving  no 
Assistance,  or  at  least,  very  little,  from  ye  Citie,  contrived, 
by  their  Industrie  and  Prudence,  to  maintain  so  many  thou- 
sands  of  Poore  in  ye  Lazzaretto/11 

Among  thè  public,  also,  this  obstinacy  in  denying  thè  pesti- 
lence  gave  way  naturally,  and  gradualìy  disappeared,  in  prò- 
portion  as  thè  contagion  extended  itself,  and  extended  itself, 
too,  before  their  own  eyes,  by  means  of  contact  and  inter- 
course;  and  stili  more  when,  after  having  been  for  some  time 
confìned  to  thè  lower  orders,  it  began  to  take  effect  upon  thè 
higher.  And  among  these,  as  he  was  then  thè  most  eminent, 
so  by  us  now,  thè  senior  physician  Settala,  deserves  express 
mention.  People  must  at  least  have  said  :  The  poor  old  man 
was  right  !  But  who  knows?  He,  with  his  wife,  two  sons, 
and  seven  persorts  in  his  service,  all  took  thè  plague.  One  of 
these  sons  and  himself  recovered  ;  thè  rest  died.  ‘  These 
Cases/  says  Tadino,  *  occurring  in  thè  Citie  in  thè  fìrst  fami- 
lies,  disposed  thè  Nobili  ti  e  and  common  People  to  think;  and 
thè  incredulous  Physicians,  and  thè  ignorant  and  rash  lower 
Orders,  began  to  bite  their  Lips,  grind  their  Teeth,  and  arch 
their  Eyebrows  in  Amazement/12 

But  thè  revolutions,  thè  reprisals,  thè  vengeance,  so  to  say, 
of  convinced  obstinacy,  are  sometimes  such  as  to  raise  a  wish 
that  it  had  conti nued  unshaken  and  unconquered,  even  to  thè 
last,  against  reason  and  evidence:  and  this  was  truly  one  of 
these  occasions.  They  who  had  so  resolutely  and  persever- 

11  Tadino,  p.  98.  12  Ib.,  p.  96. 
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ingly  impugned  thè  existence  of  a  germ  of  evil  near  them,  or 
among  them,  which  might  propagate  itself  by  naturai  means, 
and  make  much  havoc,  unable  now  to  deny  its  propagation, 
and  unwilling  to  attributo  it  to  those  means  (for  this  would 
have  been  to  confess  at  once  a  great  delusion  and  a  great 
error),  were  so  much  thè  more  inclined  to  find  some  other 
cause  for  it,  and  make  good  any  that  might  happen  to  present 
itself.  Unhappily,  there  was  one  in  readiness  in  thè  ideas 
and  traditions  common  at  that  time,  not  only  here,  but  in 
every  part  of  Europe,  of  magical  arts,  diabolical  practices, 
people  sworn  to  disseminate  thè  plague  by  means  of  con- 
tagious  poisons  and  witchcraft.  These  and  similar  things 
had  al  ready  been  supposed  and  believed  during  many  other 
plagues  ;  and  at  Milan,  especially,  in  that  of  half  a  century 
before.  It  may  be  added,  that,  even  during  thè  preceding 
year,  a  despatch,  signed  by  King  Philip  IV.,  had  been  for- 
warded  to  thè  governor,  in  which  he  was  informed  that  four 
Frenchmen  had  escaped  from  Madrid,  who  were  sought  upon 
suspicion  of  spreading  poisonous  and  pestilential  ointments; 
and  requiring  him  to  be  on  thè  watch,  perchance  they  should 
arrive  at  Milan.  The  governor  communicated  thè  despatch 
to  thè  Senate  and  thè  Board  of  Health;  and  thenceforward,  it 
seems,  they  thought  no  more  about  it.  When,  however,  thè 
plague  broke  forth,  and  was  recognized  by  all,  thè  return  of 
this  intelligence  to  memory  may  have  served  to  confirm  and 
support  thè  vague  suspicion  of  an  iniquitous  fraud;  it  may 
even  have  been  thè  first  occasion  of  creating  it. 

But  two  actions,  one  of  blind  and  undisciplined  fear,  thè 
other  of  I  know  not  what  malicious  mischief,  were  what  con- 
verted  this  vague  suspicion  of  a  possible  attempt,  into  more 
than  suspicion  (and,  with  many,  a  certain  conviction)  of  a 
reai  plot.  Some  persons,  who  fancied  they  had  seen  people, 
on  thè  evening  of  thè  iyth  of  May,  in  thè  cathedral,  anoint- 
ing  a  partition  which  was  used  to  separate  thè  spaces  assigned 
to  thè  two  sexes,  had  this  partition,  and  a  number  of  benches 
enclosed  within  it,  brought  out  during  thè  night;  although 
thè  President  of  thè  Board  of  Health,  having  repaired  thither 
with  four  members  of  thè  committee,  and  having  inspected  thè 
screen,  thè  benches,  and  thè  stoups  of  holy  water,  and  found 
nothing  that  could  confirm  thè  ignorant  suspicion  of  a  poison- 
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ous  attempi,  had  declared,  to  humour  other  people’s  fancies 
and  rather  to  exceed  in  caution,  than  from  any  convtcttonof 
necéssity,  that  it  would  be  sufficient  to  have  thè  partition 
washed.  This  mass  of  piled-up  furniture  produced  a  strong 
impression  of  consternation  among  thè  multitude,  to  whom 
any  object  so  readily  became  an  argument.  It  was  said,  and 
generally  believed,  that  all  thè  benches,  walls,  and  even  thè 
bell-ropes  in  thè  cathedral,  had  been  rubbed  over  with  unctu- 
ous  matter.  Nor  was  this  affirmed  only  at  thè  time  :  all  thè  rec- 
ords  of  contemporaries  (some  of  them  written  after  a  lapse 
of  many  years)  which  allude  to  this  incident,  speak.of it  with 
eciual  certainty  of  asseveration  :  and  we  should  be  obliged  to 
cofljecture  its  true  history,  did  we  not  find  it  in  a  letter  from 
thè  Board  of  Health  to  thè  governor.preserved  m  thè  archives 
of  San  Fedele,  from  which  we  have  extracted  it,  and  whence 
we  have  quoted  thè  words  we  have  written  in.italics. 

Next  morning,  a  new,  stranger,  and  more  sigmficant  spec- 
tacle,  struck  thè  eyes  and  minds  of  thè  citizens.  In  every  part 
of  thè  city  they  saw  thè  doors  and  walls  of  thè  houses  stamed 
and  daubed  with  long  streaks  of  I  know  not  what  filthmess, 
somethinp-  yellowish  and  whitish,  spread  over  them  as  if  with 
a  sponge?  Whether  it  were  a  base  inclination  to  witness  a 
more  clamorous  and  more  generai  consternation,  or  a  stili 
more  wicked  design  to  augment  thè  public  confusion,  or  what- 
ever  else  it  may  have  been,  thè  fact  is  attested  m  such  a  man- 
ner  that  it  seems  to  us  less  rational  to  attribute  it  to  a  dream 
of  thè  imagination,  than  to  a  wickedly  malicious  trick,  not 
entirely  new,  indeed,  to  thè  wit  of  man,— not,  alas,  deficient 
in  corresponding  effects,  in  every  place,  so  to  say,  and  every 
age.  Ripamonti,  who  frequently  on  this  subject  of  thè 
anointing,  ridicules,  and  stili  more  frequently  deplores,  thè 
pòpular  credulity,  here  affirms  that  he  had  seen  this  plaster- 
ing  and  then  describes  it.“  In  thè  above-quoted  letter,  thè 
o-entlemen  of  thè  Board  of  Health  relate  thè  cuxumstance 
in  thè  same  terms  ;  they  speak  of  inspections,  of  expenments 
made  with  this  mattér  upón  dogs,  without  any  ìnjurious 
effect;  and  add,  that  they  believe  such  tementy  proceeded 

13  .  ‘Et  nos  quoque  ivirnus  visere.  Macula?  eraP‘  sPaP’“ 

pn-ntartiinata  cernebantur.  Page  75* 
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rather  front  insolenc e  than  from  any  guiltv  desiati •  an 
opmion  which  evmces  that,  up  to  this  thne,  ^they  retained 

eSt161 OthearnqUllIlty  °f  mÌnd  n0t  t0  866  What  ready  did  not 

exjst.  Other  contemporary  records,  not  to  reckon  their  tes- 

ShZZTtT  °f  tHe  faCt’  SÌgnÌfy’  at  the  sa™  tini 

J  I  ,  fi!'st.thle  Tmon  of  many»  that  this  beplastering 
;v“d°nf  m,Joke;  m  a  mere  frolle;  none  of  them  speak 
of  any  one  who  demed  it;  and  had  there  been  any,  they  cer- 

Ea  iona°l  T  r6  thcm’  Were  !t  on!y  to  cali  them 

irrationa  1  I  ha  ve  deemed  it  not  out  of  place  to  relate  and 

entirelgethet  th6Se  particuIars’  in  Part  little  known,  in  part 

in  errors^andTs’  °-  fi  ce!ebrated  p0PuIar  delirium;  because 

seems  tn  ZZ  Pf  y  m.  the  errors  of  a  «uiltitude,  what 
eerns  to  me  most  mterestmg  and  most  useful  to  observe, 

is,  thè  course  they  have  taken,  their  appearances,  and  the 

there.  7  ^  C°Uld  Cnter  men’S  minds’  and  hold  sway 

nJle  ^Ity’  aIr,eady  tumultuously  inclined,  was  now  turned 

ErneV  r1];'  "  °W?erS  °f  the  houses’  with  %hted  straw, 

bUr"ed  t,  e  hesmeared  spots;  and  passers-by  stopped,  gazed 

S  atrtt’tTrmUred1-  StrangerS'  suspected  «f  this  alone) 

rested  hvtbe  ?“y  "ecognized  b7  their  dress,  were  ar- 
rested  by  the  people  in  the  streets,  and  consigned  to  prison 

Sred  "t(;rr08'atl°nS.aild  -aminations  were  made  of  capi 
tured,  captors,  and  witnesses;  no  one  was  found  guilty:  men’s 
mmds  were  stdl  capab'e  of  doubting,  weighin/understand- 
mg.  The  Board  of  Health  issued  a  proclamation,  in  which 
y  promised  reward  and  impunity  to  any  one  who  would 
Srmg  to  hght  thè  author  or  authors  of  thè  deed.  ‘In  anv 
Ster  *  e*ped*entf  say  these  gentlemen  in  thè 

which  SShaVMqU?fed’  1Ch  b6arS  date  the  2Ist  of  May,  but 
which  was  evidently  written  on  the  i9th,  the  day  signified  in 

lLPrmted-Pr°ClamatÌOn’  ‘that  this  shouldby  am 

susIir;Zmam  Wflpunish,ed’  sPeciallie  in  times  so  perilous  and 
suspicious,  we_  have,  for  the  consolation  and  peace  of  the 

ÌZÌle’thhtS  * ^  pubhsh.ed  an  edicte ’  &c.  In  the  edict,  how- 
ever,  there  ìs  no  mention,  at  least  no  distinct  one  of  that 

traI10r  and  tranqUÌIHzÌng  col]jecture  they  had  suggested  to 
e  governor:  a  reservation  which  indicates  at  once  a  fierce 
prejudice  m  the  people,  and  in  themselves  a  degree  of  obse- 
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quiousness,  so  much  thè  more  blamable  as  thè  consequences 
might  prove  more  pernicious. 

While  thè  Board  was  thus  making  inquiries,  many  of  thè 
public,  as  is  usually  thè  case,  had  already  found  thè  answer. 
Among  those  who  believed  this  to  be  a  poisonous  ointment, 
some  were  sure  it  was  an  act  of  revenge  of  Don  Gonzalo 
Fernandez  de  Cordova,  for  thè  insults  received  at  his  de- 
parture;  some,  that  it  was  an  idea  of  Cardinal  Richelieu’s  to 
desolate  Milan,  and  make  himself  master  of  it  without 
trouble;  others,  again — it  is  not  known  with  what  motives — 
would  have  that  thè  Count  Cobalto  was  thè  ajuthor  of  thè 
plot,  or  Wallenstein,  or  this  or  that  Milanese  nobleman. 
There  wanted  not  too,  as  we  have  said,  those  who  saw 
nothing  in  this  occurrence  but  a  mischievous  jest,  and  at- 
tributed  it  to  students,  to  gentlemen,  to  officers  who  were 
weary  of  thè  siege  of  Casale.  It  did  not  appear,  however, 
as  had  been  dreaded,  that  infection  and  universal  slaughter 
immediately  ensued:  and  this  was  probably  thè  cause  that 
this  first  fear  began  by  degrees  to  subside,  and  thè  matter 
was,  or  seemed  to  be,  forgotten. 

There  was,  after  all,  a  certain  number  of  persons  not  yet 
convinced  that  it  was  indeed  thè  plague;  and  because,  both 
in  thè  Lazzaretto  and  in  thè  city,  some  were  restored  to 
health,  ‘  it  was  affirmed/  (thè  final  arguments  for  an  opinion 
contradicted  by  evidence  are  always  curious  enough,)  ‘  it  was 
affirmed  by  thè  common  people,  and  even  yet  by  many  partial 
physicians,  that  it  was  not  really  thè  plague,  or  all  would  have 
died.’14  To  remove  every  doubt,  thè  Board  of  Health  em- 
ployed  an  expedient  conformable  to  thè  necesstty  of  thè  case, 
a  means  of  speaking  to  thè  eye,  such  as  thè  times  may  have 
required  or  suggested.  On  one  of  thè  festal  days  of  Whit- 
suntide,  thè  citizens  were  in  thè  habit  of  docking  to  thè 
cemetery  of  San  Gregorio,  outside  thè  Porta  Orientale,  to 
pray  for  thè  souls  of  those  who  had  died  in  thè  former  con- 
tagion,  and  whose  bodies  were  there  interred;  and  borrowing 
from  devotion  an  opportunity  of  amusement  and  sight-seeing, 
every  one  went  thither  in  his  best  and  gayest  clothing.  One 
whole  family,  amongst  others,  had  this  day  died  of  thè  plague. 
At  thè  hour  of  thè  thickest  concourse,  in  thè  midst  of  car- 
14  Tadino,  p.  93. 
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riages,  riders  on  horseback,  and  foot-passengers,  tbe  corpses 
of  this  family  were,  by  order  of  thè  Board,  drawn  naked  on  a 
car  to  thè  above-named  burying-ground  ;  in  order  that  thè 
crowd  might  behold  in  them  thè  mani f est  token,  thè  revolting 
seal  and  symptom,  of  thè  pestilence.  A  cry  of  horror  and 
consternation  arose  wherever  thè  car  was  passing;  a  prò- 
longed  murmur  was  predominant  where  it  had  passed,  another 
murimi r  preceded  it.  The  rea!  existence  of  thè  plague  was 
more  believed:  besides,  every  day  it  continued  to  gain  more 
belief  by  itself  ;  and  that  very  concourse  would  contribute  not 
a  little  to  propagate  it. 

First,  then,  it  was  not  thè  plague,  absolutely  not — by  no 
means  :  thè  very  utterance  of  thè  term  was  prohibited.  Then, 
it  was  pestilential  fevers:  thè  idea  was  indirectly  admitted 
in  an  adjective.  Then,  it  was  not  thè  true  nor  reai  plague; 
that  is  to  say,  it  was  thè  plague,  but  only  in  a  certain  sense  ; 
not  positively  and  undoubtedly  thè  plague,  but  something  to 
which  no  other  name  could  be  affixed.  Lastly,  it  was  thè 
plague  without  doubt,  without  dispute  :  but  even  then  another 
idea  was  appended  to  it,  thè  idea  of  poison  and  witchcraft, 
which  altered  and  confounded  that  conveyed  in  thè  word  they 
could  no  longer  repress. 

There  is  no  necessity,  I  imagine,  to  be  well  versed  in  thè 
history  of  words  and  ideas,  to  perceive  that  many  others  have 
followed  a  similar  course.  Heaven  b*e  praised  that  there  have 
not  been  many  of  such  a  nature,  and  of  so  vast  importance, 
which  contradict  their  evidence  at  such  a  price,  and  to  which 
accessories  of  such  a  character  may  be  annexed  !  It  is  possi- 
ble,  however,  both  in  great  and  trifling  concerns,  to  avoid,  in 
great  measure,  so  lengthened  and  crooked  a  path,  by  f ollowing 
thè  method  which  has  been  so  long  laid  down,  of  observing, 
iistening,  comparing,  and  thinking,  before  speaking. 

But  speaking — this  one  thing  by  itself — is  so  much  easier 
than  all  thè  others  put  together,  that  even  we,  I  say,  we  men 
in  generai,  are  somewhat  to  be  pitied. 


CHAPTER  XXXII 

I  °i  te  4th  oi  M»y>  ‘"e  cSuncil  °f  the  D,cu,i"j 

— on  thè  4tn  y  j._  p  p^overnor  5  cinti 

to  have  reco^se  [or  a^  a"vo  members  of  that  body  were 
accordmgly,  on  the  22110  t  d  t0  hjm  thè  suffenngs 

despatched  »  f*c«n*7£  2S£  expenditure,  the  tre»- 
and  poverty  of  thè  city .  future  revenue  m 

ury  exhausted  and  mvolved  m  lts  ^  f  the  general 

pl.V  and  «“  “"'f  ‘T^so  ™ny  esp^ciatly 

topoyerishmat,  by  ,uiilted  to  his  considera- 

by  thè  havoc  of  thè  miiit  y ,  y  whìch  had  never 

tion  that,  according  to  aw  and  ’^harles  V.,  the 

been  repealed  and  by  P^^  ^  bg  defrayed  from  the  , 

expenses  of  the  pestile  ^  ^  f  ie76,  the  governor, 

king’s  exchequer:  that,  in  thè  plagu  Je^7remitted  an  thè 

the  Marquis  of  A^“°"te’  relieved  the  city  with  forty 

taxes  of  the  Chamber  but  rh  ,  er .  and>  finally,  they 

thousand  scudi  from  *  as  once  bifore  already,  the 

demanded  f our  things .  ,  Qiamber  should  grant 

taxes  should  not  be  should  acquaint 

borae  supplies  of  money,  th  g  ^  ^  territory,  and 

the  king  with  tlie  mls,e1^  exempted  from  again  quartering 
that  thè  duchy  ^^ld  l^  e^reaPd  wasted  and  destroyed  by 
the  military,  as  ìt  had  been  J  .  condolences  and 

thè  former  troops..  SP‘™l\fwas  sorry  he  did  not  happen 
fresh  exhortations .  he  ap  hi  endeavours  for  ìts 

to  be  in  thè  city,  that  ^«ught^ai^  compensated  for  by 

relief  ;  but  he  .  that  $&&  was  thè  time  to  expend 

thè  zeal  of  these  gentle  ■  ^  could  hy  every  means  : 

without  parsitnony,  and  to  do  y  provide  for  them  in 

and  as  to  th.  wonld  allo». 

iTSTey  cète  r  any  more  determinate  condteons. 
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thè  gov^Lr\hoi^hrfiftoPtragUf  ^  ÌtS  gr.eatest  ,leIght, 

patent,  to  .thè  High  Chancellor  pw  F  a“tllorit>'>  hy  letters 
to  attend  to  thè  war.  rer>  ke  kav*ng'>  as  he  said, 

a.oEibs  had  «« 

solemn  procession  bearin°-  thrrmo-jA b.lshoP  to  appomt  a 
Cado.  S- 

thaTif  the^efflcfShoulTnor6  dÌSpkased  him>'  and  he  fea?ed 
also  reasJn  to  Ì;S,COrreSP°n^  t0  *’  which  he  ^ 

off  enee.1  He  feared  further  that  -jT-0  j  d  be  converted  into 

w  Motti,  thè  procession  wJd  affoco  2,^  P°ÌS°n~ 
tunities  for  crime*  H  th™  rd  t0°  convenient  Qppor- 

itself  should  not  ’fail  to  T*  a  concourse  of 

widely ;  «  danger  far  more  rlal^Tor^L  C°ntagion  more 
picions  of  poisononc;  4-  t.  j  ^ or  suPpressed  sus~ 

generally 

seen  anointed  walls  ^ntrance^t  tlm?,dley  fancied  they  had 

private  house  JndCk“s  T°  ^  buÌ!dinSs’  doors  of 

Aew  from  rnomh  to  mou  ^  dÌSC0Verks 

than  usually  in  great  n renne  =  •  , 1  haPPens  even  more 

same  effect  that  thè  sight  of  .ession*’  tbe  rePort  produced  thè 
of  thè  populee  ^g  *^t^dhavedone'  Theminds 
actual  presence  of  cinfFer-  6  fncl .  more  embittered  by  thè 
thè  danger  embraced  th^h’  ^ntated  by  thè  pertinacity  of 

b«r„s  ?  ,“f  ‘rar  wa,i”glyi  f?  ^ 

acutely  observes  on  thic  c„„5’  ?  ’  .  a  Very  worthy  man 

evils  to  humln  wUedn*  ,wouId  ra^r  attribute 

tormentine “ “r2s  IrUp°n1  Jhich  k  vent  its 

which  leaves  no  otLr  t  ac.kno™le<%e  them  from  a  source 
instantaneous,  exceedingbTr)/  t  reS!§’nation-  A  subtle, 

more  than  eioS^ShTS?^  F™™’  ^  W°rds 
*  exPlam  the  virulence,  and  all  other 

thè  Plague, S  in  &eCCyeaYYfoe0ma&eabIe  Er.e,n¥  in  Milan  about  the  time  of 

aa  ,eJ.than  a  new  compilation.  ’  *  deed  lt:  be  not  a  simple  edition, 

•  •  •  • Si  »<*» 

Economy,  voi.  xvii.  p.  ^05.  °n  orture:  Italian  Writers  on  Modern  Politicai 


I  PROMESSI  SPOSI 


541 


tnost  mysterious  and  unusual  accompaniments  of  thè  con¬ 
tagimi.  It  was  said  that  this  venom  was  composed  of  toads, 
of  serpents,  of  saliva  and  matter  from  infectedpersons,  of  worse 
stili,  of  everything,  in  short,  that  wild  and  perverse  fancy 
could  invent  which  was  foul  and  atrocious.  To  these  was 
added.witchcraft,  by  which  any  effect  became  possible,  every 
objection  lost  its  force,  every  difficulty  was  resolved.  li  thè 
anticipated  effects  had  not  immediately  followed  upon  thè 
first  anointing,  thè  reason  was  now  clear— it  had  been  thè 
imperfect  attempi;  of  novices  in  thè  art  of  sorcery  •  now  it 
was  more  matured,  and  thè  wills  of  thè  perpetrators  were 
more  bent  tipon  their  infernal  project.  Now,  had  any  one 
stili  mamtained  that  it  had  been  a  mere  trick,  had  any  one  stili 
denied  thè  existence  of  a  conspiracy,  he  would  have  passed 
for  a  deluded  or  obstinate  person;  if,  indeed,  he  would  not 
nave  fallen  under  thè  suspicion  of  being  interested  in  divert- 
ing  public  scrutiny  from  thè  truth,  of  being  an  accomplice,  a 
poisoner.  The  terni  very  soon  became  common,  solemn,  tre- 
mendous.  With  sudi  a  persuasion,  that  poisoners  there  were, 
some  must  almost  infalhbly  be  discovered:  all  eyes  were  on 
thè.  look-out  ;  every  act  might  excite  jealousy;  and  jealousy 
easily  became  certainty,  and  certainty  fury. 

Ripamonti  relates  two  instances,  informing  us  that  he  had 
selected  them,  not  as  thè  most  outrageous  among  thè  many 
which  daily  occurred,  but  because,  unhappily,  he  could  speak 
of  both  as  an  eye-witness.4 

In  thè  church  of  Sant’  Antonio,  on  thè  day  of  I  know  not 
what  solemnity,  an  old  man,  more  than  eighty  years  of  age, 
was  observed,  after  kneeling  in  prayer,  to  sit  down,  first,  how- 
ever,  dusting  thè  bench  with  his  cloak.  i  That  old  man  is 
anointing  thè  benches  !  ’  exclaimed  with  one  voice  some 
women,  who  witnessed  thè  act.  The  people  who  happened 
to  be  in  church,  (in  church  !)  fell  upon  thè  old  man;  they  tore 
his  gray  locks,  heaped  upon  him  blows  and  kicks,  and  dragged 
him  out  half  dead,  to  convey  him  to  prison,  to  thè  judges,  to 
torture.  ‘  I  beheld  him  dragged  along  in  this  way/  says  Ripa- 
monti,  ‘nor. could  I  learn  anything  further  about  his  end;  but, 
indeed,  I  think  he  could  not  have  survived  many  moments/ 

The  other  instance,  which  occurred  thè  following  day,  was 

4  Page  96. 
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equally  strange,  but  not  equally  fatai.  Three  French  youths 
in  company,  one  a  scholar,  one  a  pamter,  and  thè  third 
mechanic,  who  had  come  to  see  Italy,  to  study  |ts  aWlties- 
and  to  try  and  make  money,  had  approached  I  know  not 
exactly  what  part  of  thè  exterior  of  thè  cathedral,  and  stood 
attentively  surveying  it.  One,  two,  or  more  passers-by, 
stopped,  and  formed  a  little  group,  to  contemplate  and  keep 
their  eye  on  these  visitors,  whom  their  costume,  their  hea  - 
dress,  and  their  wallets,  proclaimed  to  be  strangers  and,  what 
was  worse,  Frenchmen.  As  if  to  assure  themselyes  that  it 
was  marble,  they  stretched  out  their  hands  to  touch  it  ihis 
was  enough.  They  were  surrounded,  seized,  tormented,  and 
urged  by  blows  to  prison.  Fortunately,  thè  hall  of  justice  was 
not  far  from  thè  cathedral,  and  by  stili  greater  good  fortune, 
thev  were  found  innocent,  and  set  at  liberty.  , 

Nor  did  such  things  happen  only  in  thè  city;  thè  frenzy  had 
spread  like  thè  contagion.  The  «aveller  who  was  met  by 
peasants  out  of  thè  highway,  or  on  thè  public  road  was  see 
loitering  and  amusing  himself,  or  stretched  upon  thè  ground 
to  rest^the  stranger  in  whom  they  fancied  they  saw  some- 
thing  singular  and  suspicious  in  countenance  or  dress— these 
were  poisoners;  at  thè  first  report  of  whomsoever  it  might  be 
at  thè  cry  of  a  child— thè  alarm  was  given,  and  thè  people 
flocked  together  ;  thè  unhappy  victims  were  pelted  with  stones 
or,  if  taken,  were  violently  dragged  to  prison  And  thè 
prison,  up  to  a  certain  period,  became  a  haven  of  safety. 

P  But  thè  Decurioni,  not  discouraged  by  thè  refusai  of  thè 
judicious  prelate,  continued  to  repeat  their  entreaties,  which 
were  noisily  seconded  by  thè  popular  vote.  The  Bishop  per- 
severed  for  some  time,  and  endeavoured  to  dissuade  them. 
so  much  and  no  more  could  thè  discretion  of  one  man  do 
against  thè  judgment  of  thè  times,  and  thè  pertmacity  of  thè 
many.  In  this  state  of  opinion,  with  thè  idea  of  danger,  con 
fused  as  it  was  at  that  period,  disputed,  and  very  far  fro 
possessing  thè  evidènce  which  we  have  for  it,  it  will  not 
difficult  to  comprehend  how  his  good  reasons  might,  even  in 
his  own  mind,  be  overcome  by  thè  bad  ones  of  others 
Whether,  besides,  in  his  subsequent  concession,  a  feebleness 
of  will  had  or  had  not  any  share,  ìs  a  mystery  of  thè  huftian 

5  Ripamonti,  pp.  9 1t  92> 
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heart.  Certainly  if,  in  any  case,  it  be  possible  to  attribute 
error  wholly  to  thè  intellect,  and  to  refieve  thè  conscience  of 
responsibility,  it  ls  when  one  treats  of  those  rare  persons, 
(and,  assuredly,  thè  Cardinal  was  of  thè  number,)  throughout 
whose  whole  life  is  seen  a  resolute  obedience  to  conscience, 
without  regard  to  temporal  interests  of  any  kind.  On  thè  repe- 
tition  of  thè  entreaties,  then,  he  yielded,  gave  his  consent  to 
thè  procession,  and  further,  to  thè  desire,  thè  generai  eager- 
ness,  that  thè  urn  which  contained  thè  relics  of  San  Carlo 
should  afterwards  remain  exposed  for  eight  days  to  thè  public 
concourse,  on  thè  high  aitar  of  thè  cathedral. 

I  do  not  find  that  thè  Board  of  Health,  or  thè  other  authori- 
ties,  made  any  opposition  or  remonstrance  of  any  kind.  The 
above-named  Board  merely  ordered  some  precautions,  which, 
without  obviating  thè  danger,  indicated  their  apprehension 
of  it  They  gave  more  strict  regulations  about  thè  admission 
of  persons  into  thè  city,  and  to  insure  thè  execution  of  them, 
kept  all  thè  gates  shut  :  as  also,  in  order  to  exclude  from  thè 
concourse,  as  far  as  possible,  thè  infected  and  suspected,  they 
caused  thè  doors  of  thè  condemned  houses  to  be  nailed  tip; 
which,  so  far  as  thè  bare  assertion  of  a  writer — and  a  writer 
of  those  times — is  to  be  valued  in  such  matters,  amounted  to 
about  five  hundred.6 

Three  days  were  spent  in  preparations  ;  and  on  thè  nth  of 
June,  which  was  thè  day  fixed,  thè  procession  started  by  early 
dawn  from  thè  cathedral.  A  long  file  of  people  led  thè  way, 
chiefìy  women,  their  faces  covered  with  ampie  silken  veils, 
and  many  of  them  barefoot,  and  clothed  in  sackcloth.  Then 
followed  bands  of  artificers,preceded  by  their  several  banners, 
thè  different  fraternities,  in  habits  of  various  shades  and 
colours;  then  carne  thè  brotherhoods  of  monks,  then  thè 
secular  clergy,  each  with  thè  insignia  of  his  rank,  and  hearing 
a  lighted  wax  taper.  In  thè  centre,  amidst  thè  brilliancy  of 
stili  more  numerous  torches,  and  thè  louder  tones  of  thè 
chanting,  carne  thè  coffin,  under  a  rich  canopy,  supported 
alternately  by  four  canons,  most  pompously  attired.  Through 
thè  crystal  sides  appeared  thè  venerated  corpse,  thè  limbs 
enveloped  in  splendici  pontificai  robes,  and  thè  skull  covered 

6  Alleviation  of  thè  State  of  Milan,  &c.,  by  C.  G.  Cavatio  della  Sodaglia. 
Milan,  1653,  p.  248. 
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with  a  mitre;  and  under  thè  mutilated  and  decomposed  fea- 
tures,  some  traces  might  stili  be  distinguìshed  of  his  former 
countenance,  such  as  it  was  represented  in  pictures,  and  as 
some  remembered  seeing  and  honouring  it  during  his  life. 
Behind  thè  mortai  remains  of  thè  deceased  pastor,  (says  Ripa- 
monti,7  from  which  we  chiefly  have  taken  this  description,) 
and  near  him  in  person,  as  well  as  in  merit,  blood,  and  dignity, 
carne  thè  Archbishop  Federigo.  Then  followed  thè  rest  of  thè 
clergy,  and  dose  behind  them  thè  magistrates,  in  their  best 
robes  of  office;  after  them  thè  nobility,  some  sumptuously 
apparelled,  as  for  a  solemn  celebration  of  worship,  others  in 
token  of  humiliation,  clothed  in  mourning,  or  walking  bare- 
foot,  covered  with  sackcloth,  and  thè  hoods  drawn  over  their 
faces,  all  hearing  large  torches.  A  mingled  crowd  of  people 
brought  up  thè  rear. 

The  whole  Street  was  decked  out  as  at  a  festival  ;  thè  rich 
had  brought  out  their  most  showy  decorations;  thè  fronts  of 
thè  poorer  houses  were  oramented  by  their  wealthier  neigh- 
bours,  or  at  thè  public  expense;  here  and  there,  instead  of 
ornaments,  or  over  thè  ornaments  themselves,  were  leafy 
branches  of  trees  ;  everywhere  were  suspended  pictures,  mot- 
toes,  and  emblematical  devices;  on  thè  window-ledges  were 
displayed  vases,  curiosities  of  antiquity,  and  valuable  orna¬ 
ments  ;  and  in  every  direction  were  torches.  At  many  of  these 
Windows  thè  sick,  who  were  put  under  sequestration,  beheld 
thè  pomp,  and  mingled  their  prayers  with  those  of  thè  pas- 
sengers,  The  other  streets  were  silent  and  deserted,  save  where 
some  few  listened  at  thè  Windows  to  thè  floating  murmur  in 
thè  distance  ;  while  others,  and  among  these  even  nuns  might 
be  seen,  mounted  on  thè  roofs,  perchance  they  might  be  able  to 
distinguish  afar  off  thè  coffin,  thè  retinue — in  short,  something. 

The  procession  passed  through  all  quarters  of  thè  city;  at 
each  of  thè  crossways,  or  small  squares,  which  terminate  thè 
principal  streets  in  thè  suburbs,  and  which  then  preserved  thè 
ancient  name  of  carrobii ,  now  reduced  to  only  one,  they  made 
a  halt,  depositing  thè  coffin  near  thè  cross  which  had  been 
erected  in  every  one  by  San  Carlo,  during  thè  preceding  pesti- 
lence,  some  of  which  are  stili  standing;  so  that  they  returned 
not  to  thè  cathedral  till  considerably  past  midday. 

7  Pages  62-66. 
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But  lo  !  thè  day  follo wing,  just  while  thè  presumpfuous  con- 
fìdence,  nay,  in  many,  thè  fanatical  assurance  prevailed,  that 
thè  procession  must  have  cut  short  thè  progress  of  thè  plague, 
thè  mortality  increased  in  every  class,  in  every  part  of  thè 
city,  to  such  a  degree,  and  with  so  sudden  a  leap,  that  there 
was  scarcely  any  one  who  did  not  behold  in  thè  very  pro¬ 
cession  itself,  thè  cause  and  occasion  of  this  fearful  increase» 
But,  oh  wonderful  and  melancholy  force  of  popular  preju- 
dices  !  thè  greater  number  did  not  attribute  this  effect  to  so 
great  and  so  prolonged  a  crowding  together  of  persons,  nor 
to  thè  infinite  multiplication  of  fortuitous  contact,  but  rather 
to  thè  facilities  afforded  to  thè  poisoners  of  executing  their 
iniquitous  designs  on  a  large  scale.  It  was  said  that,  mixing 
in  thè  crowd,  they  had  infected  with  their  ointment  everybody 
they  had  encountered.  But  as  this  appeared  neither  a  suffi- 
cient  nor  appropriate  means  for  producing  so  vast  a  mortality, 
which  extended  itself  to  every  rank  ;  as,  apparently,  it  had  not 
been  possible,  even  for  an  eye  thè  most  watchful,  and  thè  most 
quick-sighted  from  suspicion,  to  detect  any  unctuous  matter, 
or  spots  of  any  kind,  during  thè  march,  recourse  was  had  for 
thè  explanation  of  thè  fact  to  that  other  fabrication,  already 
ancient,  and  received  at  that  time  into  thè  common  scientific 
learning  of  Europe,  of  magical  and  venomous  powders  ;  it  was 
said  that  these  powders,  scattered  along  thè  streets,  and  chiefly 
at  thè  places  of  halting,  had  clung  to  thè  trains  of  thè  dresses, 
and  stili  more  to  thè  feet  of  those  who  had  that  day,  in  great 
numbers,  gone  about  barefoot  ‘That  very  day,  therefore, 
of  thè  procession/  says  a  contemporary  writer,8  ‘  saw  piety 
contending  with  miquity,  perfidy  with  sincerity,  and  loss  with 
acquisitiond  It  was,  on  thè  contrary,  poor  human  sense  con¬ 
tending  with  thè  phantoms  it  had  itself  created. 

From  that  day,  thè  contagion  continued  to  rage  with  in- 
creasing  violence  ;  in  a  little  while,  there  was  scarcely  a  house 
left  untouched  ;  and  thè  population  of  thè  Lazzaretto,  accord- 
ing  to  Somaglia,  above  quoted,  amounted  to  from  two  to 
twelve  thousand.  In  thè  course  of  time,  according  to  almost 
all  reports,  it  reached  sixteen  thousand.  On  thè  fourth  of 
July,  as  I  find  in  another  letter  from  thè  conservators  of  health 

8  Agostino  Lampugnano:  Of  thè  Pestilence  that  happened  in  Milan,  in 
thè  year  1630.  Milan,  1634,  p.  44. 
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to  thè  Governor,  thè  daily  mortality  exceeded  five  hundred. 
Stili  later,  when  thè  piagne  was  at  its  height,  it  reached,  and 
for  some  time  remained  at,  twelve  or  fifteen  hundred,  accord- 
ing  to  thè  most  common  computation;  and  if  we  may  credit 
Tadino,0  it  sometimes  even  exceeded  three  thousand  five 
hundred. 

It  may  be  imagined  what  must  now  have  been  thè  difficulties 
of  thè  Decurioni,  upon  whom  was  laid  thè  burden  of  providing 
for  thè  public  necessities,  and  repairing  what  was  stili  re¬ 
par  abl  e  in  such  a  calamity.  They  were  obliged  every  day  to 
replace,  every  day  to  augment,  public  officers  of  numerous 
kinds:  Monatti,  by  which  denomination  (even  then  at  Milan 
of  ancient  date,  and  uncertain  origin,)  were  designated  those 
who  were  devoted  to  thè  most  painful  and  dangerous  Services 
of  a  pestilence,  viz.  taking  corpses  from  thè  houses,  out  of  thè 
streets,  and  from  thè  Lazzaretto,  transporting  them  on  carts 
to  thè  graves,  and  burying  them;  carrying  or  conducting  thè 
sick  to  thè  Lazzaretto,  overlooking  them  there,  and  burning 
and  cleansing  infected  or  suspected  goods  :  Apparitori /°  whose 
special  office  it  was  to  precede  thè  carts,  warning  passengers, 
by  thè  sound  of  a  little  bell,  to  retire  :  and  Commissarii,  who 
superintended  both  thè  other  classes,  under  thè  immediate 
orders  of  thè  Board  of  Health.  The  Council  had  also  to  keep 
thè  Lazzaretto  furnished  wuth  physicians,  surgeons,  medicines, 
food,  and  all  thè  other  necessaries  of  an  infirmary;  and  to 
provide  and  prepare  new  quarters  for  thè  newly  arising  needs. 
For  this  purpose,  they  had  cabins  of  wood  and  straw  hastily 
constructed,  in  thè  unoccupied  space  within  thè  Lazzaretto; 
and  another  Lazzaretto  was  erected,  also  of  thatched  cabins, 
with  an  enclosure  of  boards,  capable  of  containing  four  thou¬ 
sand  persons.  These  not  being  sufficient,  two  others  were 
decreed;  they  even  began  to  build  them,  but,  from  thè  de- 
ficiency  of  means  of  every  kind,  they  remained  uncompleted. 
Means,  men,  and  courage  failed,  in  proportion  as  thè  necessity 
for  them  increased.  And  not  only  did  thè  execution  fall  so 
far  short  of  thè  projects  and  decrees — not  only  were  many 
too  clearly  acknowledged  necessities  deficiently  provided  for, 
even  in  words,  but  they  arrived  at  such  a  pitch  of  impotency 
and  desperation,  that  many  of  thè  most  deplorable  and  urgent 

9  Pages  ii  5-1 17.  10  A  bailiff  of  thè  meanest  kind. 
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cases  were  left  without  succour  of  any  land.  rÀ  great  number 
of  infants,  lor  example,  died  of  absolute  neglect,  their  mothers 
having  been  carried  off  by  thè  pestilence.  The  Board  of 
Health  proposed  that  a  place  of  refuge  should  be  founded  for 
these,  and  for  destitute  lying-in  women,  that  something  might 
be  done  for  them,  but  they  could  obtain  nothing.  *  The 
Decurioni  of  thè  Citie/  says  Tadino,  ‘were  no  less  to  be 
pityed,  who  found  themselves  harassed  and  oppressed  by  thè 
Soldierie  without  any  Bounds  or  Regarde  whatsoever,  as  well 
as  those  in  thè  unfortunate  Duchy,  seeing  that  they  could  get 
no  Help  or  Prouision  from  thè  Gouernor,  because  it.  happened 
to  be  a  Tyme  of  War,  and  they  must  needs  treat  thè  Soldierie 
well.m  So  important  was  thè  taking  of  Casale  !  so  glorious 
appeared  thè  fame  of  victory,  independent  of  thè  cause,  of  thè 
object  for  which  they  contended! 

So,  also,  an  ampie  but  solitary  grave  which  had  been  dug 
near  thè  Lazzaretto  being  completely  filled  with  corpses  ;  and 
fresh  bodies,  which  became  day  by  day  more  numerous,  re- 
maining  therefore  in  every  direction  unburied,  thè  magis- 
trates,  after  having  in  vain  sought  for  hands  to  execute  thè 
melancholy  task,  were  compelled  to  acknowledge  that  they 
knew  not  what  course  to  pursue.  Nor  was  it  easy  to  conjec- 
ture  what  would  be  thè  end,  had  not  extraordinary  relief 
been  afforded.  The  President  of  thè  Board  of  Health  solic- 
ited  it  almost  in  despair,  and  with  tears  in  his  eyes,  from  those 
two  excellent  friars  who  presided  at  thè  Lazzaretto;  and 
Father  Michele  pledged  himself  to  clear  thè  city  of  dead 
bodies  in  thè  course  of  four  days.  At  thè  expiration  of  eight 
days  he  had  not  only  provided  for  thè  immediate  necessity, 
but  for  that  also  which  thè  most  ominous  foresight  could  have 
anticipated  for  thè  future.  With  a  friar  for  his  companion, 
and  with  officers  granted  him  for  this  purpose  by  thè  Presi¬ 
dent,  he  set  off  out  of  thè  city  in  search  of  peasants;  and 
partly  by  thè  authority  of  thè  Board  of  Health,  partly  by  thè 
infìuence  of  his  habit  and  his  words,  he  supceeded  in  col- 
lecting  two  hundred,  whom  he  distributed  in  three  separate 
places,  to  dig  thè  ampie  graves.  He  then  despatched  monatti 
from  thè  Lazzaretto  to  collect  thè  dead,  and  on  thè  day  ap« 
pointed  his  promise  was  fulfilled. 

ttpage  n  7. 
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On  one  occasion,  thè  Lazzaretto  was  left  destitute  of 
physicians;  and  it  was  only  by  offers  of  large  salaries  and 
honours,  with  much  labour,  and  considerable  delay,  that 
they  could  procure  them;  and  even  then  their  number 
was  far  from  sufficient  for  thè  need.  It  was  often  so 
reduced  in  provisions  as  to  raise  fears  that  thè  inmates 
would  actually  have  to  die  of  starvation;  and  more  than 
once,  while  they  were  trying  every  method  of  raising  money 
or  supplies,  with  scarcely  a  hope  of  procuring  them, — not 
to  say  of  procuring  them  in  time, — abundant  assistance 
would  most  opportunely  be  afforded  by  thè  unexpected  gift 
of  some  charitable  private  individuai;  for,  in  thè  midst 
of  thè  common  stupefaction  and  indifference  to  others,  aris- 
ing  from  continuai  apprehensions  for  themselves,  there  were 
yet  hearts  ever  awake  to  thè  cali  of  charity,  and  others  in 
whom  charity  first  sprang  up  on  thè  failure  of  all  earthly 
pleasures  ;  as,  in  thè  destruction  and  flight  of  many  whose 
duty  it  was  to  superintend  and  provide,  there  were  others, 
ever  healthy  in  body  and  unshaken  in  courage,  who  were 
always  at  their  posts  ;  while  some  there  even  were  who, 
urged  by  compassion,  assumed,  and  perseveringly  sustained, 
cares  to  which  their  office  did  not  cali  them. 

The  most  generai  and  most  willing  fidelity  to  thè  trying 
duties  of  thè  times,  was  conspicuously  evinced  by  thè  clergy. 
In  thè  Lazzarettoes,  and  throughout  thè  city,  their  assistance 
never  failed;  where  suffering  was,  there  were  they;  they 
were  always  to  be  seen  mingled  with  and  interspersed  among 
thè  faint  and  dying — faint  and  dying  sometimes  themselves. 
Together  with  spiritual  succours,  they  were  lavish,  as  far 
as  they  could  be,  of  temporal  ones,  and  freely  rendered 
whatever  Services  happened  to  be  required.  More  than 
sixty  parish-priests,  in  thè  city  alone,  died  of  thè  contagion  : 
about  eight  out  of  every  nine. 

Federigo,  as^  was  to  be  expected  from  him,  gave  to  all 
encouragement  and  example.  Having  seen  almost  thè  whole 
of  his  archiepiscopal  household  perish  around  him,  solicited 
by  relatives,  by  thè  first  magistrates,  and  by  thè  neighbour- 
mg  princes,  to  withdraw  from  danger  to  some  solitary 
country-seat,  he  rejected  this  counsel  and  entreaties  in  thè 
Spint  with  which  he  wrote  to  his  clergy:  ‘  Be  ready  to 
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abandon  this  mortai  life,  rather  than  thè  family,  thè  children, 
committed  to  us;  go  forward  into  thè  plagile,  as  to  Hfe, 
as  to  a  reward,  when  there  is  one  soul  to  be  won  to  Christ/1 
He  neglected  no  precautions  which  did  not  impede  him 
in  his  duty;  on  which  point  he  also  gave  instructions  and 
regulations  to  his  clergy  ;  and,  at  thè  same  time,  he  minded 
not,  nor  appeared  to  observe,  danger,  where  it  was  necessary 
to  encounter  it,  in  order  to  do  good.  Without  speaking  of 
thè  ecclesiastics,  whom  he  was  constantly  with,  to  commend 
and  regulate  their  zeal,  to  arouse  such  as  were  lukewarm 
in  thè  work,  and  to  send  them  to  thè  posts  where  others 
had  perished,  it  was  his  wish  that  there  should  always  be 
free  access  for  any  one  who  had  need  of  him.  He  visited 
thè  Lazzarettoes,  to  administer  consolation  to  thè  sick,  and 
encouragement  to  thè  attendants;  he  traversed  thè  city, 
carrying  relief  to  thè  poor  creatures  sequestrated  in  their 
houses,  stopping  at  thè  doors  and  under  thè  Windows  to 
listen  to  their  lamentations,  and  to  offer  in  exchange  words 
of  comfort  and  encouragement.  In  short,  he  threw  him- 
self  into,  and  lived  in  thè  midst  of  thè  pestilence,  and  was 
himself  astonished,  at  thè  end,  that  he  had  come  out  un- 
injured. 

Thus,  in  public  calamities  and  in  long-continued  dis- 
turbances  of  settled  habits,  of  whatever  kind,  there.  may 
always  be  beheld  an  augmentation,  a  sublimation  of  virtue  ; 
but,  alas  !  there  is  never  wanting,  at  thè  same  time,  an  aug¬ 
mentation,  far  more  generai  in  most  cases,  of  crime.  This 
occasion  was  remarkable  for  it.  The  villains,  whom  thè 
pestilence  spared  and  did  not  terrify,  found  in  thè  common 
confusion,  and  in  thè  relaxation  of  all  public  authority,  a 
new  opportunity  of  activity,  together  with  new  assurances 
of  impunity;  nay,  thè  administration  of  public  authority 
itself  carne,  in  a  great  measure,  to  be  lodged  in  thè  hands 
of  thè  worst  among  them.  Generally  speaking,  none  de- 
voted  themselves  to  thè  offices  of  monatti  and  apparitori 
but  men  over  whom  thè  attractions  of  rapine  and  license 
had  more  influence  than  thè  terror  of  contagion,  or  any 
naturai  object  of  horror. 

The  strictest  orders  were  laid  upon  these  people;  thè 

12  Ripamonti,  p.  164. 
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severest  penaltìes  threatened  to  them  ;  stations  were  assigned 
them;  and  commissaries,  as  we  have  said,  placed  over  them: 
over  both,  agaiii,  magistrates  and  nobles  were  appointed 
in  every  districi,  with  authority  to  enforce  good  govern- 
ment  summarily  on  every  opportunity.  Such  a  state  of 
things  went  on  and  took  effect  up  to  a  certain  period;  but, 
with  thè  increase  of  deaths  and  desolation,  and  thè  terror 
of  thè  survivors,  these  officers  carne  to  be,  as  it  were, 
exempted  from  all  supervision;  they  constituted  themselves* 
thè  monatti  especially,  arbiters  of  everything.  They  entered 
the  houses  like  masters,  like  enemies;  and,  not  to  mention 
their  plunder,  and  how  they  treated  thè  unhappy  creatures 
reduced  by  thè  plagile  to  pass  through  such  hands,  they  laid 
them — 'these  infected  and  guilty  hands — on  thè  healthy— 
children,  parents,  husbands,  wives,  threatening  to  drag 
them  to  thè  Lazzaretto,  unless  they  redeemed  themselves, 
or  were  redeemed,  with  money.  At  other  times  they  set 
a  price  upon  their  Services,  refusing  to  carry  away  bodies 
already  corrupted,  for  less  than  so  many  scudi.  It  was 
believed  (and  between  thè  credulity  of  one  party  and  thè 
wickedness  of  thè  other,  belief  and  disbelief  are  equally 
uncertain),  it  was  believed,  and  Tadino  asserts  it,ls  that 
both  monatti  and  apparitori  purposely  let  fall  from  their 
carts  infected  clothes,  in  order  to  propagate  and  keep  up 
thè  pestilence,  which  had  become  to  them  a  means  of  living, 
a  kingdom,  a  festival  Other  wretches,  feigning  to  be 
monatti,  and  carrying  little  bells  tied  to  their  feet,  as  these 
officers  were  required  to  do,  to  distinguish  themselves  and 
to  give  warning  of  their  approach,  introduced  themselves 
into  houses,  and  there  exercised  all  kinds  of  tyranny.  Some 
of  these,  open  and  void  of  inhabitants,  or  inhabited  only 
by  a  feeble  or  dying  creature,  were  entered  by  thieves 
in  search  of  booty,  with  impunity  ;  others  were  surprised 
and  invaded  by  bailiffs,  who  there  committed  robberies  and 
excesses  of  every  description. 

Together  with  thè  wickedness,  thè  folly  of  thè  people 
increased:  every  prevailing  error  received  more  or  less 
additional  force  from  thè  stupefaction  and  agitation  of 
their  minds,  and  was  more  widely  and  more  precipitately 

13  Page  102. 
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applied  :  while  every  one  served  to  strengthen  and  aggravate 
that  special  mania  about  poisonings,  which,  in  its  effects 
and  ebullitions,  was  often,  as  we  have  seen,  itself  another 
crime.  The  image  of  this  supposed  danger  beset  and  tor- 
tured  thè  minds  of  thè  people  far  more  than  thè  reai  and  , 
existing  danger. 

‘And  while,’  says  Ripamonti,  ‘  corpses,  scattered  bere  and 
there,  or  lying  in  heaps,  ever  before  thè  eyes  and  surround- 
ing  thè  steps  of  thè  living,  made  thè  whole  city  like  one 
immense  sepulchre,  a  stili  more  appalling  symptom,_a  more 
intense  deformity,  was  their  mutuai  animosity,  their  licen- 
tiousness,  and  their  extravagant  suspicions.  .  .  .  Not  only 
did  they  mistrust  a  friend,  a  guest  ;  but  those  names  which 
are  thè  bonds  of  human  affection,  husband  and  wife,  father 
and  son,  brother  and  brother,  were  words  of  terror,  and, 
dreadful  and  infamous  to  teli!  thè  domestic  board,  thè 
nuptial  bed,  were  dreaded  as  lurking-places,  as  receptacles 

of  poison.11  i  ,. 

The  imaginary  vastness  and  strangeness  of  thè  plot  dis- 
tracted  people’s  understandings,  and  subverted  every  reason 
for  reciprocai  confidence.  Besides  ambition  and  cupidity, 
which  were  at  fìrst  supposed  to  be  thè  motives  of  thè  poison- 
ers,  they  fancied,  they  even  believed  at  length,  that  there 
was  something  of  diabolical,  voluptuous  delight  .  in  this 
anointing— an  attraction  predominating  over  thè  will.  The 
ravings  of  thè  sick,  who  accused  themselves  of  what  they 
had  apprehended  from  others,  were  considered  as  revela- 
tions,  and  rendered  anything,  so  to  say,  credible  of  any  one. 
And  it  would  have  far  greater  weight  even  than  words,  ìf 
it  happened  that  delirious  patients  kept  practising  those 
manoeuvres  which  it  was  imagined  must  be  employed  by 
thè  poisoners:  a  thing  at  once  very  probable,  and  tending 
to  give  better  grounds  for  thè  popular  persuasion  and  thè 
assertions  of  numerous  writers.  In  thè  same  way,  during 
thè  long  and  mournful  period  of  judicial  investigation  on 
thè  subject  of  witchcraft,  thè  confessions  and  those  not 
always  extorted  of  thè  accused,  served  not  a  little  to  promote 
and  uphold  thè  prevailing  opinion  on  this  matter  ;  for 
when  an  opinion  obtains  a  prolonged  and  extensive  sway, 
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ìt  is  expressed  in  every  manner,  tries  every  outlet,  and 
runs  through  every  degree  of  persuasion;  and  it  is  difficult 
for  all,.  or  very  many,  to  believe  for  a  length  of  time  that 
somethmg  extraordinary  is  being  done,  without  some  one 
commg  forward  who  believes  that  he  has  done  it. 

Among  thè  stories  which  this  mania  about  poisoning 
gave  rise  to,  one  deserves  to  be  mentioned  for  thè  credit 
i  acquired,  and  thè  extended  dissemination  it  met  with. 

was  related,  not,  however,  by  everybody  in  thè  same 
way  (for  that  would  be  too  remarkable  a  privilege  for 
stones),  but  nearly  so,  that  sudi  a  person,  on  such  a  day 

rtiTY  Carna^e  and  six  standing  in  thè  Square  of  thè 
Lathedral  contammg  some  great  personage  with  a  large 
suite,  of  lordly  aspect,  but  dark  and  sunburnt,  with  fierv 

hfnir  Stand!ng  on  end>  and  a  threatening  expression 
bout  thè  mouth.  The  spectator,  invited  to  enter  thè 
eqmpage,  comphed;  and  after  taking  a  turn  or  two,  stopped 
and  dismounted  at  thè  gate  of  a  palace,  where,  entering 
with  thè  rest,  he  beheld  horrors  and  delights,  deserts  and 
gardens,  caverns  and  halls;  and  in  these  were  phantoms 
seated  in  cornimi.  Lastly,  huge  chests  of  money  were 
shown  to  him  and  he  was  told  that  he  might  take  as  much 
as  he  liked,  if,  at  thè  same  time,  he  would  accept  a  little 
vessd  of  unctuous  matter,  and  go  about,  anointing  with  it 
through  thè  city.  Havmg  refused  to  agree  to  thè  terms,  he 
takenlt  y  f°Und  hlmself  in  thè  place  whence  he  had  been 

This  story,  generally  believed  there  by  thè  people  and 
according  to  Ripamonti,  not  sufficienti  ridiculed  by  many 
learned  men,  travelled  through  thè  whole  of  Italy  and 
cven  further:  an  engraving  of  it  was  made  in  Germany 
and  thè  declora1  Archbishop  of  Mayence  wrote  to  Car¬ 
dinal  Federigo,  to  ask  what  he  must  believe  of  thè  wonder- 
u  prodigies  related  at  Milan,  and  received  for  answer 
tnat  they  were  mere  dreams. 

jeqUal  value>  if  not  exactly  of  thè  same  nature,  were 
thè  dreams  of  thè  learned;  and  equally  disastrous  were 
they  in  their  effects.  Most  of  them  saw  thè  announcement 
at  once  and  cause  of  their  troubles,  in  a  comet  which  ap- 
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peared  in  thè  year  1628,  and  in  a  conjunction  of  Saturn 
with  Jupiter;  ‘thè  aforesaide  Conjunction/  writeà  Tadino, 
4  inclining  so  ctearlie  over  this  Yeare  1630,  that  every  Bodie 
could  understand  it.  Mortalcs  parai  Morbos,  Miranda  vi- 
dentur <m  This  prediction,  fabricated  I  know  not  when 
nor  by  whom,  was  upon  thè  tongue,  as  Ripamonti  informs 
us/^  of  everybody  who  was  able  to  utter  it.  Another  comet, 
which  unexpectedly  appeared  in  thè  June  of  thè  very  year 
of  thè  pestilence,  was  looked  upon  as  a  fresh  warning,  as 
an  evident  proof,  indeed,  of  thè  anointing.  They  ransacked 
books,  and  found  only  in  too  great  abundance  examples  of 
pestilence^  produced,  as  they  said,  by  human  efforts  ;  they 
quoted  Livy,  Tacitus,  Dionysius,  Homer,  and  Ovid,  and 
thè  numberless  other  ancients  who  have  related  or  alluded 
to  similar  events;  and  of  modera  '  writers  they  had  a  stili 
greater  abundance.  They  cited  a  hundred  other  authors, 
who  have  treated  theoretically,  or  incidentally  spoken,  of 
poisons,  sorceries,  unctions,  and  powders;  Cesalpino  was 
quoted,  Cardano,  Grevino,  Salio,  Pareo,  Schenchio,  Zachia, 
and  fìnally,  that  fatai  Deirio,  who,  if  thè  renown  of  authors 
were  in  proportion  to  thè  good  or  evil  produced  by  their 
works,  would  assuredly  be  one  of  thè  most  eminent  ;  that 
Deirio,  whose  Disqaisitions  on  Magic  (a  digest  of  all  that 
men,  up  to  his  time,  had  wildly  devised  on  this  subject), 
received  as  thè  most  authoritative  and  irrefragable  text-book, 
was,  for  more  than  a  century,  thè  rule  and  powerful  im¬ 
pulse  of  legai,  horrible,  and  uninterrupted  murders. 

From  thè  inventions  of  thè  illiterate  vulgar,  educated 
people  borrowed  what  they  could  accommodate  to  their  ideas  ; 
from  thè  inventions  of  thè  educated  thè  vulgar  borrowed 
what  they  could  understand,  and  as  they  best  could;  and  of 
all,  an  undigested,  barbarous  jumble  was  formed  of  public 
irrationality. 

But  that  which  stili  further  excites  our  surprise  is  to 
see  thè  physicians,  those  physicians,  I  say,  who  from  thè 
beginning  had  believed  in  thè  plague,  and  especially  Ta¬ 
dino,  who  had  predicted  it,  beheld  it  enter,  and  kept  his 
eye,  so  to  say,  on  its  progress;  who  had  affirmed  and  pub- 
fisbed  that  it  was  thè  plague,  and  was  propagated  by  con- 
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tact,  and  that  if  no  opposition  were  made  to  it,  it  would 
become  a  generai  infection, — to  see  him,  I  .say,  draw  a 
certain  argument  from  tbese  very  consequences,  for  poison- 
ous  and  magical  unctions:  to  behold  him,  who  in  Carlo 
Colonna,  thè  second  that  died  in  Milan,  had  marked  de¬ 
lirium  as  an  aecompaniment  of  thè  malady,  afterwards 
adduce  in  proof  of  unctions  and  a  diabolical  plot  an  incident 
such  as  this:— -two  witnesses  deposed  to  having  heard  one 
of  their  friends,  under  thè  influence  of  thè  contagion,  relate 
how  some  persons  carne  one  night  into  his  room,  to  proffer 
him  health  and  riches,  if  he  would  anoint  thè  houses  in  thè 
vicinity,  and  how,  on  his  repeated  refusai,  they  had  taken 
their  departure,  and  left  in  their  stead  a  wolf  under  thè 
bed,  and  three  great  cats  upon  it,  ‘which  remained  there 
till  break  of  day.18  Had  such  a  method  of  drawing  con- 
clusions  been  confined  to  one  individuai,  it  might  have  been 
attributed  to  his  own  extreme  simplicity  and  want  of  common 
sense,  and  it  would  not  have  been  worth  our  while  to  men- 
tion  it;  but,  as  it  was  received  by  many,  it  is  a  specimen  of 
thè  human  mind  ;  and  may  serve  to  show  how  a  well-regu- 
lated  and  reasonable  traili  of  ideas  may  be  disordered  by 
another  train  of  ideas  thrpwn  directly  across  it.  In  other 
respects  this  Tadino  was  one  of  thè  most  renowned  men  of 
his  time  at  Milan. 

Two  illustrious  and  highly  deserving  writers  have  as- 
serted  that  Cardinal  Federigo  entertained  some  doubt  about 
these  poisonings.19  We  would  gladly  give  stili  more  complete 
commendation  to  thè  memory  of  this  excellent  and  benevolent 
man,  and  represent  thè  good  prelate  in  this,  as  in  many 
other  things,  distinguished  from  thè  multitude  of  his  con- 
temporaries;  but  we  are  constrained,  instead,  to  remark  in 
him  another  example  of  thè  power  fui  influence  of  public 
opinion,  even  on  thè  most  exalted  minds.  It  is  evident, — 
from  thè  way,  at  least,  in  which  Ripamonti  relate?  his 
thoughts  on  thè  subject, — that  from  thè  beginning  he  had 
some  doubts  about  it;  and  throughout  he  always  considered 
that  credulity,  ignorance,  fear,  and  a  wish  to  excuse  theii 
long  negligence  in  guarding  against  thè  contagion,  had  a 

18  Pp.  123,  124. 

19  Muratori,  on  thè  Treatment  of  thè  Pestilence,  Modena,  1714,  P*  11 7' 
P.  Verri,  in  thè  treatise  before  quoted,  p.  261. 
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considerable  share  in  tliis  opinion:  that  there  was  a  good 
deal  of  exaggeration  in  it;  but  at  thè  same  time  somethmg 
of  truth.  There  is  a  small  work  on  this  pestilence,  wntten  by 
his  own  hand,  preserved  in  thè  Ambrosian  Library  ;  and  t  e 
following  is  one  among  many  instances  where  such  a  senti- 
ment  is  expressed  On  thè  method  of  compounding  and 
spreading  such  poisonous  ointments  many  and  various  things 
are  reported,  some  of  which  we  consider  as  trae,  while  . 
others  appear  to  us  entirely  imaginary. 

Some  there  were  who,  to  thè  very  last,  and  ever  after- 
wards,  thought  that  it  was  all  imagination  ;  and  we  learn 
this  not  from  themselves,  for  no  one  had  ever  sufficient 
hardihood  to  expose  to  thè  public  an  opinion  so  opposed 
to  that  of  thè  public;  but  from  those  writers  who  deride  . 
it  or  rebuke  it,  or  confute  it,  as  thè  prejudice  of  a  few,  . 
an  error  which  no  one  had  ever  dared  to  make  thè  subject 
of  open  dispute,  but  which  nevertheless  existed;  and  we 
learnt  it,  too,  from  one  who  had  derived  it  from  tradition. 

‘  I  have  met  with  sensible  and  well-informed  people  m 
Milan/  says  thè  good  Muratori  in  thè  above-quoted  pas¬ 
sale  ‘  who  had  received  trustworthy  accounts  from  their 
ancestors,  and  who  were  by  no  means_  persuaded  of  thè 
truth  of  thè  facts  concerning  these  poisonous  ointments.  , 
It  seems  there  was  a  secret  outlet  for  truth,  some  remam- 
ing  domestic  confidence;  good  sense  stili  existed;  but  it 
was  kept  concealed,  for  fear  of  thè  popular  sense  , 

The  magistrates,  reduced  in  number  daily,  and  ajsheart- 
ened  and  perplexed  in  everything,  turned  all  their  little 
vigilance,  so  to  say,  all  thè  little  resolution  of  which  tìiey 
were  any  longer  capable,  in  search  of  these  poisoners.  And 
too  easily  did  they  think  they  had  found  them.  j 

The  iudicial  sentences  which  followed  m  consequence 
were  not,  certainly,  thè  first  of  such  a  nature;  nor,  indeed, 
can  they  be  considered  as  uncommon  in  thè  history  of  juris- 
prudence.  For,  to  say  nothing  of  antiquity,  and  to  nie"t10” 
only  some  instances  in  times  more  nearly  approachnig  thosfì 
of  which  we  are  treating,  in  Palermo,  in  1526;  m  Geneva, 

»  ‘  Unguenta  vero  hsec  aiebant -  ^et^rtìu^iHt^qtìAem  assenti- 

SS  ommentì»  a&ur.’^De  Peste  quse, 

Solini,  Inno  163“,  strage»  edrcht.  cap.  v. 
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in  1530,  afterwards  in  1545,  and  again  in  1574;  jn  Casale 
Monferrato,  m  1536;  in  Padua,  in  1555;  in  Turin  in  i=qq- 

mihaooT  m  TfUrÌn’  thÌS  Same  year  1630  ;  here  one>  ^ere  many 
«Jn^i  eatures  Yere  tned>.  and  condemned  to  punish- 
s  ie  most  atrocious,  as  guilty  of  having  propagated  thè 

Siefel  byt“eanS  °f  P°wders-  ointments,  witchcraft,  or  all 

Mdan  f,  ter'  BUt  ‘u6  affak  °f  the  so-ca,led  anointings  at 
a  ’  j  f  waf’  Perhaps,  the  longest  remembered  and  the 

071::^  talked  of>  so>  Perhaps,  it  is  the  most  worthy 
of  observation  ;  or,  to  speak  more  exactly,  there  is  further 

Sence  of  °bservations  upon  il>  from  the  remaining  ex- 

ments  AnfTahh  clr<Jumstantlal  ancI  more  extensive  docu- 
ments  And  although  a  writer  we  have,  not  long  ago  com- 

mended,"  has  employed  himself  on  them,  yet  hi!  ’o Et 
havmg  been,  not  so  much  to  give  the  histo^,  properly  speak- 
ing,  as  to  extract  thence  politicai  suggestione  iol  a  stili 

hi!mrW°ft!7  lmportant  PurP°se,  it  seemed  tó  us  that  the 

But  T  P  agUC  m  §Ht  f°rm  the  SubJ'ect  of  a  new  work. 

But  lt  s  not  a  matter  to  be  passed  over  in  a  few  words 

us  too°  faTllt  thr  copiousness  k  deserves  would  carry 
us  too  far  beyond  our  limits.  Besides,  after  we  should  have 

paused  upon  all  these  incidents,  the  reader  would  certainly 
no  longer  care  to  know  those  that  remain  in  our  narrale 
Reserving,  therefore,  for  another  publication  the  account 
of  thè  former,  we  will,  at  length,  return  to  our  charter 
not  to  leave  them  again  till  we  reach  thè  end. 

P.  Verri,  work  before  mentioned. 


CHAPTER  XXXIII 

ONE  night,  towards  thè  end  of  August,  exactly  during 
thè  very  height  of  thè  pestilenc'e,  Don  Rodrigo  re- 
turned  "to  his  residence  at  Milan,  accompamed.  by 
thè  faithful  Griso,  one  of  thè  three  or  four  who  remained 
to  him  out  of  his  whole  household.  He  was  returnmg  fiora 
a  company  of  friends,  who  were  accustomed  to  assemble  at  j 
a  hanquet,  to  divert  thè  melancholy  of  thè  times;  and  on 
each  occasion,  some  new  friends  were  there,  some  old  ones 
missing.  That  day  he  had  been  one  of  thè  mernest  of  thè 
party  •  and  among  other  things,  had  excited  a  great  deal  of 
laughter  among  thè  company  by  a  kind  o 
on  thè  Count  Attilio,  who  had  been  carried  off  by  thè  piagne 

^i/wiwnrhome,  however,  he  felt  a  Signor,  a  depres- 
sion,  a  weakness  in  his  limbs,  a  difficulty  of  breathmg,  and 
an  inward  burning  heat,  which  he  would  willmgly  have  at- 
tributed  entirely  to  thè  wine,  to  late  hours  to  thè  season 
He  uttered  not  a  syllable  thè  whole  way  ;  and  thè  first  wo 
was  when  they  reached  thè  house,  to  order  Griso  to  light 
E  to  h!l  to»».  When  they  wete  there  Griso  ohserved 
thè  wild  and  heated  look  of  his  master  s  face,  his  eyes  al- 
most  starting  from  their  sockets,  and  peculiarly  brilliant. 
he  kept,  therefore,  at  a  distance  ;  for,  in  fese  «rcurnstances . 
every  ragamuffin  was  obliged  to  look  for  himself,  as  thè 

sayinsr  is,  with  a  medicai  eye.  .  , 

H’m  well,  you  see,’  said  Don  Rodrigo,  who  read  m  Griso  s 
action  thè  thoughts  which  were  passing  m  his  mmd  l  o. 
very  well;  bnt  I’ve  taken  .  .  .  I’ve  taken,  perhaps,  a  little 
too  much  to  drink.  There  was  some  capitai  wme!  .  .  .  But 
with  a  good  night’s  sleep,  it  will  go  off.  I  m  very  sleepy  .  .  . 
Take  that  light  away  from  before  my  eyes,  it  dazzles  me  .  .  . 

St  ‘  It’s  all  thè  effects  of  thè  wine,’  said  Griso,  stili  keeping 
at  a  distance;  ‘but  He  down  quickly,  for  sleep  will  do  you 
good/ 
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Youre  nght;  if  I  can  sleep  .  .  .  After  all,  I’m  well 
enough.  Put  that  little  bell  dose  by  my  bed,  if  I  should 
want  anythmg  in  thè  night:  and  be  on  thè  watch,  you 
know,  perchance  you  should  hear  me  ring.  But  I  shan’t 
want  anythmg  .  Take  away  that  cursed  light  directly,’ 
resUmed  he,  while  Griso  executed  thè  order,  approaching 

him  as  little  as  possible.  ‘The  - !  it  plagues  me  ex? 

cessively.  Griso  then  took  thè  light,  and  wishing  his 

wf,e;,f°dù1Igh‘’  t0<?k  a  hasty  departure,  while  Rodrigo 
buried  himself  under  thè  bed-clothes. 

But  thè  counterpane  seemed  to  him  like  a  mountain. 
He  threw  it  off,  and  tried  to  compose  himself  to  rest-  for 
in  fact,  he  was  dying  of  sleep.  But  scarcely  had  he  c’iosed 
his  eyes,  when  he  awoke  again  with  a  start,  as  if  some 
wickedly  disposed  person  were  giving  him  a  shake;  and  he 
.  felt  an  mcrease  of  burning  heat,  an  increase  of  delirium. 
His  thoughts  recurred  to  thè  season,  thè  wine,  and  his  de- 
bauchery  ;  he  would  gladly  have  given  them  thè  blame  of 
all;  but  there  was  constantly  substituted,  of  its  own  accord 
or  these  ìdeas,  that  which  was  then  associated  with  all’ 
which  entered,  so  to  say,  by  every  sense,  which  had  been 
mtroduced  mto  all  thè  conversations  at  thè  banquet,  since 
it  was  mudi  easier  to  turn  it  into  ridicule,  than  to  get  out 
of  its  reach — thè  pestilence. 

After  a  long  battle  he  at  length  fell  asleep,  and  began 

“r  “tk  m°St  glo,omy  and  disquieting  dreams  in  thè 
World.  He  went  on  from  one  thing  to  another  till  he 
seemed  to  find  himself  in  a  Iarge  church,  in  thè  first  ranks, 
m  thè  midst  of  a  great  crowd  of  people;  there  he  was  won- 
dermg  how  he  had  got  there,  how  thè  thought  had  ever 
éntered  his  head,  particularly  at  such  a  time;  and  he  felt 

ILv  ShaHaIneXCfSSÌVely  -VeX<;d-  He  l00ked  at  the  bystanders  ; 
they  had  all  pale,  emaciated  countenances,  with  staring  and 

feiedT?  7uS’  and  hanging  Iips;  their  were  tat- 

S7’  ?  fa  "?g  °  P!eces;  and  through  the  rents  appeared 

Ìmd.  sP°ts’  and  swellmgs.  ‘  Make  room,  you  rabbie  !  ’  he 
fancied  he  cried,  looking  towards  the  door,  which  was  far 
tar  away;  and  accompanymg  the  cry  with  a  threatenino-  ex- 
pression  of  countenance,  but  without  moving  a  limb-  nav 
even  drawing  up  his  body  to  avoid  coming  in  contact  with 
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tose  pollate.*  ere® b»7oo t'Zt of  Ae  SkSS’ bd«P 

2L5  « , -e  -,  s  .r,  s 

pressed  stili  more  upon  him,  an  ,  it  ight  be,  was 

p„„«  Of  «—  -*  tf.tdTb«.e«n “e  — .  •!«  am- 

pushing  agamst  his  left  side,  heavy  pressure. 

pit,  where  he  “Irfd  0f  this  uneasy  feeling, 

And  if  he  wnthed  himself  |omething  began  to  prick  him 
immediately  a  fresh  un  ,  be  ';ltenipted  to  lay  his 

in  thè  very  same  place.  E  g  d’emed  as  if  the  throngmg 
hand  on  his  sword  and  then  levd  with  his  chest,  and 

of  thè  multlt"de  L  itdwhich  pressed  so  in  that  spot; 
that  it  was  the  hi  be  felt  a  stili  sharper  stitch. 

and  the  moment  he  touched  uttered  a  stili  louder 

He  cried  out,  one  direction 

cry.  when  behold .  ab  .  •>  a  nulpit  and  saw  slowly 

He  looked  the  same  way,  pere  dPs^0óth,  and  shining; 

rising  above  its  edge  somethmg  >  '  ^  head;  then  two 

then  rose,  and  distl"^dywyte  beard,  and  the  upright  figure 
eyes,  a  face,  a  long  sides  down  to  the  girdle;  it 

of  ,  irla,  r*  “Jl; 

was  friar  Cristoforo.  ,  .  ,  £x  gaze  on  him,  at 

enee,  he  seeined  to  Don  o  g  tl  thè  attitude  he  had 

thè  same  time  raismg  hishanc^  ndyfloor  in  his  palace. 
assumed  in  that  room  on  g  ^  hand  in  fUry,  and 
Don  Rodrigo  then  himself  Pgel{  forward  and  grasp 

made  an  effort,  as_if  to  throw  which  had  been  vainly 

that  arm  extended  in  thè  air  >  forth  in  a  great 

and  secretly  strugghng  m  h  am  he  had  in  reality 

howl  ;  and  he  awoke.  He  dr0|fffi ^ulty  to  recover  the  right 
uplifted,  strove,  with  some  o”  his  eyes,  fot  thè  light 

meaning  of  everything,  ai  P  ^  kgs  uneasmess 

of  thè  already  adva“ed  d  don^.  recognized  his  bed  and  his 
than  that  of  the  candle  had  do  8^  dream;  the  church, 

chamber;  understood  that  all  dJhed_all>  but  one  thing— 

thè  people.  the  friar  al  h  with  this,  he  felt  a 

that  pain  in  his  lef  ‘  Initation  at  thè  heart,  a  nbise 

frightful  acceleration  of  wJthi  and  a  welght 

and  humming  in  h»  ea« ■,*  ™S  E  down.  He  hesitàted 
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-  ,ty  VAJ.N  ± 

he  uncovered  ijand  glanced  Ith  with  pai,ne(J,him  >'  at  length, 
a  hideous  spot,  of  a  livid  purple  f  *  a  shuddcr  •'-ihere  Was 
The  man  saw  Jiimself  lost-  ihP  +  *  , 

and,  with  perhaps  stili  strono-er  f/p1"  f6at!l  se*zed  him, 
coming  thè  prey  of  «  \  “g’  the  terror  <>f  be- 

thrown  into  the  Lazzaretto  ’  An,,  lg1Carfled  off>  of  being 
way  of  avoiding  this  horriblelte  he*?  °n  ** 

come  more  perplexed  and  obscure  he  fHt  p  5  °Ughts  be‘ 
lnf  near  that  would  leave  him  onlv  6  •  6  moment  draw’ 

reduce  him  to  despair  Pi  n y  ^onsciousness  enough  to 

violently.  Griso , Tho  was  oTtf^  ?C  and  5 

swered  its  summons.  He  stood  t,e  aIertimmediateJy  an- 
bed,  gaz  ed  attentively  athis  master  fr°m  the 

vmced  of  what  he  had  coni ecS  thè  °nce  con- 

Griso  !  ’  said  Don  RnHw  °  •  . t  e  ni&bt  before. 
self,  and  sitting  up  in  Ws  £d  G  rai'SÌng  him- 

trusty  servant.’  ’  you  bave  always  been  my 

‘  Yes,  Signor.’ 

;i  have  always  dealt  well  by  you  > 

(  Of  your  bounty.’  y  y 

‘^bink^  may  trust  you  .  . 

(  J  am  il],  Griso/ 
c  •*-  perceived  it/ 

I  have  ever  heap  upon  you  more  favours  tliau 

an|Ì.”pa«LTfcrStdS‘°0d  ^  “  -  <o  *■». 

ili  •  rjTSJLT®  .b“ 

to  thrZLTif d  he>  '*»'•'*  ushal  formula 

hveaf. 

«hé”i  GowStTS„whS,,iLt,"  -»  «*-. 

Six  scudi  a  visit;  more  if  l  i  /  wdl  &lve  him  four, 

some  bere  direcu;;  a1d  d1,t  ,dh™“f  Teli  «.  to 

ma/  observe  it/  *  c^ever^  so  that  nobody 
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* Well  thought  of/  said  Griso;  ‘I  go,  and  return’ 

‘Listen,  Griso;  give  a  drop  of  watei  first.  I  ara  so 
parched  with  thirst,  I  can  bear  it  no  longer.  , 

‘  Signor,  no,’  replied  Griso  ;  ‘  nothing  without  thè  doctor  s  ; 
leave.  These  are  ticklish  complaints  ;  there  is  no  time  to 
be  lost.  Keep  quiet— in  thè  twinkling  of  an  eye  1 11  be 

here  with  Chiodo.’  .  ,  , 

So  saying,  he  went  out,  impatiently  shutting  thè  door  ; 

behind  him.  .  . 

Don  Rodrigo  lay  down,  and  accompamed  him,  m  nnag- 
ination,  to  Chiodo’s  house,  counting  thè  steps,  calculatmg 
thè  time.  Now  and  then  he  would  turn  to  look  at  his  left  , 
side  but  quickly  averted  his  face  with  a  shudder.  After  . 
some  time,  he  began  to  listen  eagerly  for  thè  surgeon  s 
arrivai;  and  this  effort  of  attention  suspended  his  sense 
of  illness,  and  kept  his  thoughts  in  some  degree  of  order. 
All  of  a  sudden,  he  heard  a  distant  sound,  which  seemed, 
however,  to  come  from  thè  rooms,.  not  thè  Street.  .  He  , 
listened  stili  more  intently  ;  he  heard  it  louder,  more  quickly 
repeated;  and  with  it  a  trampling  of  footsteps  A  horrid  ; 
suspicion  rushed  into  his  mind.  He  sat  up,  and  gave  stili 
greater  attention  ;  he  heard  a  dead  sound  in  thè  next  room  , 
as  if  a  weight  were  being  cautiously  set  down.  He  threw 
his  legs  out  of  bed,  as  if  to  get  up;  peeped  at  thè  door,  saw 
it  open,  and  beheld  before  his  eyes,  and  advancmg  towards 
him,  two  ragged  and  filthy  red  dresses,  two  ill-looking  faces 

_ in  one  word,  two  monatti.  He  distinguished,  too,  hal£  of 

Griso’s  face,  who,  hidden  behind  thè  almost  closed  door,  re- 
mained  there  on  thè  lookout. 

‘  Ah,  infamous  traitor  !...  Begone,  you  rascal .  Eion-  , 
dino  !  ’Carlotto  !  help  !  I’m  murdered  !  ’  shouted  Don  Rodrigo. 
He  thrust  one  hand  under  thè  bolster  in  search  of  a  pistol; 
grasped  it;  drew  it  out;  but,  at  his  first  cry,  thè  monatti 
had  rushed  up  to  thè  bed;  thè  foremost  is  upon  him  before 
he  can  do  anything  further  ;  he  wrenches  thè  pistol  out  of  , 
his  hand,  throws  it  to  a  distance,  forces  him  to  li  e  down 
again,  and  keeps  him  there,  crying  with  a  grm  of  fury 
mingled  with  contempt,  ‘Ah,  villain!  agamst  thè  monatti! 
against  thè  officers  of  thè  Board!  against  those  who  perforai 
works  of  mercy  !  * 
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.  ^oId  kim  fast  till  we  carry  him  off/  said  his  comoanion 
gomg  towards  a  trunk.  Griso  then  entered,  and  began  wi  h 
him  to  force  open  thè  lock.  g  tó 

under  0thedfellowh°hleCl  u°  n  ■  Iookin&  at  him  from 

“g  !u  f  1  who  held  hlm  down,  and  writhing  himself 
under  thè  grasp  of  his  sinewy  arms.  ‘  First  let  wfkill  that 
infamous  rascal!’  said  he  to  thè  monatti,  ‘  and  afte  ward 

loud  cri«“  tifjr  b‘  ^  *°  »■<>«  »* 

xouu  cries  to  his  other  servants:  but  in  vain  he  cailed-  fnr 

thè  abominable  Griso  had  sent  them  all  off  with  prete’nded 

orders  from  their  master  himself,  before  going  tomonose 

spoi k  e  m0natH  t0  C°me  °n  this  exPedition,  and  divìde  thè 

uoón^WI  rÌ,:,7°U’/aÌd  the  villa!n  who  held  him  down 

hfs  face  to  the°t  U?f°rtunate  P?n  RodrìS°-  And  turning 
+ll  ta(jeto  the  two  who  were  seizmg  the  booty  he  cried  to 
them  Do  your  work  like  honest  fellows  ’  7  d 

You!  you  r  roared  Don  Rodrigo  to  Griso,  whom  he  be- 
held  busymg  himself  m  breaking  open,  taking  out  monev  and 
ciò  hes  and  dividing  Ihem.  ' Toni  afte ,  ÌrSi"f 
ben-  I  may  stili  recover  !  I  may  stili  recover  !  ’  Griso  spoke 
no  ,  nor,  more  than  he  could  help,  even  turned  in  the  direc¬ 
tion  whence  these  words  proceeded. 

Hold  him  fast/  said  the  other  monatto;  ‘  he’s  frantic  ’ 

The  miserable  bemg  became  so  indeed.  After  one  last  and 
more  violent  effort  of  cries  and  contortions,  he  suddenly  sank 
down  senseless  m  a  swoon;  he  stili,  however,  stared  fixedly 
as  if  spell-bound  ;  and  from  time  to  time  gave  a  feeble 
struggle,  or  uttered  a  kind  of  howl. 

t0f  HÌm’  °ne  by  the  feet  and  the  other  by 
thè  shoulders,  and  went  to  deposit  him  on  a  hand  Korro 

era **“"*  ^  th“  ”‘S- 

Griso  remained  behind  to  select  in  haste  whatever  more 

mobhh^ed°f  USe  t0  bim;  and  makinS  them  up  into  a  bundle 
moLfr  depar.ture<  Pe  had  carefully  avoided  touching  thè 
monatti,  or  being  touched  by  them  ;  but  in  the  last  hurrv  of 

anTshak16  ìud  taken,from  the  bed-side  his  master’s  clothes 
and  shaken  them,  without  thinking  of  anything  but  of  see- 
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ing  whether  there  were  money  in  thenl.  He  was  forced  to 
think  of  it,  however,  thè  next  day  ;  f or,  while  making  merry 
in  a  public-house,  he  tvas  stiddenly  seized  with  a  cold  shiver, 
his  eyes  became  clouded,  his  strength  failed  him,  and  he  sank 
to  thè  ground.  Abandoned  by  his  companions,  he  feli  into 
thè  hands  of  thè  monatti ,  who,  dèspoiling  him  of  whatever 
he  had  about  him  worth  having,  threw  him  Upon  a  car,  on 
which  he  expired  before  reaching  thè  Lazzaretto,  whither 
his  master  had  been  carried. 

Leaving  thè  bitter,  fof  thè  present,  in  this  abode  of  suffer- 
ing,  we  must  now  go  in  search  of  another,  whose  history 
would  never  have  been  blended  with  his,  if  it  had  not  been 
forced  upon  him  whether  he  would  or  not  ;  indeed  we  may 
safely  say,  that  neither  one  nor  thè  other  would  have  had 
any  history  at  all  : — I  mean  Renzo,  whom  we  left  in  thè  new 
silk-mill  under  thè  assumed  name  of  Antonio  Rivolta. 

He  had  been  there  about  five  or  six  months,  if  I  am  not 
mistaken,  when,  enmity  having  been  openly  declared  between 
thè  Republic  and  thè  King  of  Spain,  and  therefore  every  ap- 
prehension  of  ill-offices  and  trouble  from  that  quarter  having 
ceased,  Bortolo  eagerly  went  to  fetch  him  away,  and  take 
him  again  into  his  own  employment,  both  because  he  was 
fond  of  him,  and  because  Renzo,  being  naturally  intelligent, 
and  skilful  in  thè  trade,  was  of  great  use  to  thè  factotum  in 
"“a  manufactòry,  without  ever  being  able  to  aspire  at  that 
office  himself,  from  his  inability  to  write.  As  this  reaspn 
weighed  with  him  in  some  measure,  we  were  obliged,  there¬ 
fore,  to  mentigli  it.  Perhaps  thè  reader  would  rather  have 
had  a  more  ideal  Bortolo:  but  what  can  I  say?  he  must 
imagine  one  fot  himself.  We  describe  him  as  he  was. 

From  that  time  Renzo  continued  to  worlc  with  him.  More 
than  once  or  twice,  and  especially  after  having  received  one 
of  those  charming  letters  from  Agnese,  he  had  felt  a  great 
fancy  to  enlist  as  a  soldier,  and  make  an  end  of  it;  nor  were 
opportunities  wanting;  for  just  during  that  interval,  thè 
Republic  often  stood  in  need  of  men,  The  temptation  had 
sometimes  been  thè  more  pressing  to  Renzo,  because  they  even 
taìked  of  invading  thè  Milanese;  and  it  naturally  appeared 
to  him  that  it  would  be  a  fine  thing  to  return  in  thè  guise  of 
a  conqueror  to  his  own  home,  to  sée  Lucia  again,  and  for  once 
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come  to  an  explanation  with  her.  But,  by  clever  manage¬ 
ment,  Bortolo  had  always  contrived  to  divert  him  from  thè 
resolution.  ‘  If  they  have  to  go  there/  he  would  say,  ‘  they. 
can  go  well  enough  without  you,  and  you  can  go  there  after- 
wards  at  your  convenience  ;  if  they  come  back  with  a  broken 
head,  won’t  it  be  better  to  have  been  out  of  thè  fray?  There 
won’t  be  wanting  desperate  fellows  on  thè  highway  for  rob- 
beries.  And  before  they  set  foot  there!  .  .  .  As  for  me,  I 
am  somewhat  incredulous  ;  these  fellows  bark  ;  but  let  them  ; 
thè  Milanese  is  not  a  mouthful  to  be  so  easily  swallowed. 
Spain  is  concerned  in  it,  my  dear  fellow  :  do  you  know  what 
it  is  to  deal  with  Spain  ?  St.  Mark  is  strong  enough  at  home  : 
but  it  will  take  something  more  than  that.  Have  patience; 
ar’n’t  you  well  off  here  ?...  I  know  what  you  would  say  to 
me;  but  if  it  be  decreed  above  that  thè  thing  succeed,  rest 
assured  it  will  succeed  better  by  your  playìng  no  fooleries. 
Some  saint  will  help  you.  Believe  me,  it’s  no  business  of 
yours.  Do  you  think  it  would  suit  you  to  leave  winding  silk 
to  go  and  murder?  What  would  you  do  among  such  a  set 
of  people?  It  requires  men  who  are  made  for  it/ 

At  other  times  Renzo  resolved  to  go  secretly,  disguised, 
and  under  a  false  name.  But  from  this  project,  too,  Bortolo 
always  contrived  to  divert  him  with  arguments  that  may 
be  too  easily  conjectured. 

The  plague  having  afterwards  broken  out  in  thè  Milanese 
territory,  and  even,  as  we  have  said,  on  thè  confines  of  thè 
Bergamascan,  it  was  not  long  before  it  extended  itself  hither, 
and  .  .  .  be  not  dismayed,  for  I  am  not  going  to  give  another 
history  of  this:  if  any  one  wishes  it,  it  may  be  found  in  a 
work  by  one  Lorenzo  Ghirardelli,  written  by  public  order  ;  a 
scarce  and  almost  unknown  work,  however,  although  it  con- 
tains,  perhaps,  more  fully  than  all  thè  rest  put  together, 
thè  most  celebrated  descriptions  of  pestilences:  on  so  many 
things  does  thè  celebrity  of  books  depend  !  What  I  would 
say  is,  that  Renzo  also  took  thè  plague,  and  cured  himself, 
that  is  to  say,  he  did  nothing;  he  was  at  thè  point  of  death, 
but  his  good  constitution  conquered  thè  strength  of  thè 
malady:  in  a  few  days  he  was  out  of  danger.  With  thè 
return  of  life,  its  cares,  its  wishes,  hopes,  recollections,  and 
designa,  were  renewed  with  doublé  poignancy  and  vigour; 
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which  is  equivalere  to  saying  that  he  thought  more  than  ever  , 
of  Lucia  What  had  become  of  her,  during  thè  time  that  lxfe 
li  aT'it  were,  an  exception?  And  at  so  short  a  chance  , 
from  her,  could  he  learn  nothmg?  And  to  remam,  God  knew 
how  long!  in  such  a  state  of  uncertainty !_  And  even  when  ; 
this  should  be  removed,  when  all  danger  bemg  over,  he  shou  d 
learn  that  Lucia  stili  survived;  there  would  always  remam  , 
that  other  knot,  that  obscurity  about  thè  vow— 111  go  myselt  ; 
FU  go  and  learn  about  everything  at  once,— said  he  to  him- 
self,  and  he  said  it  before  he  was  again  m  a  condition  to 
steady  himself  upon  his  feet.— Provided  she  hves .  Ah 
she  lives  !  Ili  find  her,  that  I  will  ;  1 11  hear  once  from  hei  , 
own  lips  what  this  promise  is,  111  make  her  see  that xt  cal™° 
hold  good,  and  IH  bring  her  away  with  me,  her  and  that 
poor  Agnese,  if  she’s  living  !  who  has  always  wished  me  we  , 
and  I’m  sure  she  does  so  stili.  The  capture .  aha .  thè 
vivors  have  something  else  to  think  about  now.  Peoplego 
about  safely,  even  here,  who  have  on  them  .  .  .  W  there 
have  been  a  safe-conduct  only  for  baihffs?  And  at  Mi  , 
cverybody  says  that  there  are  other  disturbances  there.  I  , 
let  so  good  ari  opportunity  pass  (thè  plague.  ny  . 
how  that  revered  instinct  of  referring  and  making  sub- 
scrvient  everything  to  ourselves,  may  sometimes  lead  us  to  , 
apply  words  !) — -I  may  never  have  such  another  .  i 

It  is  well  to  hope,  my  good  Renzo.  Scarcely  couldhedrag 
himself  about,  when  he  set  off  m  search  of  Bortolo,  who  had 
so  far  succeeded  in  escaping  thè  pestilente,  an  was  st  ll 
kept  in  reserve.  He  did  not  go  mto  thè  house,  but,  callmg 
tohim  from  thè  Street,  made  him  come  to  thè  window. 

‘Aha!’  said  Bortolo:  ‘  you’ve  escaped  it,  then!  It  *  well, 

f°^  ibiA'till  rather  weak  in  my  limbs,  you  see,  but  as  to  thè 

da<1  Av,’l’d  gladly  be  in  your  slioes.  It  used  to  bc  everything 
to  say  “  I’m  well  ;  ”  but  now  it  counts  for  very  little.  He  w 
is  able  to  say,  “  I’m  better,”  can  indeed  say  something . 

Renzo  expressed  some  good  wishes  for  his  cousm,  and 

imparled  to  him  his  resolution.  ,  ,  <  q'rv 

‘  Go,  this  tirae,  and  Iieaven  prosper  you  !  replied  he.  1  ry 
to  avoid  j  usti  ce,  as  I  shall  try  to  avoid  thè  contagion;  and, 
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atl1?*1  ,hi"SS  Sh“H  P  ""  "*!■  -  both, 

^  «"« 1  ■»*  «* 

work°t”ge?het  and'nXTp  ^góod  party  ^onlTho^11 

We  shall  see  each  other  again,  we  shall  see  each  other 
agam  ;  we  must  see  each  other  again  !  ' 

‘  I  repeat,  God  grant  it  !  ’ 

For  several  days  Renzo  practised  taking  a  little  exercise 

ILZ7  am\?CV  WS  Strength"  a«d  no  sooner  did  he  deem 
himself  capable  of  perfortning  thè  journey,  than  he  nreoared 

to  set  out.  Under  his  clothes  he  buckled ^  girdle  round  bis 
labTa  c°ntaining,  th”Se  fifty  scudi  uP°n  which  he  had  never 

no^;enTBol,WhÌ?  ^  n6Ver  COnfided  to  Ì 

fvln  Bortolo  ;  he  took  a  few  more  pence  with  him 
which  he  had  saved  day  after  day,  by  living  verv  economi ” 

oock:tPUthnder  hÌS  arm  a  Sma11  bundle  of  clothesGid  in  his 
pocket  a  character  with  thè  name  of  Antonio  Rivolte  which 

had  been  very  wilhngly  given  him  by  his  second  master  in 
one  pocket  of  his  trowsers  he  placed  a  large  knife  thè  léast 
that  an  honestman  could  carry  in  those  days;  and’set  off  on 
his  peregrmations,  on  thè  last  day  of  August  three  davs 

tonWlD°n  Rodngo  ,had  been  carried  to  thè  Lazzaretto  He 
J.thy  towards  Lecco,  wishing,  before  venturing  him! 
self  in  Milan,  to  pass  throngh  his  village,  where  he  hooed  to 
find  Agnese  alive,  and  to  begin  by  learning  from  her^om! 
of  thè  many  thmgs  he  so  ardenti y  longed  to  know. 

lhe  few  who  had  recovered  from  thè  pestilence  were 
among  thè  rest  of  thè.  population,  indeed  Hke  a  priviWed 
A  ?feat  proportion  of  thè  others  languisti  or  dieci 
and  those  who  had  been  hitherto  untouched  by  thè  contagion 

anf  warZ S2outaPPr-!Ì!enSÌOn  °f>  They  walked  cautiously 
and  warily  about,  with  measured  steps,  gloomv  looks  and 

haste  at  once  and  hesitation:  for  eveGhing^ght  be  f 

weapon  against  them  to  inflict  a  mortai  wound.  T  es  ori 

thè  contrary,  almost  certain  of  safety  (for  to  have  thè  oTamm 

tw,ce  was  ra.her  a  prodirious  ttj  i  rare 
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about  in  thè  midst  of  thè  contagion,  freely  and  boldly,  like 
thè  knights  during  one  part  of  thè  middle  ages  ;  who,  encased 
in  Steel,  wherever  steel  might  be,  and  mounted  on  chargers, 
themselves  defended  as  impenetrably  as  possible,  went  ram- 
bling  about  at  hazard  (whence  their  glorious  denomination 
of  knights-errant),  among  a  poor  pedestrian  herd  of  burgh- 
ers  and  villagers,  who,  to  repel  and  ward  off  their  blows,  had 
nothing  on  them  but  rags.  Beautiful,  sapient,  and  useful 
professioni  a  profession  fit  to  make  thè  first  figure  in  a 
treatise  on  politicai  economy  ! 

With  such  security,  tempered,  however,  by  thè  anxiety 
with  which  our  readers  are  acquainted,  and  by  thè  frequent 
spectacle  and  perpetuai  contemplation  of  thè  universal  calam- 
ity,  Renzo  pursued  his  homeward  way,  under  a  beautiful  sky 
and  through  a  beautiful  country,  but  meeting  nothing,  after 
passing  wide  tracts  of  most  mournful  solitude,  but  some  wan- 
dering  shadow  rather  than  a  living  being,  or  corpses  carried 
to  thè  grave,  unhonoured  by  funeral  rites,  unaccompanied 
by  thè  funeral  dirge.  About  noon  he  stopped  in  a  little  wood, 
to.  eat  a  mouthful  of  bread  and  meat  which  he  had  brought 
with  him.  Of  truit,  he  had  only  too  much  at  his  command 
thè  whole  length  of  thè  way — figs,  peaches,  plums,  and  apples 
at  will  ;  he  had  only  to  enter  a  vineyard,  and  éxtend  his  arm 
to  gather  them  from  thè  branches,  or  to  pick  them  up  from 
thè  ground,  which  was  thicldy  strewn  with  them;  for  thè  year 
was  extraordinarily  abundant  in  fruit  of  every  kind,  and 
there  was  scarcely  any  one  to  take  any  care  of  it.  The 
grapes  even  hid  themselves  beneath  thè  leaves,  and  were  left 
for  thè  use  of  thè  first  corner. 

Towards  evening  he  discovered  his  own  village.  At  this 
sight,  though  he  must  have  been  prepared  for  it,  he  felt  his 
heart  begin  to  beat  violently;  he  was  at  once  assailed  by  a 
host  of  mournful  recollections  and  presentiments  :  he  seemed 
to  hear  ringing  in  his  ears  those  inauspicious  tolls  of  thè  bell 
which  had,  as  it  were,  accompanied  and  followed  him  in 
his  flight  from  thè  village;  and,  at  thè  same  time,  he  heard, 
so  to  say,  thè  deathlike  silence  which  actually  reigned  around. 
He  experienced  stili  stronger  agitation  on  entering  thè 
churchyard  ;  and  worse  stili  awaited  him  at  thè  end  of  his 
walk  ;  for  thè  spot  he  had  fixed  upon  as  his  resting-place,  was 
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thè  dwelling  which  he  had  once  been  accustomed  to  cali 
Lucia’s  cottage.  Now  it  could  not  be,  at  thè  best,  more  than 
Agnese’s  ;  and  thè  only  favour  he  begged  of  Heaven  was, 
that  he  might  find  her  living  and  in  health.  And  in  this  cot¬ 
tage  he  proposed  asking  for  a  bed,  rightly  con j  ectnring  that 
his  own  wonld  no  longer  be  a  place  of  abode  for  anything 
but  rats  and  polecats. 

To  reach  that  point,  therefore,  without  passing  through 
thè  village,  he  took  a  little  by-path  that  ran  behind  it,  thè 
very  one  along  which  he  had  gone,  in  good  company,  on  that 
notorious  night  when  he  tried  to  snrprise  thè  Curate.  About 
half-way  stood,  on  one  side,  his  own  house,  and  on  thè 
other,  his  vineyard;  so  that  he  could  enter  both  for  a 
moment  in  passing,  to  see  a  little  how  his  own  affairs  were 
going  on. 

He  looked  forward,  as  he  pursued  his  way,  anxious,  and 
at  thè  same  time  afraid,  to  meet  with  any  one;  and  after  a 
few  paces,  he  saw  a  man  seated  in  his  shirt  on  thè  ground, 
resting  his  back  against  a  hedge  of  jessamine,  in  thè  attitude 
of  an  idiot;  and  from  this,  and  afterwards  from  his  coun- 
tenance,  he  thought  it  was  that  poor  simpleton  Gervase,  who 
had  gone  as  thè  second  witness  in  his  ill-fated  expedition. 
But  going  a  little  nearer,  he  perceived  that  it  was,  instead, 
thè  sprightly  Tonio,  who  had  brought  his  brother  with  him 
on  that  occasion.  The  contagion,  robbing  him  at  once  of 
mental  as  well  as  bodily  vigour,  had  developed  in  his  look 
and  every  action  thè  slight  and  veiled  germ  of  likeness  which 
he  bore  to  his  half-witted  brother. 

‘  Oh  Tonio  !  ’  said  Renzo,  stopping  before  him,  ‘  is  it  you?  ' 

Tonio  raised  his  eyes,  without  moving  his  head. 

‘  Tonio,  don’t  you  know  me?’ 

‘  Whoever  has  got  it,  has  got  it/  answered  Tonio,  gazing 
at  him  with  open  mouth. 

‘It’s  on  you,  eh?  poor  Tonio:  but  doiTt  you  know  me 
again  ? ' 

‘  Whoever  has  got  it,  has  got  it/  replied  he,  with  a  kind  of 
idiotic  smile.  Seeing  he  could  draw  nothing  further  from 
him,  Renzo  pursued  his  way,  stili  more  disconsolate.  Sud- 
denly  he  saw,  turning  thè  corner,  and  advancing  towards 
him,  a  black  object,  which  he  quickly  recognized  as  Don 
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Abbondio.  He  walked  slowly,  carrying  his  stick  like  one 
who  is  alternately  carried  by  it;  and  thè  nearer  he  ap- 
proached,  thè  more  plainly  might  it  be  discerned,  in  his 
pale  and  emaciated  countenance,  and  in  every  look,  that  he, 
too,  had  had  to  pass  through  his  share  of  thè  storm.  He 
looked  askance  at  Renzo  ;  it  seemed,  and  it  did  not  seem,  like 
him  ;  there  was  something  like  a  stranger  in  his  dress  ;  but  it 
was  a  stranger  from  thè  territory  of  Bergamo. 

It  is  he,  and  nobody  else! — said  he  to  himself,  raising 
his  hands  to  Heaven,  with  a  motion  of  dissatisfied  surprise, 
and  thè  staff  he  carried  in  his  right  hand  snddenly  checked 
m  its  passage  through  thè  air;  and  his  poor  arms  might  be 
seen  shaking  in  his  sleeves,  where  once  there  was  scarcely 
room  for  them.  Renzo  hastened  to  meet  him,  and  made  a 
low  reverence;  for,  althongh  they  had  quitted  each  other  in 
thè  way  thè  reader  knows,  he  was  always,  nevertheless,  his 
Curate. 

I  Are  you  here— you?  ’  exclaimed  thè  latter. 

I  am  indeed,  as  you  see.  Do  you  know  anythingf  of 
Lucia  ?  '  y  * 

‘What  do  you  suppose  I  can  know?  I  know  nothing. 
She  s  at  Milan,  if  she’s  stili  in  this  world.  But  you  .  .  / 
'And  Agnese,  is  she  alive  ?  ’ 

‘  She  may  be  ;  but  who  do  you  suppose  can  teli  ?  She’s  not 
here.  But  .  .  / 

'  Where  is  she?  ’ 

‘  She’s  gone  to  live  at  Valsassina,  among  her  relations  at 
Pasturo,  you  know;  for  they  say  thè  plague  doesn’t  make 
thè  havoc  there  it  does  here.  But  you,  I  say  . 

'Oh,  Fm  very  sorry.  And  Father  Cristoforo?.  . 

'  He’s  been  gone  for  some  time.  But  .  .  / 

‘  I  know  that,  they  wrote  and  told  me  so  much  ;  but  I  want 
to  know  if  he  hasn’t  yet  returned  to  these  parts/ 

'  Nay  ;  they’ve  heard  nothing  further  about  him.  But 
you  .  .  / 

'  Fm  very  sorry  to  hear  this  too.’ 

f  But  you,  I  say,  what,  for  Heaven’s  sake,  are  you  coming 
to  do  in  this  part  of  thè  world?  Don’t  you  know  about  that 
affair  of  your  apprehension?  ’ 

'What  does  it  matter?  TheyVe  something  else  to  think 
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atout.  I  was  determined  to  come  for  once,  and  see  abotit 
my  affairs.  And  isn’t  it  well  enough  known  ?  ...  ; 

‘  What  would  you  see  about,  I  wonder  ?  for  now  there  s 
no  longer  anybody,  or  anything.  And  is  it  wise  of  you,  wi  h 
that  business  of  your  apprehension,  to  come  hither  exactly 
to  your  own  village,  into  thè  wolf’s  very  mouth?  Do  as  an 
old  man  advises  you,  who  is  obliged  to  have  more  ju  gmei 
than  you,  and  who  speaks  from  thè  love  he  bears  you;  buckle 
on  your  shoes  well,  and  set  off,  before  any  one  sees  you  o 
where  you  carne  from;  and  if  you’ve  been  seen  already 
return  only  thè  more  quickly.  Do  you  think  that  thisis  thè 
air  for  you?  Don’t  you  know  they  ve  been  to  look  for  you. 
that  they  Ve  ransacked  everything,  and  turned  a  upsi 

down?  .  .  /  .  ,  ,, 

*  I  know  it  too  well,  thè  scoundrels  . 

c  |  elicti  ^  « 

‘  But  if  I  teli  you  I  don’t  care  !  And  is  that  fellow  ahve 

tel^younobody’s  here;  I  teli  you,  you  mustn’t  think 
about  things  here  ;  I  teli  you  .  .  / 

‘  Oh^sàcreVHeaven  !  Speak  more  quietly.  Is  it  possible 
you’ve  all  that  fìeriness  about  you  after  so  many  thmgs  have 
happened  ?  ’ 

£  Is  he  here,  or  is  he  not?  ’  ,« 

‘  Well,  well,  he’s  not  here.  But  thè  plague,  my  son,  thè 
plague  !  Who  would  go  travelling  about  m  such  times  a 

th‘Tf?ihere  was  nothing  else  but  thè  plague  in  diis  world 
I  mean  for  myself  :  I’ve  had  it,  and  am  free. 

’  "£  Indeed  indeed!  what  news  is  this?  When  one  lms  es- 
caped  a  danger  of  this  sort,  it  seems  to  me  he  should  thank 

Heaven,  and  .  .  / 

‘And  so  I  do/  T  a  *  ^  y 

‘  And  not  go  to  look  for  others,  I  say  Do  as  I  advise. 

‘  You’ve  had  it  too,  Signor  Curate,  if  I  mistake  not. 

‘I  had  it!  Obstinate  and  bad  enough  it  was.  Im  her 
by  miracle  ;  I  need  only  say  it  has  left  mein  thè  state  y 
see.  Now,  I  had  just  need  of  a  little  quiet,  to  set  me  to 
rights  again.  I  was  beginning  to  be  a  little  better  .  .  . 
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thè  name  of  Heaven,  what  bave  you  come  to  do  here?  Go 
back  .  .  / 

You  re  always  at  me  with  that  go  back .  Às  for  going 
back,  I  have  reasons  enough  for  not  stirring.  You  say,  what 
are  you  come  for?  what  are  you  come  for?  IVe  come  home 9 
‘  Home 

'Teli  me,  are  many  dead  here?  .  .  / 

Alas,  alas  ! 9  exclaimed  Don  Abbondio  ;  and  beginning  < 
with  Perpetua,  he  entered  upon  a  long  enumeration  of  indi-  S 
viduals  and  entìre  families.  Renzo  had  certainly  expected  $ 
something  of  thè  ldnd,  but,  on  hearing  so  many  names  of 
acquaintances,  friends,  and  relatives,  (he  had  lost  his  parents 
many  years  before,)  he  stood  overcome  with  grief,  his  head 
hung  down,  and.  only  exclaiming  from  time  to  time,  4  Poor 
fellow!  poor  girli  poor  creatures  ! 9 

‘You  see/  continued  Don  Abbondio;  ‘and  it  isn't  yet 
over.  If  those  who  are  left  don’t  use  their  senses  this  time, 
and  drive  thè  wtiims  out  of  their  brains,  there’s  nothing  for 
it  but  thè  end  of  thè  worid/ 

‘  Don’t  be  afraid;  IVe  no  intentions  of  stopping  here/ 

‘  Ah  !  thank  Heaven,  you  at  last  understand  !  And  you’d 
better  make  up  your  mind  to  return  .  .  / 

‘  Don’t  you  trouble  yourself  about  that/ 

‘  What  !  didn’t  you  once  want  to  do  something  more  foolish 
than  this  even?’ 

‘  Never  mind  me,  I  say  ;  that  is  my  business  ;  Pm  more  than 
seven  years  old.  I  hope,  at  any  rate,  you  won’t  teli  anybody 
you’ ve  seen  me.  You  are  a  priest;  I  am  one  of  your 
Rock  ;  you  won’t  betray  me  ?  ’ 

‘  I  understand/  said  Don  Abbondio,  sighing  pettishly,  *  I 
understand.  You  would  ruin  yourself  and  me  too.  You 
haven’t  gone  through  enough  already,  I  suppose;  and  I 
haven’t  gone  through  enough  either.  I  understand,  I  under¬ 
stand/  And  continuing  to  mutter  these  last  words  between 
his  teeth,  he  again  resumed  his  way. 

Renzo  stood  there,  chagrined  and  discontented,  thinking 
where  he  could  fmd  a  lodging.  In  thè  funerea!  list  recounted 
by  Don  Abbondio,  there  was  a  family  of  peasants,  who  had 
been  all  swept  off  by  thè  pestilence,  excepting  one  youth, 
about  Renzo’s  own  age,  who  had  been  his  companion  from 
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ìnfancy  ;  thè  house  was  out  of  thè  village,  a  very  little  way 
off.  Hither  he  determined  to  bend  his  steps  and  ask  for  a 
night’s  lodging. 

He  had  nearly  reached  his  own  vineyard,  and  was  soon 
able  to  infer  from  thè  outside  in  what  state  it  was.  Not  a 
single  tree,  not  a  single  leaf,  which  he  had  left  there  was 
visible  above  thè  wall.  If  anything  blossomed  there,  it  was 
all  what  had  grown  during  his  absence.  He  went  up  to  thè 
opening,  (of  a  gate  there  was  no  longer  thè  least  sign,)  he 
cast  a  glance  around:  poor  vineyard!  For  two  successive 
winters  thè  people  of  thè  neighbourhood  had  gone  to  chop 
fìrewood  f  in  thè  garden  of  that  poor  fellow/  as  they  used 
to  say.  Vines,  mulberry-trees,  fruits  of  every  kind,  all  had 
been  rudely  torn  up,  or  cut  down  to  thè  trunk.  Vestiges, 
however,  of  former  cultivation  stili  appeared;  young  shoots, 
in  broken  lines,  which  retained,  nevertheless,  traces  of  their 
now  desolated  rows  ;  here  and  there  stumps  and  sprouts  of 
mulberry,  fi g,  peach,  cherry,  and  plum-trees  ;  but  even  these 
seemed  overwhelmed  and  choked  by  a  fresh,  varied,  and 
luxuriant  progeny,  bora  and  reared  without  thè  help  of  man. 
There  was  a  thick  mass  of  nettles,  ferns,  tares,  dog-grass, 
rye-grass,  wild  oats,  green  amaranths,  succory,  wild  sorrei, 
fox-glove,  and  other  similar  plants  ;  all  those,  I  mean,  which 
thè  peasant  of  every  country  has  included  in  one  large  class 
at  his  pleasure,  denominating  them  weeds.  There  was  a  med- 
ley  of  stalks,  each  trying  to  out-top  thè  others  in  thè  air,  or 
rivalling  its  fellow  in  length  upon  thè  ground— aiming,  in 
short,  to  secure  for  itself  thè  post  of  honour  in  every  direc¬ 
tion;  a  mixture  of  leaves,  flowers,  and  fruit,  of  a  hundred 
colours,  forms,  and  sizes;  ears  of  corn,  Indian  corn,  tufts, 
bunches,  and  heads  of  white,  yellow,  red,  and  blue.  In  thè 
midst  of  this  medley,  other  taller  and  more  graceful,  though 
not,  for  thè  most  part,  more  valuable  plants,  were  promi¬ 
nenti  conspicuous  ;  thè  Turkish  vine  soared  above  all  thè 
rest,  with  its  long  and  reddish  branches,  its  large  and  mag- 
nificent  dark-green  leaves,  some  already  fringed  with  purple 
at  thè  top,  and  its  bending  clusters  of  grapes  ;  adorned  below 
with  berries  of  bluish-grey  tinge,  higher  up  of  a  purple  hue, 
then  green,  and  at  thè  very  top  with  whitish  little  flowers. 
There  was  also  thè  bearded  yew,  with  its  large  rough  leaves 
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down  to  thè  ground,  thè  stem  rising  perpendicularly  to  thè 
sky,  and  thè  long  pendent  branches  scattered,  and,  as  it  were, 
bespangled  with  bright  yellow  blossoms;  thistles,  too,  with 
rough  and  prickly  leaves  and  calyxes,  from  which  issued 
little  tufts  of  white  or  purple  flowers,  or  else  light  and  silvery 
plumes,  which  were  quickly  swept  away  by  thè  breeze.  Here 
a  little  bunch  of  bindweed,  climbing  up  and  twining  around 
fresh  suckers  from  a  mulberry-tree,  had  entirely  covered 
them  with  its  pendent  leaves,  which  pointed  to  thè  ground, 
and  adorned  them  at  thè  top  with  its  white  and  delicate 
little  bells.  There  a  red-berried  bryony  had  twisted  itself 
among  thè  new  shoots  of  a  vine,  which,  seeking  in  vain  a 
fìrmer  support,  had  reciprocally  entwined  its  tendrils  around 
its  companion,  and,  mingling  their  feeble  stalks,  and  their 
not  very  dissimilar  leaves,  they  mutually  drew  each  other, 
upward,  as  often  happens  with  thè  weak,  who  take  one 
another  for  their  stay.  The  bramble  intruded  everywhere; 
it  stretched  from  one  bough  to  another;  now  mounting,  and 
again  turning  downward,  it  bent  thè  branches,  or  straight- 
ened  them,  according  as  it  happened  ;  and  Crossing  bef ore  thè 
very  threshold,  seemed  às  if  it  were  placed  there  to  dispute 
thè  passage  even  with  thè  owner. 

But  he  had  no  heart  to  enter  such  a  vineyard,  and  probably 
did  not  stand  as  long  looking  at  it  as  we  have  taken  to  make 
this  little  sketch.  He  went  forward;  a  little  way  off  stood 
his  cottage;  he  passed  through  thè  garden,  trampling  under- 
foot  by  hundreds  thè  intrusive  visitors  with  which,  like  thè 
vineyard,  it  was  peopled  and  overgrown.  He  just  set  foot 
within  thè  threshold  of  one  of  thè  rooms  on  thè  ground 
floor;  at  thè  sound  of  his  footsteps,  and  on  his  looking  in, 
there  was  a  hubbub,  a  scampering  to  and  fro  of  rats,  a  rush 
under  thè  rubbish  that  covered  thè  whole  floor;  it  was  thè 
relics  of  thè  German  soldiers*  beds.  He  raised  his  eyes,  and 
looked  round  upon  thè  walls;  they  were  stripped  of  pìaster, 
filthy,  blackened  with  smoke.  He  raised  them  to  thè  ceiling 
— a  mass  of  cobwebs.  Nothing  else  was  to  be  seen.  He  took 
his  departure,  too,  from  this  desolate  scene,  twining  his 
fingers  in  his  hair;  returned  through  thè  garden,  retracing 
thè  path  he  had  himself  made  a  moment  before,  took  another 
little  lane  to  thè  left,  which  led  into  thè  fields,  and,  without 
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seeing  or  hearing  a  living  creature,  arrived  dose  to  thè  house 
he  had  desìgned  as  his  place  of  lodging.  It  was  already 
evening;  his  friend  was  seated  outside  thè  door  on  a  sm  all 
wooden  bench,  his  arms  crossed  on  his  breast,  and  his  eyes 
fixed  upon  thè  sky,  like  a  man  bewildered  by  misfortunes, 
and  rendered  savage  by  long  solitude,  Hearing  a  footstep, 
he  turned  round,  looked  who  was  coming,  and  to  what  he 
fancfed  he  saw  in  thè  twilight,  between  thè  leaves  and 
branches,  cried  in  a  Joud  voice,  as  he  stood  up  and  raised 
both  his  hands,  ‘  Is  there  nobody  but  rpe  ?  didn’t  I  do  enough 
yesterday?  Let  me  alone  a  little,  for  that,  too,  will  be  a 
work  of  charity.’ 

Renzo,  not  knowing  what  this  meant,  replied  to  him, 
calling  him  by  name. 

‘Renzo  .  .  /  said  he,  in  a  tone  at  once  of  exclamation 
and  interrogation. 

‘  Myself/  said  Renzo,  and  they  hastened  to  meet  each  other. 

‘Is  it  really  you??  said  his  friend,  when  they  were  near. 
‘  Oh,  how  glad  I  am  to  see  you?  Who  would  have  fhought 
it?  I  took  you  for  Paolin  de*  Morti,1  who  is  always  coming 
to  torment  me  to  go  and  bury  some  one.  Do  you  know  I 
am  left  alone?— alone  !  alone  !  as  a  hermit  !  ’ 

‘  I  know  it  too  well/  said  Renzo,  And  interchanging  in 
this  manner,  and  crowding  upon  one  anpther,  welcomings, 
and  questions,  and  answers,  they  went  intp  thè  house  to- 
gether.  Here,  without  interrupting  thè  conversatjon,  his 
friend  busied  himself  in  doing  some  little  honour  to  his  guest, 
as  he  best  could  on  so  sudden  a  warning,  and  in  times  like 
those.  He  set  some  water  on  thè  fire,  and  began  to  make 
thè  polenta;  but  soon  gave  up  thè  pestle  to  Renzo,  that  he 
might  proceed  with  thè  mixing,  and  went  out,  saying,  ‘  I’m 
all  by  myself,  you  see,  all  by  myself  !  ’ 

By  and  by  he  returned  with  a  small  pail  of  milk,  a  little 
salt  meat,  a  couple  of  cream-cheeses,  and  some  figs  and 
peaches;  and  all  being  ready,  and  thè  polenta  poured  out 
upon  thè  trencher,  they  sat  down  to  table,  mutually  thanking 
each  other,  one  for  thè  visit,  thè  other  for  thè  reception  he 
met  with.  And,  after  an  absence  of  nearly  two  years,  they 
suddenly  discovered  that  they  were  much  greater  friends 
*  One  of  thè  friars  of  thè  Order  of  Death. 
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than  they  ever  thought  they  were  when  they  saw  each  other 
almost  every  day;  for,  as  thè  manuscript  here  retnarks, 
events  had  occurred  to  both  which  make  one  feci  what  a  cor- 
diai  to  thè  hearfc  is  kindly  feeling,  both  that  which  one  ex- 
periences  oneself,  and  that  which  one  meets  with  in  others. 

True,  no  one  could  supply  thè  place  of  Agnese  to  Renzo, 
nor  console  him  for  her  absence,  not  only  on  account  of  thè 
old  and  special  affection  he  entertained  for  her,  but  also 
because,  among  thè  things  he  was  anxious  to  clear  up,  one 
there  was  of  which  she  alone  possessed  thè  key.  He  stood 
for  a  moment  in  doubt  whether  he  should  not  first  go  in 
search  of  her,  since  he  was  so  short  a  distance  off  ;  but,  con- 
sidering  that  she  would  know  nothing  of  Lucia’ s  health,  he 
kept  to  his  first  intention  of  going  at  once  to  assure  himself 
of  this,  to  confront  thè  one  great  trial,  and  afterwards  to 
bring  thè  news  to  her  mother.  Even  from  his  friend,  how- 
ever,  he  learnt  many  things  of  which  he  was  ignorant,  and 
gained  some  light  011  many  points  with  which  he  was  but 
partially  acquainted,  both  about  Lucia’s  circumstances,  thè 
prosecutions  instituted  against  himself,  and  Don  Rodrigo’s 
departure  thence,  followed  by  his  whole  suite,  since  which 
time  he  had  not  been  seen  in  thè  neighbourhood  ;  in  short, 
about  all  thè  intricate  circumstances  of  thè  whole  affair. 
He  learnt  also  (and  to  him  it  was  an  acquisition  of  no  little 
importance)  to  pronounce  properly  thè  name  of  Don  Fer- 
rante’s  f amily  ;  Agnese,  indeed,  had  written  it  to  him  by  her 
secretary;  but  Heaven  knows  how  it  was  written,  and  thè 
Bergamascan  interpreter  had  read  it  in  such  a  way,-— had 
given  him  such  a  word, — that,  had  he  gone  with  it  to  seek 
direction  to  his  house  in  Milan,  he  would  probably  have 
found  no  one  who  could  have  conjectured  for  whom  he  was 
making  inquiry.  Yet  this  was  thè  only  due  he  possessed 
that  could  put  him  in  thè  way  of  learning  tidings  of  Lucia. 
As  to  justice,  he  was  ever  more  and  more  convinced  that 
this  was  a  hazard  remote  enough  nòt  to  give  him  much  con¬ 
centi:  thè  Signor  Podestà  had  died  of  thè  plague;  who  knew 
when  a  substitute  would  be  appointed?  thè  greater  part  of 
thè  bailiffs  were  carried  off;  and  those  that  remained  had 
something  else  to  do  than  look  after  old  matters.  He  also 
related  to  his  friend  thè  vicissitudes  he  had  undergone,  and 
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heard  in  exchange  a  hundred  stories  about  thè  passage  o£ 
thè  army,  thè  piagne,  thè  poisoners,  and  other  wonderful 
matters.  'They  are  miserable  things/  said  his  friend,  ac- 
companying  Renzo  into  a  little  room  which  thè  contagion 
had  emptied  of  occupants;  'things  which  we  never  could 
have  thought  to  see,  and  after  which  we  can  never  expect 
to  be  merry  again  all  our  lives  ;  but  nevertheless,  it  is  a  re- 
lief  to  speak  of  them  to  one’s  friends/ 

By  break  of  day  they  were  both  down-stairs;  Renzo 
equipped  for  his  jonrney,  with  his  girdle  hidden  under  his 
doublet,  and  thè  large  knife  in  his  pocket,  but  otherwise  light 
and  unencumbered,  having  left  his  little  bundle  in  thè  care  of 
his  host.  “  If  all  goes  well  with  me/  said  he  ;  ‘  if  I  find  her 
alive;  if  .  .  .  enough  .  .  .  FU  come  back  her  e;  FU  run  over 
Pasturo  to  carry  thè  good  news  to  poor  Agnese,  and  then, 
and  then  ...  But  if,  by  ill-luck,  by  ill-Iuck  which  God  for- 
bid!  .  .  .  then  I  don’t  know  what  I  shall  do;  I  don’t  know 
where  I  shall  go:  only,  assuredly,  you  will  never  see  me 
again  in  these  parts  ! ?  And,  as  he  said  so,  standing  in  thè 
doorway  which  led  into  thè  fields,  he  cast  his  eyes  around, 
and  contemplated,  with  a  mixed  feeling  of  tenderness  and 
bitter  grief,  thè  sun-rising  of  his  own  country,  which  he  had 
not  seen  for  so  long  a  time.  His  friend  comforted  him  with 
bright  hopes  and  prognostications,  and  made  him  take  with 
him  some  little  store  of  provision  for  that  day;  then,  accom- 
panying  him  a  mile  or  two  on  his  way,  he  took  his  leave  with 
renewed  good  wishes. 

Renzo  pursued  his  way  deliberately  and  easily,  as  all  he 
cared  for  was  to  reach  thè  vicinity  of  Milan  that  day,  so 
that  he.  might  enter  next  morning  early,  and  immediately 
begin  his  search.  The  journey  was  performed  without  acci¬ 
ai  ent;  nor.was  there  anything  which  particularly  attracted 
his  attention,  except  thè  usuai  spectacles  of  misery  and 
sorrow.  He  stopped  in  due  time,  as  he  had  done  thè  day 
before,  in  a  grove,  to  refresh  himself  and  take  breath. 
Passing  through  Monza,  before  an  open  shop  where  bread 
was  displayed  for  sale,  he  asked  for  two  loaves,  that  he  might 
not  be  totally  unprovided  for  under  any  circumstances.  The 
shopkeeper,  beckoning  to  him  not  to  enter,  held  out  to  him, 
on  a  little  shovel,  a  small  basin  containing  vinegar  and  water, 
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into  which  he  desired  him  to  drop  thè  money  in  payment; 
he  did  so;  and  then  thè  two  loaves  were  handed  out  to  him, 
one  after  another,  with  a  pair  of  tongs,  and  deposited  by 
Renzo  one  in  each  pocket. 

Towards  evening  he  arrived  at  Greco,  wìthout,  however, 
knowing  its  name  ;  but,  by  thè  help  of  some  little  recollection 
of  thè  places  which  he  retained  from  his  former  journey,  and 
his  calculation  of  thè  distance  he  had  already  come  from 
Monza,  he  guessed  that  he  must  be  tolerably  near  thè  city, 
and  therefore  left  thè  high-road  and  turned  into  thè  fields 
in  search  of  some  cascinotto ,  where  he  might  pass  thè  night  ; 
for  with  inns  he  was  determined  not  to  meddle.  He  found 
more  than  he  looked  for  :  for  seeing  a  gap  in  a  hedge  which 
surrounded  thè  yard  of  a  cow-house,  he  resolved  at  any  rate 
to  enter.  No  one  was  there:  he  saw  in  one  corner  a  large 
shed  with  hay  piled  up  beneath  it,  and  against  this  a  ladder 
was  reared  ;  he  once  more  looked  round,  and  then,  mounting 
at  a  venture,  laid  himself  down  to  pass  thè  night  there,  and 
quickly  f eli  asleep,  not  to  awake  till  morning.  When  he  awoke 
he  crawled  towards  thè  edge  of  this  great  bed,  put  his  head 
out,  and  seéing  no  one,  descended  as  he  had  gone  up,  went 
out  where  he  had  come  in,  pursued  his  way  through  little  by- 
paths,  taking  thè  cathedral  for  his  polar  star  ;  and,  after  a 
short  walk,  carne  out  under  thè  walls  of  Milan,  between  thè 
Porta  Orientale  and  thè  Porta  Nuova,  and  rather  nearer 
to  thè  latter. 


HC 


19— VOL.  XXI 


CHAPTER  XXXIV 


A  S  to  thè  way  of  entering  thè  city,  Renzo  had  heard,  in 
generai  terms,  that  there  were  very  strict  orders  not 
— ^-  to  admit  persons  without  a  certificate  of  health;  but 
that,  in  fact,  it  was  easy  enough  for  any  one  to  effect  an 
entrance  who  at  all  knew  how  to  help  himself,  and  to  seize 
opportunities.  So  it  was;  and,  letting  alone  thè  generai 
causes  why  every  order,  in  those  days,  was  so  imperfectly 
executed;  letting  alone  thè  particular  ones,  which  rendered 
thè  rigorous  execution  of  this  so  impracticable,  Milan  was 
now  reduced  to  such  a  pass  that  no  one  could  see  of  what 
use  it  was  to  defend  it,  or  against  what  it  was  to  be  defended; 
and  whoever  carne  thither  might  be  considered  rather  to 
risk  his  own  health  than  to  endanger  that  of  thè  inhabitants. 

Upon  this  information,  Renzo’s  intention  was  to  attempt 
a  passage  at  thè  fìrst  gate  upon  which  he  might  happen  to 
light  ;  and  if  any  obstacle  presented  itself,  to  go  round  outside, 
until  he  found  another  more  easy  of  access.  And  Heaven 
knows  how  many  gates  he  thought  Milan  must  have  ! 

Arrived,  then,  before  thè  walls,  he  stood  stili  to  look  about 
him,  as  one  does  who,  not  knowing  which  way  will  be  thè 
best  way  to  bend  his  steps,  seems  as  if  he  awaited  and  asked 
direction  from  anything.  But  he  could  discover  nothing 
either  way  but  two  reaches  of  a  winding  road,  and  before 
him  a  part  of  thè  wall:  in  no  quarter  was  there  a  symptom 
of  a  human  being,  except  that  in  one  spot,  on  thè  platform, 
might  be  seen  a  dense  column  of  black  and  murky  smoke, 
which  expanded  itself  as  it  mounted,  and  curled  into  ampie 
circles,  and  afterwards  dispersed  itself  through  thè  gray  and 
motionless  atmosphere.  They  were  clothes,  beds,  and  other 
articles  of  infected  furniture  which  were  being  committed 
to  thè  flames:  and  such  melancholy  conflagrations  were  con- 
stantly  to  be  seen,  not  only  here,  but  on  every  side  of  thè 
Wall. 

The  weather  was  dose,  thè  air  thick  and  heavy,  thè  whole 
sky  veiled  by  a  uniform  sluggish  cloud  of  mist,  which  seemed 
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to  forbici  thè  sun,  without  giving  promise  o£  rain  ;  thè  country 
round  was  partly  uncultivated,  and  thè  whole  looked  parched  ; 
vegetation  was  stunted,  and  not  a  drop  of  dew  moistened 
thè  drooping  and  withered  leaves.  This  solitude,  this  deep 
silence,  so  near  a  large  mass  of  habitations,  added  new  con- 
sternation  to  Renzo’s  disquietude,  and  rendered  his  thoughts 
stili  more  gloomy. 

Having  stood  thus  for  a  moment,  he  took  thè  right  hand, 
at  a  venture,  direèting  his  steps,  without  being  aware  of  it, 
towards  thè  Porta  Nuova,  which,  though  dose  at  hand,  he 
had  not  been  able  to  perceive,  on  account  of  a  bastion  behind 
which  it  was  concealed.  After  taking  a  few  steps,  a  tinkling 
of  little  bells  fell  upon  his  ear,  which  ceased  and  was  re- 
newed  at  intervals,  and  then  thè  voices  of  men.  He  went 
forward  ;  and  having  turned  thè  corner  of  thè  bastion,  thè 
first  thing  that  rnet  his  eye  on  thè  esplanade  before  thè  gate 
was  a  smali  wooden  house,  or  sentry-box,  at  thè  doorway  of 
which  stood  a  guard,  leaning  on  his  musket  with  a  languid 
and  negligent  air;  behind  was  a  fence,  composed  of  stakes, 
and  beyond  that  thè  gate,  that  is  to  say,  two  wings  of  thè 
wall  connected  by  a  roof  above,  which  served  to  shelter  thè 
door,  both  leaves  of  which  were  wide  open,  as  was  also  thè 
'  icket  of  thè  palisade.  Exactly  before  thè  opening,  however, 
stood  a  melancholy  impediment—a  handbarrow,  placed  upon 
thè  ground,  on  which  two  monatti  were  laying  out  a  poor 
creature  to  bear  him  away  :  it  was  thè  head  of  thè  custom- 
house  officers,  in  whom  thè  plague  had  been  discovered  just 
before.  Renzo  stood  stili  where  he  was,  awaiting  thè  issue. 
The  party  being  gone,  and  no  one  appearing  to  shut  thè  gate 
again,  now  seemed  to  be  his  time?  he  hastened  forward;  but 
thè  ill-looking  sentinel  called  out  to  him  :  *  Holla  !  He 
instantly  stopped,  and  winking  at  thè  man,  drew  out  a  half- 
ducat,  and  showed  it  to  him.  The  fellow,  either  having 
already  had  thè  pestilence,  or  fearing  it  less  than  he  loved 
half-ducats,  beckoned  to  Renzo  to  throw  it  to  him  ;  and  soon 
seeing  it  roll  at  his  feet,  muttered,  4  Go  forward,  quickly. 
Renzo  gave  him  no  occasion  to  repeat  thè  order;  he  passed 
thè  palisade,  entered  thè  gate,  and  went  forwatd  without  any 
one  observing  or  taking  any  notice  of  him  ;  except  that  when 
he  had  gone  perhaps  forty  paces,  he  heard  another  4  holla  ’ 
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from  a  toll-gatherer  who  was  calling  after  him.  Thìs  he 
pretended  not  to  hear,  and  instead  of  turning  round  only 
quickened  his  pace.  f  Holla  !  ’  cried  thè  collector  again,  in 
t  a  tone,  however,  which  rather  indicated  vexation  than  a 
determination  to  be  obeyed;  and  finding  he  was  not  obeyed, 
he  shrugged  his  shoulders  and  returned  into  thè  house,  like 
one  who  was  more  concerned  about  not  approaching  too 
near  to  passengers,  than  inquiring  into  their  affairs. 

The  Street  inside  this  gate,  at  that  time,  as  now,  ran 
straight  forward  as  far  as  thè  canal  called  thè  Naviglio  :  at 
thè  sides  were  hedges  or  walls  of  gardens,  churches,  convents, 
and  a  few  private  dwellings;  and  at  thè  end  of  this  Street, 
in  thè  middle  of  that  which  ran  along  thè  brink  of  thè  canal, 
was  erected  a  cross,  called  thè  Cross  of  Sant’  Eusebio.  And, 
let  Renzo  look  before  him  as  he  would,  nothing  but  this  cross 
ever  met  his  view.  Arrived  at  thè  cross  road,  which  divided 
thè  Street  about  half  way,  and  looking  to  thè  right  and  left, 
he  perceived  in  thè  right  hand  one,  which  bore  thè  name  of 
Santa  Teresa,  a  citizen  who  was  coming  exactly  towards  him. 
— A  Christian,  at  last  ! — said  he  to  himself,  and  he  imme- 
diately  turned  into  thè  Street,  with  thè  intention  of  making 
some  inquiries  of  him.  The  man  stared  at  and  eyed  thè 
stranger  who  was  advancing  towards  him,  with  a  suspicious 
kind  of  look,  even  at  a  distance;  and  stili  more,  when  he 
perceived,  that,  instead  of  going  about  his  own  business,  he 
was  making  up  to  him.  Renzo,  when  he  was  within  a  little 
distance,  took  off  his  hat,  like  a  respectful  mountaineer,  such 
as  he  was  ;  and  holding  it  in  his  left  hand,  put  he  whole  fist 
of  his  right  into  thè  empty  crown,  and  advanced  more  directly 
towards  thè  unknown  passenger.  But  he,  wildly  rolling  his 
eyes?  gave  back  a  step,  uplifted  a  knotty  stick  he  carried, 
with  a  sharp  spike  at  thè  end  like  a  rapier,  and  pointing  it 
at  Renzo’s  breast,  cried,  f  Stand  off  !  stand  off  !  ’ 

f  Oho  !  ’  cried  thè  youth,  in  his  turn,  putting  on  his  hat 
again;  and  willing  to  do  anything,  as  he  afterwards  said  in 
relating  thè  matter,  rather  than  pick  a  quarrel  at  that  mo¬ 
ment,  he  turned  his  back  upon  thè  uncourteous  citizen,  and 
pursued  his  way,  or  to  speak  more  correctly,  that  in  which 
he  happened  to  have  set  off. 

The  citizen  also  continued  his  route,  trembling  from  head 
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to  foot,  and  every  now  and  then  looking  behind  him.  And 
having  reached  hoine,  he  related  how  a  poisoner  had  come 
up  to  him,  with  a  meek  and  humble  aìr,  but  with  thè  look 
of  an  infamous  impostor,  and  with  a  box  of  ointment  or 
a  paper  of  powcler  (he  was  not  exactly  certain  which)  in  his 
hand  in  thè  crown  of  his  hat,  with  thè  intention  of  playing 
a  trick  upon  him,  if  he  hadn’t  known  how  to  keep  him  at  a 
distance.  ‘  If  he  had  come  one  step  nearer/  added  he,  4  Fd 
have  run  him  through  before  he'd  had  time  to  touch  me, 
thè  scoundrel  !  The  misfortune  was  that  we  were  in  so 
unfrequented  a  place;  had  it  been  in  thè  heart  of  Milan, 
Fd  have  called  people,  and  bid  them  seize  him.  Fm  sure  we 
should  have  found  that  infamous  poison  in  his  hat.  But 
there,  all  alone,  I  was  obliged  to  be  content  with  saving 
myself,  without  running  thè  risk  of  getting  thè  infection; 
for  a  little  powder  is  soon  thrown,  and  these  people  are  re- 
markably  dexterous:  besides,  they  have  thè  devii  on  their 
side.  He?ll  be  about  Milan  now:  who  knows  what  murders 
he  is  committing  !  ’  And  as  long  as  he  lived,  which  was  many 
years,  every  time  that  poisoners  were  talked  of,  he  repeated 
his  own  instance,  and  added:  4  They  who  stili  maintain  that 
it  wasn’t  true,  don’t  let  them  talk  to  me:  for  absolute  facts 
one  couldn’t  help  seeing/ 

Renzo,  far  from  imagining  what  a  stab  he  had  escaped,  and 
more  moved  with  anger  than  fear,  reflected,  in  walking,  on 
this  reception,  and  pretty  nearly  guessed  thè  opinion  which 
thè  Citizen  had  formed  of  bis  actions  ;  yet  thè  thing  seemed 
to  him  so  beyond  all  reason,  that  he  carne  to  thè  concluslon 
that  thè  man  must  have  been  half  a  fool.— It?s  a  bad  begin- 
ning, — thought  he,  however; — it  seems  as  if  there  were  an 
evil  star  for  me  at  this  Milan.  Everything  seconds  me 
readily  enough  in  entering;  but  afterwards,  when  I  am  in, 
I  find  disagreeabilities  all  prepar  ed  for  me.  Well  .  .  .  with 
God's  help  .  .  .  if  I  find  .  .  .  if  I  succeed  in  finding  .  .  . 
Oh  !  all  will  have  been  nothing  ! — 

Having  reached  thè  foot  of  thè  bridge,  he  turned  without 
hesitation  to  thè  left,  along  a  road  called  San  Marco’s  Street, 
as  it  seemed  to  him  this  must  lead  into  thè  heart  of  thè 
city.  As  he  went  along,  he  kept  constantly  on  thè  look-out, 
in  hopes  of  discovering  some  human  creature  ;  but  he  could 
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see  none,  except  a  disfigured  corpse  in  thè  little  ditch  which 
runs  between  thè  few  houses  (which  were  then  stili  fewer) 
and  thè  Street,  for  a  part  of  thè  way.  Having  passed  this 
part,  he  heard  some  cries  which  seemed  to  be  addressed  to 
him;  and  turning  his  eyes  upwards  in  thè  direction  whence 
thè  sound  carne,  he  perceived,  at  a  little  distance,  on  thè  bal- 
cony  of  an  isolated  dwelling,  a  poor  woman,  with  a  group 
of  chìldren  around  her,  who,  calling  to  him,  was  beckoning 
also  with  her  hand  to  entreat  him  to  approach.  He  ran 
towards  her  ;  and  when  he  carne  near,  ‘  O  young  man/  said 
thè  woman,  ‘  in  thè  name  of  thè  friends  you’ve  lost,  have  thè 
charity  to  go  and  teli  thè  commissary  that  we  are  here  for- 
gotten  !  They’ve  shut  us  up  in  thè  house  as  suspected  per- 
sons,  because  my  poor  husband  is  dead;  they’ve  nailed  up 
thè  door,  as  you  see;  and  since  yesterday  morning  nobody 
has  brought  us  anything  to  eat:  for  thè  many  hours  I’ve 
stood  here,  I  haven’t  been  able  to  find  a  single  Christian  who 
would  do  me  this  kindness:  and  these  poor  little  innocents 
are  dying  of  hunger  ! 9 

‘  Of  hunger  ! 9  exclaimed  Renzo  ;  and  putting  his  hands  into 
his  pocket,  ‘  See  here  !  ’  said  he,  drawing  out  thè  two  loaves  : 
‘  send  something  down  to  take  them.’ 

*  God  reward  you  for  it  !  wait  a  moment/  said  thè  woman  ; 
and  she  went  to  fetch  a  little  basket,  and  a  cord  by  which 
to  lower  it  for  thè  bread.  Renzo  at  this  moment  recollected 
thè  two  loaves  he  had  found  near  thè  Cross  on  his  first 
instance  into  Milan,  and  thought  to  himself  : — See  !  it’s  a  res- 
titution,  and  perhaps  better  than  if  I’d  found  thè  reai  owner  ; 
for  this  surely  is  a  deed  of  charity  ! — 

‘As  to  thè  commissary  you  mention,  my  good  woman/  said 
he  putting  thè  bread  into  thè  basket,  *  Fm  afraid  I  can’t  serve 
you  at  all  ;  for,  to  teli  you  thè  truth,  Fm  a  stranger,  and  have 
no  acquaintance  with  any  one  in  this  country.  However,  if 
I  meet  any  one  at  all  civil  and  human  to  speak  to,  FU  teli  him.’ 

The  woman  begged  he  would  do  so,  and  told  him  thè  name 
of  thè  Street,  by  which  he  might  describe  thè  situation. 

*  You,  too,  I  think/  resumed  Renzo,  ‘  can  do  me  a  Service, 
a  reai  kindness,  without  any  trouble.  A  family  of  high  rank, 
very  great  signors  here  in  Milan,  thè  family  of  *  *  *  ;  can 
you  teli  me  where  they  live  ?  ’ 
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‘I  know  very  well  there  is  such  a  family,’  replied  thè 
woman  :  '  but  where  it  is  I  haven’t  thè  least  idea.  If  you  g  , 
forward  into  thè  city,  in  this  direction,  you  11  find  somebo  y 
who  will  show  you  thè  way.  And  don  t  forget  to  teli  h 

about  usi’  .  ... 

«  Don’t  f ear  it,’  said  Renzo  ;  and  he  pursued  his  way. 

At  every  step  he  heard  increasing,  and  drawing  nearer,  a  , 
noise  which  he  had  already  begun  to  distinguisi!  as >  he  stood 
talking  with  thè  woman:  a  noise  of  wheels  and  horses,  wit 
a  tinkling  of  little  bells,  and  every  now  and  then  a  cracking 
of  whips,  and  loud  vociferations.  He  looked  before  him  bu 
saw  nothing.  Having  reached  thè  end  of  this  windmg  Street 
and  got  a  view  of  thè  square  of  San  Marco,  thè  objects  which 
first  met  his  eye  were  two  erect  beams  with  a  rope  and 
sundry  pulleys,  which  he  failed  not  immediately  to  recogmze 
(for  it  was  a  familiar  spectacle  in  those  days)  _as  thè  abom- 
inable  instrument  of  torture.  It  was  erected  in  that  place 
(and  not  only  there,  but  in  all  thè  squares  and  most  spacious 
streets,)  in  order  that  thè  deputies  of  every  quarter,  fur- 
nished  with  this  most  arbitrary  of  all  means,  might  ^  ab 
to  apply  it  immediately  to  any  one  whom  they  should  deem  , 
deserving  of  punishment,  whether  it  were  sequestrated  per- 
sons  who  left  their  houses,  or  officers  rebelling  against  or- 
ders,  and  whatever  else  it  might  be  :  it  was  one  of  those  , 
extravagant  and  inefficacious  remedies,  of  which,  m  those  ; 
days,  and  at  that  particular  period  especially,  they  were  so  , 

extremely  prodigai.  . 

While  Renzo  was  contemplating  this  machine,  wondering 
why  it  was  erected  in  that  place,  and  listening  to  thè  closely 
approaching  sound,  behold,  he  saw  appearing  from  e  m 
thè  corner  of  thè  church  a  man  nnging  a  little  bell,  it  was 
an  apparitore;  and  behind  him  two  horses,  ^ich,  stretching 
their  necks  and  pawing  with  their  hoofs,  could  with  difficulty 
make  their  way;  and  drawn  by  these  a  cart  full  of  de^& 
bodies,  and  after  that  another,  and  then  another,  and  an-; 
other  •  and  on  each  hand  monatti  walking  by  thè  side  of  thè 
horses,  hastening  them  on  with  whips,  blows,  and  curses. 
These  corpses  were  for  thè  most  part  naked,  while  some 
.  were  miserably  enveloped  in  tattered  sheets,  and  were  heaped 
up  and  twined  together,  almost  like  a  nest  of  snakes  slowly 
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unfolding  themselves  to  thè  warmth  of  a  mild  spring  day  •  so 
that  at  every  tnfling  obstacle,  at  every  jolt,  these  fall  groùps 

heads  dandirVdnnng  ffn!ng  Ìnt°  h°rrible 

tonSfr  women  s  long  tresses  dishevelled,  arms 
torn  off  and  striking  against  thè  wheels,  exhibiting  to  thè 
already  horror-stricken  view  how  such  a  spectacle  mav  be- 
eome  stili  more  wretched  and  disgraceful.  y 

+i,  •!.  y°^th  had  Paused  at  thè  corner  of  thè  souare  bv 

wh i I e' d f n° f t h  ' 6  raÌIÌng  °f  the  canaI’  and  was  Praying,  mean- 
across  his  mind“5°T  A  horrìble  thought  flashed 

theml  h  ni,  TÓ  thfe’  amongst  these,.  beneath 

of  hi-  ‘  '  °  L  d  “  n0t  bC  trUe!  help  me  not  t0  tWnk 

croTssLfTprl!  pr°Cessi?n  b?vinff  disappeared,  he  moved  on, 
cirt»  Al  6  square’  ?nd  taking  the  Street  along  the  left-hand 
de  of  thè  canal,  without  other  reason  for  his  choice  than 
becauSe  >the  p rocession  had  taken  the  opposite  direction 

the  cana!nghea  Ì"  fPf  betwefa  the  si'Je  of  the  church  and 
Sossed  ff  an  ,saw  t°fthe.nght  thè  bridge  Marcellino;  he 

of  thè  Borto  N7  TqU.C  paSSage  arrived  in  the  street 
ot  thè  Borgo  Nuovo.  Casting  his  eyes  forwarrl  nn 

Constant  look-on,  fot  som,  S,  «k  JrS 

A,”’  m  ,SaW-  Ì  the  °ther  end  of  the  street  a  priest  clothed  in 
a  doublet,  with  a  small  stick  in  his  hand,  standing  near  a  half 
open  door,  with  his  head  ben,,  and  hh  ear  a,  fhe  ,p,rtur^ 
and  very  soon  afterwards  he  saw  him  raise  his  hand  o  n  ’ 
nounce  a  blessing.  He  guessed,-what  in  fact  waS  the  /ase' 

himself  iThis^f  C°nfessi.nS  some  °ne;  and  said  to 

f  a-  *  ,  1S  !s  my  man-  a  priest,  in  thè  exercise  of  his 

functions  hasnt  a  little  charity,  a  little  good-nature  and 

jnnthS’  1  Can  °nA  Say  there  is  none  left  in  thè  world  — 
vanrJfl  “““ì  A”  6’  the  priest’  leaving  the  door-way  ad- 

SddL  ofThe  roaHenw^WalkÌng  WÌtH  mUch  Caution  ^  ‘he 
ddle  of  the  road.  When  he  was  within  four  or  five  oaces 

^  «,k  to7m'T,ko 0 ■ his  hai  ”d  •>»* 

understand  that  tu*  3t  tbe  Same  tlme>  so  as  to  let  him  i 

““  paÓsed  wT,h  S  TottT 

£“enLhì”'“k- *  ”™^odte‘\^T„' 

serve,  as  it  were,  for  a  kmd  of  bulwark.  Renzo  propeseci 
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his  inquiries,  wliich  thè  good  priest  readily  satisfied,  not  only 
telling  him  thè  name  of  thè  Street  where  thè  house  was  sit¬ 
uateci,  but  giving  him  also,  as  he  saw  thè  poor  fellow  had 
need  of  it,  a  little  direction  as  to  his  way;  pointing  out  to 
him,  i.  e.  by  thè  help  of  right  and  left  hands,  crosses  and 
churches,  those.  other  six  or  eight  streets  he  had  yet  to 
traverse  before  reaching  thè  one  he  was  inquiring  after. 

'  God  keep  you  in  good  health,  both  in  these  days  and 
always  !  ’  said  Renzo  :  and  as  thè  priest  prepared  to  go  away, 
‘  Another  favour,’  added  he;  and  he  told  him  of  thè  poor  for- 
gotten  woman.  The  worthy  priest  thanked  him  for  having 
given  him  this  opportunity  of  conveying  assistance  where  it 
was  so  much  needed;  and  saying  that  he  would  go  and  inform 
thè  proper  authorities,  took  his  departure. 

Renzo,  making  a  bow,  also  pursued  his  way,  and  tried,  as 
he  went  along,  to  recapitiate  thè  instructions  he  had  re- 
ceived,  that  he  might  be  obliged  as  seldom  as  possible  to  ask 
further  directions.  But  it  cannot  be  imagined  how  difficult 
he  f  ound  thè  task  ;  not  so  much  on  account  of  thè  perplexity 
of  thè  thing,  as  from  a  fresh  uneasiness  which  had  arisen 
in  his  mind.  That  name  of  thè  Street,  that  tracing  of  thè 
road,  had  almost  upset  him.  It  was  thè  information  he  had 
desired  and  requested,  without  which  he  could  do  nothing; 
nor  had  anything  been  said  to  him,  together  with  it,  which 
could  suggest  a  presage,  not  to  say  a  suspicion,  of  misfor- 
tune.  Yet  how  was  it?  The  rather  more  distinct  idea  of  an 
approaching  termination  to  his  doubts,  when  he  might  hear 
either,  ‘  She  is  living  or,  on  thè  other  hand,  ‘  She  is  dead 
that  idea  had  come  before  him  with  so  much  force,  that  at 
that  moment  he  would  rather  have  been  in  ignorance  about 
every thing,  and  have  been  at  thè  beginning  of  that  journey 
of  which  he  now  found  himself  so  near  thè  end.  He  gathered 
up  his  courage,  however  : — Ah  ! — said  he  to  himself, — if  we 
begin  now  to  play  thè  child,  how  will  things  go  on  ? — Thus 
re-emboldened  as  best  might  be,  he  pursued  his  way,  ad- 
vancing  further  into  thè  city. 

What  a  city  ?  and  who  found  time  in  those  days  to  recollect 
what  it  had  been  thè  year  before,  by  reason  of  thè  famine  ! 

Renzo  happened  to  have  to  pass  through  one  of  its  most 
unsightly  and  desolated  quarters;  that  junction  of  streets 
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known  by  thè  name  of  thè  Carrobio  of  thè  Porta  Nuova. 
(Here,  at  that  time,  was  a  cross  at  thè  head  of  thè  Street, 
and  opposite  to  it,  by  thè  side  of  thè  present  site  of  San 
Francesco  di  Paola,  an  ancient  church,  hearing  thè  name  of 
San  Anastasia.)  Such  had  been  thè  virulence  of  thè  con- 
tagion,  and  thè  infection  of  thè  scattered  corpses  in  this 
neighbourhood,  that  thè  few  survivors  had  been  obliged  to 
remove;  so  that  while  thè  passer-by  was  stunned  with  such 
a  spectacle  of  solitude  and  desertion,  more  than  one  sense 
was  only  too  grievously  incommoded  and  offended  by  thè 
tokens  and  relics  of  recent  habitation.  Renzo  quickened  his 
steps,  consoling  himself  with  thè  thought  that  thè  end  of  his 
search  could  not  yet  be  at  hand,  and  hoping  that  before  he 
arrived  at  it,  he  would  find  thè  scene,  at  least  in  part, 
changed;  and,  in  fact,  a  little  further  on,  he  carne  out  into  a 
part  which  might  stili  be  called  thè  city  of  thè  living— -but 
what  a  city,  and  what  living  !  All  thè  doorways  into  thè 
streets  kept  shut  from  either  suspicion  or  alarm,  except  those 
which  were  left  open  because  deserted  or  invaded;  others 
nailed  up  and  sealed  outside,  on  account  of  thè  sick,  or  dead, 
who  lay  within  ;  others  marked  with  a  cross  drawn  with  coal, 
as  an  intimation  to  thè  monatti  that  there  were  dead  to  be 
earried  away  :  all  more  a  matter  of  chance  than  otherwise, 
according  as  there  happened  to  be  here,  rather  than  there,  a 
commissary  of  health,  or  other  officer,  who  was  inclined 
either  to  execute  thè  regulations,  or  to  exercise  violence  and 
oppression.  Everywhere  were  rags  and  corrupted  bandages, 
infected  straw,  or  clothes,  or  sheets,  thrown  from  thè  Win¬ 
dows;  sometimes  bodies,  which  had  suddenly  f alien  dead  in 
thè  streets,  and  were  left  there  till  a  cart  happened  to  pass 
by  and  pick  them  up,  or  shaken  from  off  thè  carts  themselves, 
or  even  thrown  from  thè  Windows.  To  such  a  degree  had 
thè  obstinacy  and  virulence  of  thè  contagion  brutalized  men’s 
minds  and  divested  them  of  all  compassionate  care,  of  every 
feeling  of  social  respect  !  The  stir  of  business,  thè  clatter 
of  carriages,  thè  cries  of  sellers,  thè  talking  of  passengers, 
all  were  everywhere  hushed;  and  seldom  was  thè  death-like 
stillness  broken  but  by  thè  rumbling  of  funeral  cars,  thè 
lamentations  of  beggars,  thè  gro'ans  of  thè  sick,  thè  shouts 
of  thè  frantic,  or  thè  vociferations  of  thè  monatti .  At  day- 
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ìlZ\lVÌdday’  eveninS>  0ne  of  thè  bells  of  thè  cathedral 
reA  th,\-Sral  f°r  reCÌtinS  certain  prayers  proposed  bv 
,  Archbishop;  its  tones  were  responded  to  by  thè  bells  of 

»'.h,  :;„d„wf,e„Si  “d  !hen  perso“ misht  ■>' 

to  me  Windows  to  pray  m  common;  and  a  murmur  of  stohs 

thedsImCetmightbtf  Heard  Whkh  insPired  sadness,  mingled’at 
thè  same  time  with  some  feeling  of  comfort  g 

„a;W°;thLrds’  Perhaps,  of  thè  inhabitants  being  by  this  time 
carned  off,  a  great  part  of  thè  remainder  having  departed 

out  ’beinsr^ ^fU1S  home’  and  the  concourse  from  with- 

out  bemg  reduced  almost  to  nothing,  perhaps  not  one  indi- 

whh  ma,a°ion  -feW  Wh°  StìU  Went  about>  would  be  met 
wih.m  a  on£  clrcuit>  in  whom  something  stranie  and 
sufficient  m  itself  to  infer  a  fatai  change  in^ircumSnces 
was  not  apparent.  Men  of  the  highest  rank  might  be  seen 

Tnv^P  H  ^  ?r  ,doak’  at  that  time  a  most  essenfial  part  of 
nJ  gentleman  s ;  dress  ;  priests  without  cassocks,  friars  with- 
out  cowls;  in  short,  all  kinds  of  dress  were  dispensed  with 
which  could  contract  anythmg  in  fluttering  about,  or  give 
(which  was  more  feared  than  all  the  rest)  facili ties  to  thè 
poisoners.  And  besides  this  carefulness  to  go  about  as 
trus^ed  up  and  confined  as  possible,  their  persons  lere 
neglected  and  disorderly;  the  beards  of  such  as  were  accus- 
tomed  to  wear  them  grown  much  longer,  and  suffered  to 

SiTton  ^I1030  Wh^  had  formerly  kePt  them  shaven;  their 
hair  too,  long  and  undressed,  not  only  from  the  neglect 

w  ìch  usually  attends  prolonged  depression,  but  because  sus- 
picion  had  been  attached  to  barbers  ever  since  one  of  them 
Giangiacomo  Mora,  had  been  taken  and  condemned  as  à 
famous  poisoner;  a  name  which,  for  a  long  while  afterwards 
preserved  throughout  the  duchy  a  pre-eminent  ceiebrity  in 
mfamy,  and  deserved  a  far  more  extensive  and  lasting^ne 
ncommiseration.  The  greater  number  carried  in  one^and 
a  stick,  some  even  a  pistol,  as  a  threatening  warning  to  anv 
one  who  should  attempi  to  approach  them  ftealthily®  and  in 
thè  other  perfumed  pastils,  or  little  balls  of  metal  or  wood 

S°whthai!Ì  6  6d  r^!1  fp0ngeS  steePed  in  aromatic  vin- 
gar,  which  they  applied  from  time  to  time,  as  they  went 

along  to  their  noses,  or  held  there  continually.  Some  carried 
a  small  vial  hung  round  their  neck,  containing  a  little  quick- 
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silver,  persuaded  that  this  possessed  thè  virtue  of  absorbing 
and  arresting  every  pestilenti  effluvia;  this  they  were  very 
careful  to  renew  from  time  to  time.  Gentlemen  not  only 
traversed  thè  streets  without  their  usuai  attendants,  but  even 
went  about  with  a  basket  on  their  arms,  providmg  thè  com¬ 
mon  necessaries  of  lite.  Even  friends,  when  they  met  in  thè 
streets  alive,  saluted  each  other  at  a  distance,  with ^silent 
and  hasty  signs.  Every  one,  as  he  walked  along  had 
enough  to  do  to  avoid  thè  filthy  and  deadly  stumblmg-blocks 
with  which  thè  ground  was  strewn,  and  m  some  places  even 
encumbered.  Every  one  tried  to  keep  thè  middle  of  thè  road 
for  fear  of  some  other  obstacle,  some  other  more  fatai 
weight,  which  might  fall  from  thè  Windows;  for  fear  of 
venomous  powders,  which  it  was  affirmed  were  oftentlirown 
down  thence  upon  thè  passengers;  for  fear,  too,  of  thè  wall 
which  might,  perchance,  be  anointed..  Thus  ignorance,  un- 
seasonably  secure,  or  preposterously  circumspect,  now  added 
trouble  to  trouble,  and  inclted  false  terrors  in  compensatimi 
for  thè  reasonable  and  salutary  ones  which  it  had  withstood 

^  Such^were1  thè  less  disfigured  and  pitiable  spectacles  which 
were  everywhere  present;  thè  sight  of  thè  whole,  thè 
wealthy  :  for  after  so  many  pictures  of  misery,  and  remem- 
hering^that  stili  more  painful  one  which  it  remams  for  us  *° 
descrfbe,  we  will  not  now  stop  to  teli  what  was  theconditon 
of  thè  sick  who  dragged  themselves  along,  or  lay  m  thè 
streets — beggars,  women,  children.  It  was  sue 
spectator  could  find  a  desperate  consolation  as  it  were  n 
what  appears  at  first  sight,  to  those  who  are  farremoved  in 
place  and  time,  thè  climax  of  misery  ;  thè  thought,  I  mean, 
?he  Constant  observation,  that  thè  survivors  were  reduced 

to  so  sniall  a  number.  4  ^  u 

Renzo  had  already  gone  some  distance  on  his  way  throngh 
thè  midst  of  this  desolation,  when  he  heard  proceeding  from 
a  Street  a  few  yards  off,  into  which  he  had  been  directed  to 
tura,  a  confused  noise,  in  which  he  readily  distinguished  thè 

US  At  the^ntrance'of  the  Street,  which  was  one  of  thè  most 
soacious  he  perceived  four  carts  standing  in  thè  middle  ;  and 
there  is  a  Constant  hurrymg  to  and  fro 
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of  Peop.«,  -  »  -tXS  SC 

ss  "rVrcSts  i”v"  %£ 

upon  one  or  other  of  thè  ca  ,  another  still  more 

without  that  distmction .  colours,  which  these 

odious,  plumes  an  c  midst  of  thè  generai  mourn- 

miserable  wretches  w0  festival  From  time  to  time  thè 
ing,  as  if  in  honour  °f/fr01J  0nè  of  thè  Windows:  ‘Here 
mournful  cry  resounde  wretched  sound,  a  harsh 

inatti!’  in  reply: 

voice  rose  from  this  h  iamentations  nearer  at  hand, 

directly  !  ’  Or  else  t  ere*  he  monatti  responded 

or  entreaties  to  make  haste,  to  wn 

with  oaths.  T,.„./0  ouickened  his  steps,  try- 

Having  entered  thè  st^  ’  f  |her  than  was  necessary 
ing  not  to  look  at  these ^obstacles  i  ^  arrested  by  a 

to  avoid  them  ;  his  at  en  1  »  as  inclines  to  thè  con- 

remarkable  object  o  1 ? ty,  s^tPheycame  to  a  pause  almost 
templation  of  its  objecl t  s ,o  x 

without  determimng  to  do  ^  ^  of  ^  door-ways,  and 

Corning  down  thè  steps  beheld  a  woman,  whose 

advancing  towards  1  ,e  emaining,  though  somewhat  ad- 

appearance  announced  stdl-rem^  but  not  destroyed 

vanced  youthf ulness ,  a  veli  q{  much  suffenng,  and  a 

beauty,  was  stili .  aPPa!f”J?  at  the  same  time,  majestic, 

fatai  languor— that  del  ’  th  Lombard  blood.  Her 

beauty,  which  is  conspicuous  m  t  ^  feU  {rom  her 

gait  was  weary,  but  not  tottei r  i ^  ghed  many;  th?re 

eyes,  though  they  bof,  w  mof ound  in  her  sorrow,  which 
was  something  Peac®fu  dP  and  sensitive  enough  to  feel 
indicated  a  mind  fully  conscioma  ance  which,  m  the 

it  But  it  was  not  only  h  Vi P  g0  espeaally  as  an 

midst  of  so  much  ♦n‘sery>  marked  h  ^  behalf  a  feeling 

object  of  commiseration,  and .rem  hearts.  she  carned 

now  exhausted— extinguis  ,  ears  old,  now  a  lifeless 

in  her  arms  a  little  chi  d,  a  with  her  hair  parted  on 

“  SS h“aSd.rd !  NcrS  sh.  .ymS 
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£r»a  »***  *** 

inantitS',,?  ^  “-Me 

fouldea  withCaSl «L'.  H.r“,ed  a"P°n  h" 

ter  mother,  for  even  if  their  likeneée^t  l^an  t!lat  °f  sleep; 

ss  ss  r 

Baili,  d™Mg 'b“k  v’ef  ’^Son' 

shows  neither  scoro  nor  dier/  ^  W3t^  air  one  who 

her  fa»  me  j,.,”™ ”°tr ?“faa»a,  'No!  <!„,*  lats 

So  saying,  she  opened  heYhand  diS*  d  °n  thlS  Cart:  here-’ 
held  in  it,  and  dropped  it  into’thL?  ?UrSe  which  she 

tended  towards  henShe  then  en,Y-  wh*ch,the  ex- 

to  take  a  thread  from  around  ,  ”tmued:  Promise  me  not 
attempt  to  do  so,  and  to  lay  herYn  tiY  t0  ^  any  one  e^ss 
The  monatto  laid  hisriXpl,  the  ground  thus.’ 
zealously,  and  almost  obsequiously  °rathS  hxalt;  and  then 
feeling  by  which  he  was  as  it  were  ,from  the  new 

of  the  unlooked  for  reward  haste’  ^  fUec’  tJlan  011  account 
on  the  car  for  the  ?  make  3  IittIe  ™om 

thè  forehead,  laid  it  on  the  snnt  h  ,ady>  Smn8'  !t  a  kiss  on 
bed,  arranged  it  there  coverin  f ^  f°r  k’  as  «P<>n  a 
cloth,  and  pronounced  thè  r,ar+"g  Wjh  a  pUre  white  ^eri 
rest  in  peace!  7**'*™*.  Cecilia! 

together  for  ever.  In  thè  meaiTwH?0’  W1  i°m  you’  to  rest 
pray  for  you  and  the  othe^  TbJ  Y  ^  f°r  US;  for  1  wil1 
‘  You/said  she,  ‘  when  you  0ass  tìt  ’  tUnVnet0  the 
come  to  fetch  me  too,  and  not  me onTyT  “  6VenÌng’  may 

appeared  af’the^ndow^ hold^Yi^her "a"1’  ^  instant’ 

dearly-loved  one,  stili  Iiving,  bSt  with  a?othef  more 

on  ìts  countenance.  She  remained  tn  !  marks  of  death 
unworthy  obsequies  of  thè  first  child  ^  theSe  so 

S^enSneS  Jorherto dotut  tof  *“  ^fPP^^And 

ono  ,h„  was  loft  her,  an«j  t0  ^  S™  ,fbe“ 
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thCy  Thghsteme  fauftogLheVwithXbutSm  eSoldeHn 
2°i&  -Te’r  th!  scyfhe  which  levels  alike  all  thè  herbage 

0f‘OhfiLord'’  exclaimed  Renzo,  ‘hear  herltake  h<*  to 
Thyself,  her  and  that  little  infant  one:  they  have  suffere 

C11RlcoveSreT1frometìie^r  singufa^  emotions,  and  while  trymg 

„i„  whethe,  he  *as  to  and  „  àfferent  SM„d 

to  thè  "Sht  °LlefÌ  getter  a  confused  sound  of  impenous 
SEteeble  lamentations,  prolonged  groans,  sobs  of  women, 

and  children’s  rnoans.  «  t  t.v  ^uzt  one  sad  and 

He  went  forward,  thè  two 

gloomy  foreboding  Ha  g  d  m1fltitude  advancing 

streets  crossed,  he  beheld  a  contu  ^  ^  passed.  It 

tra^fo/sVon  their  way  to  tke 

ing  with  impotent  ìmprec  ,i,irtino-  them-  others  who 

of  thè  monatti  who  were  conductmg  \  with- 

walked  on  in  silence,  wAout  a^^pparen^  infants  ciinging 

out  liope,  like  msensible  g,  ^  mandates, 

to  their  bosoms;  children  ^^VonfuS  idea  of  death, 

and  thè  crowd,  more  than  y  mother  and  her  trusted 
with  loud  cries  ^min  mg  t  m .  ht  remain  at  their  well- 
embrace,  and  imploring  that  y  whom  they  sup- 

known  homes.  Alas .  perh  P  .  j  d  there  thrown 

posed  they  had  left  asleep  upon  l  er  ^  had  disease, 

herself  ^eles^nM  “/^Tza/etto^or  thè 

grave,  i^percha^the icart  !houl*fa^™i^ 

haps-oh  misfortune  deservmg  of  s rii  «e  b 

longer  any  wish  but  to  rlief1”.^ie,t'  er  some  examples  of 
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even  boys  and  little  gl?i  escor  L  1  ^  aduks  01lly- 
and  sisters,  and,  with  manly  seZe  aVÌT  y°U!lger  brothers 
them  to  obedience,  and  asJurinl  ^  ^  C®mpa;SSIOn.  exhorting 
to  a  place  where  others  would  fake^are^f  S**  WCre  goinS 
restore  them  to  health.  k  of  them  and  try  to 

exdted'byThtse t ecracLashriara dlff"10^011'! - °f  tenderness 
more  closely  upon  our  tràveller  and’  h lt,,S0.ll.cltu.de  Pressed 
suspense.  The  house  must  be  Zar  m  t  i  "Ì  m  painful 
whether  among  these  people  Rut  ti  ’  anc!  who  knew 
passed  by,  and  this  doubt  beili»  r  ‘  ,  °\°Wd  havin£  all 
monatto  who  was  walkin»  behind ? Jtd\  hf  turned  to  a 
Street  and  dwelling  0f  Don  Ferrante  "  <  for  *• 

clown,  was  thè  reply  he  received  p  ItS  gone  to  smash, 
swer  again;  but  perceivintr  a  w*  ,?  "?°  cared  n°t  to  an- 
who  brought  up  thè  convoy  a„d  had  a  £?,tant*  a  commissary 
hke  countenance,  he  repeamd  to  hfm  thl  mOTe  C,,ristia«- 
commissary,  pointing  with  a  stick  n  * ?  ,same.tóqmry-  The 

!"  t0 

thè  youth  bent 

among  others  more  humble  and  nn  d  u,!8'u,shed  the  house 
thè  closed  door,  placed  his  hand  he  aPproached 

there  in  suspense,  as  in  an  urn  before  d  nocker’  and  held  it 
upon  which  depends  life  or  déath  lt  lT^,?1'1  the  ticket 
hammer,  and  gave  a  resolute  knock  A  g  l  16  raised  the 

woman  ™ppeared°  a^  bt°to  peejf 'out'^ook'^^^^  °pened>a»d  a 
with  a  suspicious  countenanre  ’  ^  ?ng  towards  thè  door 

comS,s"5?p0S„e,“”? 

signora/  said  "Ren™  1,^1  •  poisoneis?  devils? — 
tremulous  tone,  ‘  is  there  ’a  voun»8'  Up'vard?>  in  a  somewhat 
of  the  name  of  Lucia  ^  8  C°Untry  girI  here  a*  Service, 

preparing  toAuTthe'Sow  “Way'’  ““*ered  tllf-  woman, 
WkSVTT'  f”  She'a  „„  ,„„ger  here? 
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"At  thè  Lazzaretto  ; 9  and  she  was  again  about  to  dose  thè 
window. 

f  But  one  moment,  for  Heaven’s  sake!  With  thè 
pestilence? 9 

‘  To  be  sure.  Something  new,  eh  ?  Get  you  gone/ 

*  Oh  stay  !  Was  she  very  ili?  How  long  is  it?  .  .  / 

But  this  time  thè  wìndow  was  dosed  in  reality. 

'Oh  Signora!  Signora  !  one  word,  for  charity  !  for  thè 
sake  of  your  poor  dead!  I  don’t  ask  you  for  anything  of 
yours  :  alas  !  oh  ! 9  But  he  might  as  well  have  talked  to  thè 
Wall. 

Afflicted  by  this  intelligence,  and  vexed  with  thè  treatment 
he  had  received,  Renzo  again  seized  thè  knocker,  and  stand¬ 
ing  dose  to  thè  door,  kept  squeezing  and  twisting  it  in  his 
hand,  then  lifted  it  to  knock  again,  in  a  kind  of  despair,  and 
paused,  in  act  to  strike.  In  this  agìtation  of  feeling,  he 
turned  to  see  if  his  eye  could  catch  any  person  near  at  hand, 
from  whom  he  might,  perhaps,  receive  some  more  sober 
information,  some  direction,  some  light.  But  thè  first,  thè 
only  person  he  discovered  was  another  woman,  distant,  per¬ 
haps,  about  twenty  yards;  who,  with  a  look  full  of  terror, 
hatred,  impatience,  and  malice,  with  a  certain  wild  expres- 
sion  of  eye  which  betrayed  an  attempi  to  look  at  him  and 
something  else  at  a  distance  at  thè  same  time,  with  a  mouth 
opened  as  if  on  thè  point  of  shouting  as  loud  as  she  could; 
but  holding  even  her  breath,  raising  two  thin,  bony  arms,  and 
extending  and  drawing  back  two  wrinkled  and  clenched 
hands,  as  if  reaching  to  herself  something,  gave  evident 
signs  of  wishing  to  cali  people  without  letting  somebody 
perceive  it.  On  their  eyes  encountering  each  other,  she, 
looking  stili  more  hideous,  started  like  one  taken  by  surprise. 

‘  What  thè - ?’  began  Renzo,  raising  his  fist  towards 

thè  woman  ;  but  she,  having  lost  all  hope  of  being  able  to 
have  him  unexpectedly  seized,  gave  utterance  to  thè  cry  she 
had  hitherto  restrained:  f  The  poisoner  !  seize  him!  seize 
him  !  seize  him  !  thè  poisoner  !  * 

Who  ?  I  !  ah,  you  lying  old  witch  !  hold  your  tongue 
there  !  *  cried  Renzo;  and  he  sprang  towards  her  to  frighten 
her  and  make  her  be  sileni.  He  perceived,  however,  at  this 
moment,  that  he  must  rather  look  after  himself.  At  thè 
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screams  of  thè  woman  people  flocked  from  both  sides;  not 
thè  crowds,  indeed,  which,  in  a  similar  case,  would  have 
collected  three  months  before;  but  stili  more  than  enough 
to  crush  a  single  individuai.  At  this  very  instant,  thè  wìn- 
dow  was  again  thrown  open,  and  thè  same  woman  who  had 
shown  herself  so  uncourteous  just  before,  displayed  herself 
this  time  in  full,  and  cried  out,  f  Take  him,  take  him  ;  for  he 
must  be  one  of  those  wicked  wretches  who  go  about  to  anoint 
thè  doors  of  gentlefolks/ 

Renzo  determined  in  an  instant  that  it  would  be  a  better 
course  to  make  his  escape  from  them,  than  stay  to  clear 
himself  ;  he  cast  an  eye  on  each  side  to  see  where  were  thè 
fewest  people;  and  in  that  direction  took  to  his  legs.  He 
repulsed,  with  a  tremendous  push,  one  who  attempted  to  stop 
his  passage;  with  another  blow  on  thè  chest  he  forced  a 
second  to  retreat  eight  or  ten  yards,  who  was  running  to 
meet  him;  and  away  he  went  at  full  speed,  with  his  tightly 
clenched  fist  uplifted  in  thè  air,  in  preparation  for  whom- 
soever  should  come  in  his  way.  The  Street  was  clear  before 
him  ;  but  behind  his  back  he  heard  resounding  more  and  more 
loudly  thè  savage  cry  :  ‘Seize  him  !  seize  him  !  a  poisoner  ! 9 
he  heard,  drawing  nearer  and  nearer,  thè  footsteps  of  thè 
swiftest  among  his  pursuers.  His  anger  became  fury,  his 
anguish  was  changed  into  desperation  ;  a  cloud  seemed 
gathering  over  his  eyes;  he  seized  hold  of  his  poniard,  un- 
sheathed  it,  stopped,  drew  himself  up,  turned  round  a  more 
fierce  and  savage  face  than  he  had  ever  put  on  in  his  whole 
life;  and,  brandishing  in  thè  air,  with  outstretched  arm,  thè 
glittering  biade,  exclaimed,  ‘Let  him  who  dares  come  for- 
ward,  you  rascals  !  and  FU  anoint  him  with  this,  in  earnest/ 

But,  with  astonishment  and  a  confused  feeling  of  relief, 
he  perceived  that  his  persecutors  had  already  stopped  at  some 
distance,  as  if  in  hesitation,  and  that  while  they  continued 
shouting  after  him,  they  were  beckoning  with  uplifted  hands, 
like  people  possessed  and  terrified  out  of  their  senses,  to 
others  at  some  distance  beyond  him.  He  again  turned  round, 
and  beheld  before  him,  and  a  very  little  way  off,  (for  his  ex- 
treme  perturbation  had  prevented  his  observing  it  a  moment 
before,)  a  cart  advancing,  indeed  a  file  of  thè  usuai  funeral 
carts  with  their  usuai  accompaniments  ;  and  beyond  them 
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another  striali  band  of  people,  who  w ere  ready,  on  their  part, 
to  fall  upon  thè  poisoner,  and  take  him  in  thè  midst  ;  these, 
however,  were  also  restrained  by  thè  same  impediment. 
Finding  himself  thus  between  two  fires,  it  occurred  to  him 
that  what  was  to  them  a  cause  of  terror  might  be  for  himself 
a  means  of  safety  ;  he  thought  that  this  was  not  a  time  for 
squeamish  scruples  ;  so  again  sheathing  his  poniard,  he  drew 
a  little  on  one  side,  rèsumed  his  way  towards  thè  carts,  and 
passing  by  thè  first,  remarked  in  thè  second  a  tolerably 
empty  space.  He  took  aim,  sprang  up  and  lit  with  his  right 
foot  in  thè  cart,  his  left  in  thè  air,  and  his  arms  stretched 
forward. 

*  Bravo  !  bravo  ! 9  exclaimed  thè  monatti  with  one  voice, 
some  of  whom  were  following  thè  convoy  on  foot,  others 
were  seated  on  thè  carts;  and  others,  to  teli  thè  horrible 
fact  as  it  really  was,  on  thè  dead  bodies,  quaffing  from  a  large 
flask  which  was  going  thè  round  of  thè  party.  ‘  Bravo  !  a 
capitai  hit  ! 9 

‘  You’ve  come  to  put  yourself  under  thè  protection  of  thè 
monatti:  you  may  reckon  yourself  as  safe  as  in  church/  said 
one  of  thè  two  who  were  seated  on  thè  cart  upon  which  he 
had  thrown  himself. 

The  greater  part  of  his  enemies  had,  on  thè  approach  of 
thè  train,  turned  their  backs  upon  him  and  fled,  crying  at  thè 
same  time,  *  Seize  him  !  seize  him  !  a  poisoner  ! ?  Some  few 
of  them,  however,  retired  more  deliberately,  stopping  every 
now  and  then,  and  turning  with  a  hideous  grin  of  rage  and 
threatening  gestures  towards  Renzo;  who  replied  to  them 
from  thè  cart  by  shaking  his  fist  at  them, 

4  Leave  it  to  me/  said  a  monatto ;  and  tearing  a  filthy  rag 
from  one  of  thè  bodies,  he  hastily  tied  it  in  a  knot,  and  taking 
it  by  one  of  its  ears,  raised  it  like  a  sling  towards  these  obsti- 
nate  fellows,  and  pretended  to  buri  it  at  them,  crying,  *  Here, 
you  rascals  ! 9  At  this  action  they  all  fled  in  horror  ;  and 
Renzo  saw  nothing  but  thè  backs  of  his  enemies  and  heels 
which  bounded  rapidly  through  thè  air,  like  thè  hammers  in 
a  clothieFs  mill. 

A  howl  of  triumph  arose  among  thè  monatti ,  a  stormy 
burst  of  laughter,  a  prolonged  ‘  Eh  !  '  as  an  accompaniment, 
so  to  say,  to  this  fugue. 
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‘Aha!  look  if  we  donT  know  how  to  protect  honest  feL 
lows  !  ’  said  thè  same  monatto  to  Renzo:  *  one  of  us  is  worth 
more  than  a  hundred  of  those  cowards  ! , 

c  Certainly,  I  may  say  I  owe  you  my  li  fé/  replied  he;  ‘  and 
I  thank  you  with  all  my  heart/ 

6  Not  a  word,  not  a  word/  answered  thè  monatto:  ‘you 
deserve  it;  one  can  see  you’re  a  brave  young  fellow.  You  do 
right  to  poison  these  rascals  ;  anoint  away,  extirpate  all  those 
who  are  good  for  nothing,  except  when  they’re  dead;  for  in 
reward  for  thè  life  we  lead,  they  only  curse  us,  and  keep 
saying  that  when  thè  pestilence  is  over,  they’ll  have  us  all 
hanged.  They  must  be  finished  before  thè  pestilence;  thè 
monatti  only  must  be  left  to  chant  victory  and  revel  in 
Milan/ 

‘  Long  live  thè  pestilence,  and  deàth  to  thè  rabbie  ! J  ex- 
claimed  thè  other;  and  with  this  beautiful  toast  he  put  thè 
fìask  to  his  mouth,  and  holding  it  with  both  his  hands  amidst 
thè  joltings  of  thè  cart,  took  a  long  draught,  and  then  handed 
it  to  Renzo,  saying,  ‘  Drink  to  our  health/ 

‘  I  wish  it  you  all,  with  my  whole  heart/  said  Renzo,  ‘  but 
Tm  not  thirsty  :  I  don’t  feel  any  inclination  to  drink  just  now/ 
‘YouVe  had  a  fine  fright,  it  seems/  said  thè  monatto . 

‘  You  look  like  a  harmless  creature  enough  ;  you  should  have 
another  face  than  that  to  be  a  poisoner/ 

‘  Let  everybody  do  as  he  can/  said  thè  other. 

‘  Here,  give  it  me/  said  one  of  those  on  foot  at  thè  side 
of  thè  car,  ‘  for  I,  too,  want  to  drink  another  cup  to  thè  health 
of  his  honour,  who  finds  himself  in  such  capitai  company 
:  .  .  there,  there,  just  there,  among  that  elegant  carriage- 
full/ 

And  with  one  of  his  hideous  and  cursed  grins  he  pointed 
to  thè  cart  in  front  of  that  upon  which  our  poor  Renzo  was 
seated.  Then,  composing  his  face  to  an  expression  of 
seriousness  stili  more  wicked  and  revolting,  he  made  a  bow 
in  that  direction,  and  resumed  :  ‘  May  it  please  you,  my  lord, 
to  let  a  poor  wretch  of  a  monatto  taste  a  little  of  this  wine 
from  your  celiar?  Mind  you,  sir:  our  way  of  life  is  only 
so  so  :  we  have  taken  you  into  our  carriage  to  give  you  a  ride 
into  thè  country  ;  and  then  it  takes  very  little  wine  to  do  harm 
to  your  lordships  :  thè  poor  monatti  have  good  stomachs.’ 
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And  amidst  thè  loud  laughs  of  his  companions,  he  took 
thè  flask,  and  Iifted  it  up,  but,  before  drinking,  turned  to 
Renzo,  and  fixed  his  eyes  on  his  face,  and  said  to  him,  with  a 
certam  air  of  scornful  compassioni  ‘The  devii,  with  whotn 
you  have  made  agreement,  must  be  very  young;  for  if  we 
hadn  t  been  by  to  rescue  you,  he’d  have  given  you  mighty 
assistane*'  And  amidst  a  fresh  outburst  of  laughter  he 
applied  thè  flagon  to  his  lips.  ’ 

‘  Give  us  some  !  What  !  give  us  some  !  ’  shouted  many 
voices  from  thè  preceding  car.  The  ruffian,  having  swaì- 
lowed  as  much  as  he  wished,  handed  thè  great  flask  with  both 
hands  into  those  of  his  fellow-ruffians,  who  continued  passing 
it  round,  until  one  of  them,  having  emptied  it,  grasped  it  bv 
j  i”  jCk’  S*Ung  **  rotmc*  m  air  two  or  three  times,  and 
dashed  it  to  atoms  upon  thè  pavement,  crying,  ‘Long  live 
thè  pestilence  !  ’  He  then  broke  into  one  of  their  licentious 
ballads,  and  was  soon  accompanied  by  all  thè  rest  of  this 
depraved  chorus.  The  infernal  song,  mingled  with  thè 
tmkling  of  thè  bells,  thè  rattle  of  thè  cart,  and  thè  trampling 
of  men  and  horses,  resounded  through  thè  silent  vacuity  of 
thè  streets,  and  echoing  in  thè  houses,  bitterly  wrun °'  thè 
hearts  of  thè  few  who  stili  inhabited  them.  & 

But  what  cannot  sometimes  turn  to  advantage?  What 
cannot  appear  good  in  some  case  or  another  ?  The  extremity 
of  a  moment  before  had  rendered  more  than  tolerable  to 
Renzo  thè  company  of  these  dead  and  living  companions; 
and  now  thè  sounds  that  relieved  him  from  thè  awkwardness 
of  such  a  conversati,  were,  I  had  almost  said,  acceptable, 
music  to  his  ears.  Stili  half  bewildered,  and  in  great  agita- 
tion,  he  thanked  Providence  in  his  heart,  as  he  best  could, 
that  he  had  escaped  such  imminent  danger  without  receivin0, 
or  inflicting  injury  ;  he  prayed  for  assistance  to  deliver  him- 
self  now  from  his  deliverers;  and  for  his  part  kept  on  thè 
look-out,  watching  his  companions,  and  reconnoitring  thè 
road,  that  he  might  seize  thè  proper  moment  to  slide  quietly 
down  without  giving  them  an  opportunity  of  making  any 
disturbance  or  uproar,  which  might  stir  up  mischief  in  thè 
passers-by. 

And  lo  !  on  turning  a  corner,  he  seemed  to  recognize  thè 
place  along  which  they  were  about  to  pass  :  he  looked  more 
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attentively,  and  at  once  knew  it  by  more  certain  signs.  Does 
thè  reader  know  where  he  was  ?  In  thè  direct  course  to  thè 
Porta  Orientale,  in  that  very  Street  along  which  he  had  gone 
so  slowly,  and  returned  so  speedily,  about  twenty  months 
before.  He  quickly  remembered  that  from  thence  he  could 
go  straight  to  thè  Lazzaretto  ;  and  this  finding  of  himself  in 
thè  right  way  without  any  endeavour  of  his  own,  and  with- 
out  direction,  he  looked  upon  as  a  special  token  of  Divine 
guidance,  and  a  good  omen  of  what  remained.  At  that 
moment  a  commissary  carne  to  meet  thè  cars,  who  called  out 
to  thè  monatti  to  stop,  and  I  know  not  what  besides  :  it  need 
only  be  said  that  they  carne  to  a  halt,  and  thè  music  was 
changed  into  clamorous  dialogues.  One  of  thè  monatti 
seated  on  Renzo’s  car  jumped  down:  Renzo  said  to  thè 
other,  ‘Thank  you  for  your  kindness;  God  reward  you  for 
it  !  ’  and  sprang  down  at  thè  opposite  side. 

‘  Get  you  gone,  poor  poisoner/  replied  thè  man  :  ‘  you’ll  not 
be  thè  fellow  that’ll  ruin  Milan  ! 9 

Fortunately  there  was  no  one  at  hand  who  could  overhear 
him.  The  party  had  stopped  on  thè  left  hand  of  thè  Street: 
Renzo  hastily  crossed  over  to  thè  opposite  side  ;  and,  keeping 
dose  to  thè  wall,  trudged  onward  towards  thè  bridge  ; 
crossed  it;  followed  thè  well-known  Street  of  thè  Borgo,  and 
recognized  thè  Convent  of  thè  Capuchins;  he  comes  dose 
to  thè  gate,  sees  thè  projecting  corner  of  thè  Lazzaretto, 
passes  through  thè  palisade,  and  thè  scene  outside  thè  en- 
closure  is  laid  open  to  his  view;  not  so  much  an  indication 
and  specimen  of  thè  interior,  as  itself  a  vast,  diversifìed,  and 
indescribable  scene. 

Along  thè  two  sides,  which  are  visible  to  a  spectator  from 
this  point,  all  was  bustle  and  confusion  ;  there  was  a  great 
concourse;  an  infìux  and  reflux  of  people;  sick  docking  in 
crowds  to  thè  Lazzaretto;  some  sitting  or  lying  on  thè  edge 
of  one  or  other  of  thè  moats  that  flanked  thè  road,  whose 
strength  had  proved  insufficient  to  carry  them  within  their 
place  of  retreat,  or,  when  they  had  abandoned  it  in  despair, 
had  equally  failed  to  convey  them  further  away.  Others 
were  wandering  about  as  if  stupefìed;  and  not  a  few  were 
absolutely  beside  themselves:  one  would  be  eagerly  relating 
his  fancies  to  a  miserable  creature  labouring  under  thè  mal- 
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ady  ;  another  would  be  actually  raving  ;  while  a  third  appeared 
with  a  smiling  countenance,  as  if  assisting  at  some  gay  spec- 
tacle.  But  thè  strangest  and  most  clamorous  kind  of  so 
melancholy  a  gaiety,  was  a  loud  and  continuai  singing,  which 
seemed  to  proceed  from  that  wretched  assembly,  and  even 
drowned  all  thè  other  voices— a  popular  song  o£  love,  joyous 
and  playful,  one  of  those  which  are  called  rural  ;  and  follow- 
ing  this  sound  by  thè  eye  to  discover  who  could  possibly  be 
so  cheerful,  yonder,  tranquilly  seated  in  thè  bottom  of  thè 
ditch  that  washes  thè  walls  of  thè  Lazzaretto,  he  perceived  a 
poor  wretch,  with  upturned  eyes,  singing  at  thè  very  stretch 
of  his  voice  ! 

Renzo  had  scarcely  gone  a  few  yards  along  thè  south  side 
of  thè  edifice,  when  an  extraordinary  noise  arose  in  thè 
erowd,  and  a  distant  cry  of  Take  care!  ’  and  4  Stop  him! 5 
He  stood  upon  tiptoe,  looked  forward,  and  beheld  a  jaded 
horse  galloping  at  full  speed,  impelled  forward  by  a  stili 
more  wretched  looking  rider:  a  poor  frantic  creature,  who, 
seeing  thè  beast  loose  and  unguarded,  stand  ing  by  a  cart, 
had  hastily  mounted  his  bare  back,  and  striking  him  on  thè 
neck  with  his  fists,  and  spurring  him  with  his  heels,  was 
urging  him  impetuously  onward;  monatti  were  following, 
shouting  and  howling;  and  all  were  enveloped  in  a  cloud  of 
dust,  which  whirled  around  their  heads. 

Confounded  and  weary  with  thè  sight  of  so  much  misery, 
thè  youth  arrived  at  thè  gate  of  that  abode  where  perhaps 
more  was  concentrated  than  had  been  scattered  over  thè 
whole  space  it  had  yet  been  his  fortune  to  traverse.  He 
walked  up  to  thè  door,  entered  under  thè  vaulted  roof,  and 
stood  for  a  moment  without  moving  in  thè  middle  of  thè 
portico. 


CHAPTER  XXXV 


1ET  thè  reader  imagine  thè  enclosure  of  thè  Lazza® 

.  retto  peopled  with  sixteen  thousand  persons  ili  of  thè 
*  plague;  thè  whole  area  encumbered,  here  with  tents 
and  cabins,  there  with  carts,  elsewhere  with  people;  those 
two  interminable  ranges  of  portico  to  thè  right  and  left, 
covered,  crowded,  with  dead  or  dying,  stretched  upon  mat- 
tresses,  or  thè  bare  straw;  and  throughout  thè  whole  of 
this,  so  to  say,  immense  den,  a  commotion,  a  fluctuation, 
like  thè  swell  of  thè  sea;  and  within,  people  coming  and 
going,  stopping  and  running,  some  sinking  under  disease, 
others  rising  from  their  sick  beds,  either  convalescent, 
frantic,  or  to  attend  upon  others.  Such  was  thè  spectacle 
which  suddenly  burst  upon  Renzo’s  view,  and  forced  him 
to  pause  there,  horror-struck  and  overpowered.  We  do  not 
intend  to  describe  this  spectacle  by  itself,  for  which,  doubt- 
less,  none  of  our  readers  would  thank  us;  we  will  only 
follow  our  youth  in  his  painful  walk,  stop  where  he  stopped, 
and  relate  what  he  happened  to  witness,  so  far  as  is  neces- 
sary  to  explain  what  he  did,  and  what  chanced  to  occur 
to  him. 

From  thè  gate  where  he  stood,  up  to  thè  tempie  in  thè 
middle,  and  from  that  again  to  thè  opposite  gate,  ran  a  kind 
of  pathway,  free  from  cabins,  and  every  other  substantial 
impediment;  and,  at  a  second  glance,  he  observed  a  great 
bustle  of  removing  carts,  and  making  thè  way  clear;  and 
discovered  officers  and  Capuchins  directing  this  operation, 
and  at  thè  same  time  dismissing  all  those  who  had  no  busi¬ 
ness  there.  Fearing  lest  he  also  should  be  turned  out  in 
this  manner,  he  slipped  in  between  thè  pavilions,  on  thè  side 
to  which  he  had  casually  turned — thè  right. 

F[e  went  forward,  according  as  he  found  room  to  set  his 
foot  down,  from  cabin  to  cabin,  popping  his  head  into  each, 
casting  his  eye  upon  every  one  who  lay  outside,  gazing  upon 
countenances  broken  down  by  suffering,  contracted  by 
spasm,  or  motionless  in  death,  perchance  he  might  happen 
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to  fìnd  that  one  which,  nevertheless,  he  dreaded  to  find. 
He  had  already,  however,  gone  some  considerable  distance, 
and  often  and  often  repeated  this  melancholy  inspection, 
without  having  yet  seen  a  single  woman;  he  concluded, 
therefore,  that  these  must  be  lodged  in  a  separate  quarter. 
So  far  he  guessed;  but  of  thè  whereabouts  he  had  no  in- 
dication,  nor  could  he  form  thè  least  conjecture.  From  time 
to  time  he  met  attendants,  as  different  in  appearance,  dress, 
and  behavìour,  as  thè  motive  was  different  and  opposite 
which  gave  to  both  one  and  thè  other  strength  to  live  in  thè 
exercise  of  such  offices:  in  thè  one,  thè  extinction  of  all 
feelings  of  compassion;  in  thè  other,  compassion  more  than 
human.  But  from  neither  did  he  attempt  to  ask  directions, 
for  fear  of  creating  fpr  himself  new  obstacles;  and  he  re- 
solved  to  walk  on  by  himself  till  he  succeeded  in  discover- 
ing  women.  And  as  he  walked  along,  he  failed  not  to  look 
narrowly  around,  though  from  time  to  time  he  was  com- 
pelled  to  withdraw  his  eyes,  overcome,  and,  as  it  were, 
dazzled  by  thè  spectacle  of  so  great  miseries.  Yet,  whither 
could  he  turn  them,  where  suffer  them  to  rest,  save  upon 
other  miseries  as  great? 

The  very  air  and  sky  added,  if  anything  could  add,  to  thè 
horror  of  these  sights.  The  fog  had  condensed  by  degrees, 
and  resolved  itself  into  large  clouds,  which,  becoming 
darker  and  darker,  made  it  seem  like  thè  tempestuous  clos- 
ing  in  of  evening;  except  that  towards  thè  zenith  of  this 
deep  and  lowering  sky,  thè  sun’s  disk  was  visible  as  from 
behind  a  thick  veil,  pale,  emitting  around  a  very  feeble 
light,  which  was  speedily  exhaled,  and  pouring  down  a 
death-like  and  oppressive  heat.  Every  now  and  then, 
amidst  thè  vast  murmur  that  floated  around,  was  heard  a 
deep  rumbling  of  thunder,  interrupted,  as  it  were,  and  ir¬ 
resolute;  nor  could  thè  listener  distinguish  from  which  side 
it  carne.  Pie  might,  indeed,  easily  have  deemed  it  a  distant 
sound  of  cars,  unexpectedly  coming  to  a  stand.  In  thè 
country  round,  not  a  twig  bent  under  a  breath  of  air,  not  a 
bird  was  seen  to  alight  or  fly  away;  thè  swallow  alone,  ap~ 
pearing  suddenly  from  thè  eaves  of  thè  enclosure,  skimmed 
along  thè  ground  with  extended  wing,  sweeping,  as  it  were, 
thè  surface  of  thè  field;  but,  alarmed  at  thè  surrounding 
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confusion,  rapidly  mounted  again  into  thè  air,  and  flew 
away.  It  was  one  of  those  days  in  which,  among  a  party 
of  travellers,  not  one  of  them  breaks  thè  silence;  and  thè 
hunter  walks  pensively  along,  with  his  eyes  bent  to  thè 
ground;  and  thè  peasant,  digging  in  thè  fìeld,  pauses  in  his 
song,  without  being  aware  of  it;  one  of  those  days  which 
are  thè  forerunners  of  a  tempest,  in  which  nature,  as  if 
motionless  without,  while  agitated  by  internai  travail,  seems 
to  oppress  every  living  thing,  and  to  add  an  undefinable 
weight  to  every  employment,  to  idleness,  to  existence  itself. 
But  in  that  abode  specially  assigned  to  suffering  and  death, 
men  hitherto  struggling  with  their  malady  might  be  seen 
sinking  under  this  new  pressure;  they  were  to  be  seen  by 
hundreds  rapidly  becoming  worse;  and  at  thè  same  time, 
thè  last  struggle  was  more  distressing,  and,  in  thè  augmenta- 
tìon  of  suffering,  thè  groans  were  stili  more  stifled;  nor, 
perhaps,  had  there  yet  been  in  that  place  an  hour  of  bitter- 
ness  equal  to  this. 

The  youth  had  already  threaded  his  way  for  some  time 
without  success  through  this  maze  of  cabins,  when,  in  thè 
variety  of  lamentations  and  confused  murmurs,  he  began 
to  distinguish  a  singular  intermixture  of  bleatings  and  in- 
fants*  cries.  He  arrived  at  length  before  a  cracked  and 
disjointed  wooden  partition,  from  within  which  this  extra- 
ordinary  sound  proceeded;  and  peeping  through  a  large 
aperture  between  two  boards,  he  beheld  an  enclosure  scat- 
tered  throughout  with  little  huts,  and  in  these,  as  well  as  in 
thè  spaces  of  thè  small  camp  between  thè  cabins,  not  thè 
usuai  occupants  of  an  infìrmary,  but  infants,  lying  upon  little 
beds,  pìllows,  sheets,  or  cloths  spread  upon  thè  ground,  and 
nursés  and  other  women  busily  attending  upon  them;  and, 
which  above  everything  else  attracted  and  engrossed  his 
attention,  she-goats  mingled  with  these,  and  acting  as  their 
coadjutrices  :  a  hospital  of  innocents,  such  as  thè  place  and 
times  could  afford  them.  It  was,  I  say,  a  novel  sight,  to 
behold  some  of  these  animals  standing  quietly  over  this  or 
that  infant,  gìving  it  suck,  and  another  hastening  at  thè 
cry  of  a  child,  as  if  endued  with  maternal  feeling,  and  stop- 
ping  by  thè  side  of  thè  little  claimant,  and  contriving  to 
dispose  itself  over  thè  infant,  and  bleating,  and  fidgeting, 
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almost  as  if  demanding  some  one  to  cóme  to  thè  assistance 

of  both.  u 

Here  and  there  nurses  were  seated  with  mfants  at  tue 
breast  ;  some  employing  such  expressions  o£  affection  as 
raised  a  doubt  in  thè  mind  of  thè  spectator  whether  they 
had  been  induced  to  repair  thither  by  thè  promises  of  re- 
ward,  or  by  that  voluntary  benevolence  which  goes  in  search 
of  thè  needy  and  afflicted.  One  of  these,  with  deep  sorrow 
depicted  in  her  countenance,  drew  from  her  breast  a  poor 
weeping  little  creature,  and  mournfully  went  to  look  for  an 
animai  which  might  be  able  to  supply  her  place;  another 
regarded  with  a  compassionate  look  thè  little  one  asleep  on 
her  bosom,  and  gently  kissing  it,  went  to  lay  it  on  a  bed  m 
one  of  thè  cabins  ;  while  a  third,  surrendering  her  breast  to  • 
thè  stranger  suckling,  with  an  air  not  of  negligence,  but  of 
pre-occupation,  gazed  fixedly  up  to  heaven.  What  was  she 
thinking  of,  with  that  gesture,  with  that  look,  but  of  one 
brought  forth  from  her  own  bowels,  who,  perhaps  only  a 
short  time  before,  had  been  nourished  at  that  breast,  per- 
chance  had  expired  on  that  bosom  ! 

Other  women,  of  more  experience,  supplied  different 
offices.  One  would  run  at  thè  cry  of  a  famished  child,  lift 
it  from  thè  ground,  and  carry  it  to  a  goat,  feeding  upon  a 
heap  of  fresh  herbage;  and  applying  it  to  thè  creature  s 
paps,  would  chide,  and,  at  thè  same  time^  coax  thè  mex- 
perienced  animai  with  her  voice,  that  it  might  quietly  lend 
itself  to  its  new  office;  another  would  spring  forward  to 
drive  off  a  goat  which  was  trampling  under-foot  a.  poor 
babe,  in  its  eagerness  to  suckle  another;  while  a  third  was 
carrying  about  her  own  infant,  and  rocking  it  in  her  arms, 
now  trying  to  lull  it  to  sleep  by  singing,  now  to  pacify  it 
with  soothing  words,  and  calling  it  by  a  name  she  had  her- 
self  given  it.  At  this  moment  a  Capuchin,  with  a  very 
white  beard,  arrived,  bringing  two  screaming  infants,  one 
in  each  arm,  which  he  had  just  taken  from  their  dymg 
mothers;  and  a  woman  ran  to  receive them,  and  went  to 
seek  among  thè  crowd,  and  in  thè  flocks,  some  one  that 
would  immediately  supply  thè  place  of  a  mother.  . 

More  than  once,  thè  youth,  urged  by  his  anxiety,  had 
torn  himself  from  thè  opening  to  résumé  his  way;  and, 
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after  all,  had  again  peeped  in  to  watch  another  moment 
or  two. 

Having  at  length  left  thè  place,  he  went  on  dose  along 
thè .  partition,  until  a  group  of  huts,  which  were  propped 
agamst  it,  compelled  him  to  turn  aside.  He  then  went 
round  thè.  cabins,  with  thè  intention  of  regaining  thè  parti- 
tion,  turning  thè  corner  of  thè  enclosure,  and  making  some 
fresh  discoveries.  But  while  he  was  looking  forward  to 
reconnoitre  his  way,  a  sudden,  transient,  instantaneous  ap- 
pantion,  struck  his  eye,  and  put  him  in  great  agitation  He 
saw,  about  a.  hundred  yards  off,  a  Capuchin  threading  his 
way  and  quickly  becoming  lost  among  thè  pavilions:  a 
Capuchin,  who,  even  thus  passingly,  and  at  a  distance,  had 
all.  thè  hearing,  motions,  and  figure  of  Father  Cristoforo. 
With  thè  frantic  eagerness  thè  reader  can  imagine,  he 
sprang  forward  in  that  direction,  looking  here  and  there, 
winding  about,  backward,  forward,  inside  and  out,  by  cir- 
cles,  and  through  narrow  passages,  until  he  again  saw,  with 
inereased  joy,  thè  form  of  thè  self-same  friar;  he  saw  him 
at  .a  little  distance,  just  leaving  a  large  boiling  pot,  and 
gomg  with  a  porringer  in  his  hands  towards  a  cabin  ;  then 
he  beheld  him  seat  himself  in  thè  doorway,  make  thè  sign  of 
thè  cross  on  thè  basin  he  held  before  him,  and,  looking 
around  him,  like  one  constantly  on  thè  alert,  begin  to  eat 
It  was,  indeed,  Father  Cristoforo. 

•  ?"  ì^0ry  °f  the  friar’  from  the  Point  at  which  we  lost 
sight  of  him  up  to  the  present  meeting,  may  be  told  in  a  few 
words  He  had  never  removed  from  Rimini,  nor  even 
thought  of  removing,  until  the  plague,  breaking  out  in 
Milan,  afforded  him  the  opportunity  he  had  long  so  ear- 
nestly  desired,  of  sacrificing  his  life  for  his  fellow-creatures. 
He  urgently.  entreated  that  he  might  be  recalled  from 
Rimmi  to  assist  and  attend  upon  the  infected  patients.  The 
Count,  Attilio’s  uncle,  was  dead;  and  besides,  the  times  re- 
quired  tenders  of  the  sick  rather  than  politicians;  so  that 
his  request  was  granted  without  difficulty.  He  carne  im- 
mediately  to  Milan,  entered  the  Lazzaretto,  and  had  now 
been  there  about  three  months. 

But  thè  consolation  Renzo  felt  in  thus  again  seeing  his 
good  friar  was  not  for  a  moment  unalloyed;  together  with 
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thè  certainty  that  it  was  he,  he  was  also  made  painfully 
aware  of  how  much  he  was  changed.  His  stooping,  and,  as 
it  were,  laborious  carriage,  his  wan  and  shrivelled  face,  all 
betokened  an  exhausted  nature,  a  broken  and  sinking  frame, 
which  was  assisted  and,  as  it  were,  upheld  from  hour  to 
hour  only  by  thè  energy  of  his  mind. 

He  kept  his  eye  fixed  on  thè  youth  who  was  approaching 
him,  and  who  was  seeking  by  gestures,  (not  daring  to  do  so 
with  his  voice,)  to  make  him  distinguisi!  and  recognize  him. 
'  O,  Father  Cristoforo  ! ?  said  he,  at  last,  when  he  was  near 
enough  to  be  heard  without  shouting. 

*  You  here  !  *  said  thè  friar,  setting  thè  porringer  on  thè 
ground,  and  rising  from  his  seat. 

'  How  are  you,  Father? — how  are  you?’ 

'  Better  than  thè  many  poor  creatures  you  see/  replied  thè 
friar;  and  his  voice  was  feeble,  hollow,  and  as  changed  as 
everything  else  about  him.  His  eye  alone  was  what  it  al- 
ways  was,  or  had  something  about  it  even  more  bright  and 
resplendent;  aè  if  Charity,  elevated  by  thè  approaching  end 
of  her  labours,  and  exulting  in  thè  consciousness  of  being 
near  her  source,  restored  to  it  a  more  ardent  and  purer  fire 
than  that  which  infirmity  was  every  hour  extinguishing. 
'  But  you/  pursued  he,  '  how  is  it  you’re  in  this  place  ?  What 
makes  you  come  thus  to  brave  thè  pestilence  ? , 

'  Fve  had  it,  thank  Heaven  !  I  come  .  .  .  to  seek  for  .  .  . 
Lucia/ 

'Lucia!  Is  Lucia  here?’ 

'  She  is  ;  at  least,  I  hope  in  God  she  may  stili  be  here/ 

'  Is  she  your  wif  e  ?  ’ 

'  Oh,  my  dear  father  !  My  wife  !  no,  that  she’s  not.  Don’t 
you  know  anything  of  what  has  happened?’ 

'No,  my  son;  since  God  removed  me  to  a  distance  from 
you,  I’ve  never  heard  anything  further  ;  but  now  that  he  has 
sent  you  to  me,  FU  teli  you  thè  truth,  that  I  wish  very  much 
to  know.  But  .  .  .  and  thè  sentence  of  outlawry  ? 9 

'  You  know,  then,  what  things  they’ve  done  to  me? 

'  But  you,  what  had  you  done?  * 

'  Listen  :  if  I  were  to  say  that  I  was  prudent  that  day  in 
Milan,  I  should  teli  a  lie;  but  I  didn't  do  a  single  wicked 
action/ 
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el  believe  you;  and  I  believed  it  too  before/ 

4  Now,  then,  I  may  teli  you  all/ 

4  Wait/  said  thè  friar;  and,  going  a  few  yards  out  o£ 
thè  hut,  he  called,  4  Father  Vittore  ! ’  In  a  moment  or  two, 
a  young  Capuchin  appeared,  to  whom  Cristoforo  said,  4  Do 
me  thè  kindness,  Father  Vittore,  to  take  my  share,  too,  of 
waiting  upon  our  patients,  while  I  am  absent  for  a  little 
while;  and  if  any  one  should  ask  for  me,  will  you  be  good 
enough  to  cali  me.  That  one,  particularly  ;  if  ever  he  gives 
thè  least  sign  of  returning  consciousness,  let  me  be  informed 
of  it  directly,  for  charity’s  sake/ 

The  young  friar  answered  that  he  would  do  as  he  re- 
quested;  and  then  Cristoforo,  turning  to  Renzo,  said,  4  Let  us 
go  in  here.  But  .  .  /  added  he  directly,  stopping,  4  you  seem 
to  me  very  tired  ;  you  must  want  something  to  eat/ 

4  So  I  do,’  said  Renzo  :  4  now  that  you’ve  reminded  me,  I 
remember  I’m  stili  fasting/ 

4  Stay,’  said  thè  friar  ;  and  taking  another  porringer,  he 
went  to  fili  it  from  thè  large  boiler;  he  then  returned,  and 
offered  it,  with  a  spoon,  to  Renzo;  made  him  sit  down  on  a 
straw  mattress  which  served  him  for  a  bed;  went  to  a  cask 
that  stood  in  one  corner,  and  drew  a  glass  of  wine,  which 
he  set  on  a  little  table  near  his  guest;  and  then,  taking  up 
his  own  porringer,  seated  himself  beside  him. 

4  Oh,  Father  Cristoforo  !  ’  said  Renzo,  4  is  it  your  business 
to  do  all  this?  But  you  are  always  thè  same.  I  thank  you 
with  all  my  heart.’ 

4  Don’t  thank  me/  said  thè  friar  :  4  that  belongs  to  thè 
poor;  but  you  too  are  a  poor  man  just  now.  Now,  then,  teli 
me  what  I  don’t  know  ;  teli  me  about  our  poor  Lucia,  and  try 
to  do  it  in  a  few  words,  for  time  is  scarce,  and  there  is  plenty 
to  be  done,  as  you  see/ 

Renzo  began,  between  one  spoonful  and  another,  to  re¬ 
late  thè  history  of  Lucia,  how  she  had  been  sheltered  in 
thè  monastery  at  Monza,  how  she  had  been  forcibly  carried 

off  .  .  . 

At  thè  idea  of  such  sufferings  and  such  dangers,  and  at 
thè  thought  that  it  was  he  who  had  directed  thè  poor  in- 
nocent  to  that  place,  thè  good  friar  became  almost  breath- 
less  with  emotion;  but  he  was  quickly  relieved  on  hearing 
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how  she  had  been  miraculously  liberateci,  restored  to  her 
mother,  and  placed  by  her  with  Donna  Prassede. 

<  Now  I  will  teli  you  about  myself/  pursued  thè  narrator  ; 
and  he  briefìy  sketched  thè  day  he  spent  in  Milan,  and  his  ^ 
flight,  and  how  he  had  long  been  absent  from  home,  and 
now,  everything  being  turned  upside  down,  he  had  ven- 
tured  to  go  thither  ;  how  he  had  not  found  Agnese  there  ;  and 
how  he  had  learned  at  Milan  that  Lucia  was  at  thè  Lazza¬ 
retto.  ‘And  here  I  am/  he  concluded;  ‘here  I  am  to  look 
for  her,  to  see  if  she’s  stili  living,  and  if  .  .  .  she’ll  stili  have 
me  .  .  .  because  .  .  .  sometimes  .  .  / 

*  But  how  were  you  directed  here  ?  *  asked  thè  friar.  4  Have 
you  any  information  whereabouts  she  was  lodged,  or  at  what 
time  she  carne?’ 

‘  None,  dear  Father;  none,  except  that  she  is  here,  if, 
indeed,  she  be  stili  living,  which  may  God  grant  ! ’ 

‘  Oh,  you  poor  f ellow  !  But  what  search  have  you  yet 
made  here  ?  ’ 

‘  pve  wandered  and  wandered  about,  but  hitherto  I  ve 
scarcely  seen  anything  but  men.  I  thought  that  thè  women 
must  be  in  a  separate  quarter,  but  I  haven’t  yet  succeeded 
in  finding  it;  if  it  is  really  so,  now  you  can  teli  me/ 

f  Don’t  you  know,  my  son,  that  men  are  forbidden  to 
enter  that  quarter,  unless  they  have  some  business  there  ?  ’ 

‘  Well,  and  what  could  happen  to  me?’ 

‘The  regulation  is  just  and  good,  my  dear  son;  and  if  thè 
number  and  weight  of  sorrows  forbid  thè  possibility  of  its 
being  respected  with  full  rigour,  is  that  a  reason  why  an 
honest  man  should  transgress  it?  ’ 

‘But,  Father  Cristoforo/  said  Renzo,  ‘Lucia  ought  to 
be  my  wife;  you  know  how  we’ve  been  separated;  it’s  twenty 
months  that  I’ve  sufi ered  and  borne  patiently  ;  Fve  come  as 
far  as  here,  at  thè  risk  of  so  many  things,  one  worse  than 
thè  other  ;  and  now  then  .  .  / 

‘  I  don’t  know  what  to  say/  resumed  thè  friar,  replymg 
rather  to  his  own  thoughts  than  to  thè  words  of  thè  young 
man.  ‘  You  are  going  with  a  good  intention  ;  and  would  to 
God  that  all  who  have  free  access  to  that  place  would  con- 
duct  themselves  as  I  can  feel  sure  you  will  do  !  God,  who 
certainly  blesses  this  your  perseverance  of  affection,  this 
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your  faithfulness  in  wishing  and  seeking  for  her  whom  He 
has  given  you,  God,  who  is  more  rigorous  than  men,  yet 
more  indulgent,  will  not  regard  what  may  be  irregular  in 
your  mode  of  seeking  for  her.  Only  remember,  that  for 
your  behaviour  in  this  place  we  shall  both  have  to  render 
an  account,  not,  probably,  to  men,  but,  without  fail,  at  thè 
bar  of  God.  Come  this  way/  So  saying,  he  rose:  Renzo 
followed  his  example;  and,  without  neglecting  to  listen  to  his 
words,  had,  in  thè  mean  time,  determined  in  himself  not  to 
speak,  as  he  had  at  fìrst  intended,  about  Lucia’s  vow. — If 
he  hears  this,  too, — thought  he, — he  will  certainly  raise  more 
difficulties.  Either  I  will  find  her,  and  then  there  will  be 
time  enough  to  discuss  it,  or  .  .  .  and  then!  what  will  it 
matter  ? — 

Leading  him  to  thè  door  of  thè  cabin,  which  faced  towards 
thè  north,  thè  friar  resumed:  'Listen  to  me;  Father  Felice, 
thè  president  of  thè  Lazzaretto,  will  to-day  conduct  thè  few 
who  have  recovered  to  perform  their  quarantine  elsewhere. 
You  see  that  church  there  in  thè  middle  .  .  /  and  raising  his 
thin  and  tremulous  hand,  he  pointed  out  to  thè  left,  through 
thè  cloudy  atmosphere,  thè  cupola  of  thè  little  tempie  rising 
above  thè  miserable  tents,  and  continued:  'About  there 
they  are  now  assembling,  to  go  out  in  procession  through 
thè  gate  by  which  you  must  have  entered/ 

'  Ah  !  it  was  for  this,  then,  that  they  weré  trying  to  clear 
thè  passage/ 

'Just  so:  and  you  must  also  have  heard  some  tollines  of 
thè  bell/ 

'I  heard  one/ 

'It  was  thè  second:  when  thè  third  rings,  they  will  all 
be  assembled:  Father  Felice  will  address  a  few  words  to 
them;  and  then  they  will  set  off.  At  this  signal,  do  you  go 
thither;  contrive  to  place  yourself  behind  thè  assembly  on 
thè  edge  of  thè  passage,  where,  without  giving  trouble,  or 
being  observed,  you  can  watch  them  pass  ;  and  look  .  .  .  look 
.  .  .  look  if  she  is  there.  If  it  be  not  God’s  will  that  she 
should  be  there,  that  quarter  .  .  /  and  he  again  raised  his 
hand,  and  pointed  to  thè  side  of  thè  edifice  which  faced  them, 
'that  quarter  of  thè  building,  and  part  of  thè  field  before 
it,  are  assigned  to  thè  women.  You  will  see  some  paling 
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that  divides  this  from  that  enclosure,  but  here  and  there 
broken  and  interrupted,  so  that  you’ll  find  no  difficulty  in 
gaining  admittance.  Once  in,  if  you  do  nothing  to  give 
off  enee,  no  one  probably  will  say  anything  to  you;  if,  how- 
ever,  they  should  make  any  opposition,  say  that  Father  Cris¬ 
toforo  of  *  *  *  knows  you,  and  will  answer  for  you.  Seek 
her  there  ;  seek  her  with  confidence  and  .  .  .  with  resignation. 
For  you  must  remember  it  is  a  great  thing  you  have  come 
to  ask  here:  a  person  alive  within  thè  Lazzaretto!  Do  you 
know  how  often  I  have  seen  my  poor  people  here  renewed? 
how  many  I  have  seen  carried  off!  how  few  go  out  re- 
covered  !...  Go,  prepared  to  make  a  sacrifìce 

f Ay!  I  understandP  interrupted  Renzo,  his  eyes  rolling 
wildly,  and  his  face  becoming  very  dark  and  threatening. 
‘I  understand!  Fll  go:  HI  look  in  one  place  or  another, 
from  top  to  bottom  of  thè  Lazzaretto  .  .  .  and  if  I  don’t  find 


Ilei  ì  .  .  .  .  .  - 

'If  you  don’t  find  her?’  said  thè  friar,.  with  an  air.pt 
grave  and  serious  expectation,  and  an  admonishing  look. 

But  Renzo,  whose  anger  had  for  some  time  been  swelling 
in  his  bosom,  and  now  clouded  his  sight,  and  deprived  him 
of  all  feelings  of  respect,  repeated  and  continued:  If  I 
don’t  find  her,  I’il  succeed  in  finding  somebody  else.  Either 
in  Milan,  or  in  his  detestable  palace,  or  at  thè  end  of  thè 
world,  or  in  thè  abode  of  thè  devii,  I’ll  find  that  rascal  who 
separated  us;  that  villain,  but  for  whom  Lucia  would  have 
been  mine  twenty  months  ago  ;  and  if  we  had  been  doomed 
to  die,  we  would  at  least  have  died  together.  If  that  fellow 
stili  lives,  I’il  find  him  .  .  .’ 

‘Renzo  !  ’  said  thè  friar,  grasping  him  by  one  arm,  and 


gazing  on  him  stili  more  severely.  ,  .  , 

‘And  if  I  find  him,  continued  he,  perfectly  blinded  wrth 
rage  ‘  if  thè  plague  hasn’t  already  wrought  justice  .  .  .  This 
is  no  longer  a  time  when  a  coward,  with  his  bravoes  at  his 
heels,  can  drive  people  to  desperation,  and  then  mock  at 
them:  a  time  is  come  when  men  meet  each  other  face  to 
face  .  .  .  Fll  get  justice!’  „ 

‘  Miserable  wretch  !  ’  cried  Father  Cristoforo,  in  a  voice 
which  had  assumed  its  former  full  and  sonorous  tone:  ‘Mis- 
erable  wretch  !  ’  And  he  raised  his  sunken  head,  his  cheeks 
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became  flushed  with  their  originai  colour,  and  thè  fire  that 
fiashed  from  his  eyes  had  something  terrible  in  it.  ‘  Look 
about  you,  miserable  man  !  ’  And  while  with  one  hand  he 
grasped,  and  strongly  shook,  Renzo’s  arm,  he  waved  thè 
other  before  him,  pointing,  as  well  as  he  could,  to  thè  inourn- 
fui  scene  aiound  them.  '  See  who  is  He  that  chastises  ! 
Who  is  He  that  judges,  and  is  not  judged  !  He  that  scourges, 
and  forgives!  But  you,  a  worm  of  thè  earth,  you  would  get 
justice  !  You!  do  you  know  what  justice  is?  Away,  un- 
happy  man  ;  away  with  you  !  I  hoped  .  .  .  yes,  I  did  hope 
that,  before  my  death,  God  would  have  given  me  thè  comfort 
of  hearing  that  my  poor  Lucia  was  alive*  perhaps  of  seeing 
her,  and  hearing  her  promise  me  that  she  would  send  one 
prayer  towards  thè  grave  where  I  shall  be  laid.  Go,  you 
have  lobbed  me  of  this  hope!  God  has  not  let  her  remain 
upon  earth  for  you;  and  you,  surely,  cannot  have  thè  hardi- 
hood  to  belìeve  yourself  worthy  that  God  should  think  of 
comforting  you.  He  will  have  thought  of  her,  for  she  was 
one  of  those  souls  for  whom  eternai  consolations  are  re- 
served,  Go  !  Lve  no  longer  time  to  listen  to  you/ 

And  so  saying,  he  threw  from  him  Renzo’s  arm,  and 
moved  towards  a  cabìn  of  sick. 

Ah,  Father  !  ’  said  Renzo,  following  him  with  a  suppli- 
cating  air,  'will  you  send  me  away  in  this  manner?’ 

‘What!’  rejoined  thè  Capuchin,  relaxing  nothing  of  his 
severity;  'dare  you  require  that  I  should  steal  thè  time 
from  these  poor  afflicted  ones,  who  are  awaiting  for  me  to 
speak  to  them  of  thè  pardon  of  God,  to  listen  to  your  words 
of  fury,  your  propositions  of  revenge?  I  listened  to  you 
when  you  asked  consolation  and  direction;  I  neglected  one 
duty  of  charity  for  thè  sake  of  another;  but  now  you  have 
vengeance  in  your  heart:  what  do  you  want  with  me? 
Begone  !  I  have  beheld  those  die  here  who  have  been  offended 
and  have  forgiven;  offenders  who  have  mourned  that  they 
could  not  humble  themselves  before  thè  offended:  I  have  wept 
with  both  one  and  thè  other;  but  what  have  I  to  do  with 
you?  ’ 

‘  Ah  !  I  forgive  him  !  I  forgive  him,  indeed,  and  for  ever  !  ’ 
exclaimed  thè  youth. 

'Renzo  !  ’  said  thè  f riar,  with  more  tranquil  sternness  :  '  be- 
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think  yourself,  and  just  say  how  often  you  havc  forgiven 

hlAnd  having  waited  a  moment  without  receiving  a  reply, 
he  suddenly  bent  his  head,  and  with  an  appeased  voice 
sumed  :  ‘  You  know  why  I  bear  this  habit . 

Renzo  hesitated. 

‘  You  know  it  !  ’  resumed  thè  old  man. 

S'h“rh«itd°,he,efo[e  I  fave  rebnhed  »o«  fot 
a  thought,  fcr  a  word;  thè  man  whom  I  hated,  whom  I  cot- 
IX hattd,  whom  I  had  long  hated,  that  man  I  omr- 

deired  !  ’  rat,» 

<  vpg  but  a  tvrant  !  one  oi  those  ...  .  r  « 

‘  Hush 1  ’  interrupted  thè  friar:  ‘think  you  that  if  there 
Were  a  good  reason  for  it,  I  shouldn’t  have  found  t  'n 
tbirtv  vears  ^  Ah  MI  I  could  now  mstil  mto  your  heart  thè 
sentiment ‘l  have  ever  since  had,  and  alili  have,  fot  thè 

sentiment  i  uld,  I?  But  God  can:  may  He  do 

“T  Listen  Renzo  ;  He  wishes  you  mofe  good  thart  you 

that,  because  you  are  poor,  because  you  are  mjured 

thlTthat  He  would 
suffertou  to  do  all  you  wished?  No  !  but  do  you  know  what 
He^can  do?  You  may  hate  and  be  lost  for  ever; /ou 

hy  such  a  temper  of  mind  as  this,  deprive  yourself  o^every 

blessing.  For,  however  thmgs  "all  will 

TelSment  until  y^  have  fonSÌ^f^?SrSv?UnJ 

sehameyand  emotion:  ‘I 
see^now  that  I  have  never  before  really  forgiven  him^I.see 

yes,  ni 

forgive  him  from  my  very  heart. 
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«  ^nd  suPPosing  you  were  to  see  him  ?  ’ 

Ai,  h™’  the  L°rd  t0  gÌVe  me  Prence,  and  to  touch 

manTeTusytoUformember  that  the'Lord  has  not  only  com- 
Yes,  by  His  help,  I  would  ? 

“w4  ;.h“i  c;zzi  z  hi  sl-s,  ^  a 
zps,  z 

would  render  yourself  master  !  ’  you 

And,  taking  Renzo’s  hand,  which  he  grasped  as  a  healthv 

C”f  "'*,1"? h!,ve  <*■>“■ he  »°™i 

lowed,  without  da  ring  to  ask  anything  further. 

After  a  short  walk,  the  friar  stopped  near  the  entrance 
of  a  cabin,  fixed  his  eyes  on  Renzo’s  face  with  a  mixture  of 
gravity  and  tenderness,  and  drew  him  in.  f 

1  he  nrst  thmg  he  observed  on  entering,  was  a  sick  oerson 
seated  on  some  straw,  in  the  background,  who  did  not  how’ 

tbe  Fa*er,  he  shook  his  head,  as  if  to  say  No  ■  the 
Father  bent  his  with  an  air  of  sorrow  and  resiensrtion 
Renzo,  mean  while,  eyeing  the  surrounding  objects  with  un’ 
easy  cunosity,  beheld  three  or  four  sick  perS  Tnd  dls 
tmguished  one  against  the  wall,  lying  upon  a  ’bedd  and 

■  rTPqu  ltnheShrt,dWÌi1Va  nobleman’s  cloak  laid  up0;  him 
as  a  quilt  he  gazed  at  him,  recognized  Don  Rodrigo  and 

fell  rhtydtranVb6Ck,:  b,UtJhe  frkr’  again  “S  “m 
ithf  ^  d  J37  whlch  he  held  him,  drew  him  to  the  foot 

thVmabed\andnStret,Ching  over  h  his  other  hand,  pointed  to 
thè  man  who  there  lay  prostrate.  The  unhappy  beine  was 
perfectly  motionless;  his  eyes  were  open,  but  he  saw  noliing- 
his  face  was  pale  and  covered  with  black  spots;  his  lips  black 
and  swollen;  it  would  have  been  called  the  face  of  amorose  ■ 
had  not  convulsive  twitchings  revealed  a  tenacity  of  lHe’ 

His  bosom  heaved  from  time  to  time  with  painfully  short 
respirata;  and  his  right  hand,  laid  outsfde  thè  c  oaf 
pressed  it  closely  to  his  heart  with  a  firm  grasp  of  his’ 
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clenched  fingess,  which  w.re  ot  a  li,id  colo».,  and  Hack 

“.?u"sr3s  «•=  «». 

‘  This  may  be  a  i:n;milinn:nt,  or  who  certainly  has 

position  you  now  have  to  ^  God  whom  assuredly 

offended  you,  that  disposi  >  great  day.  Bless 

you  have  offended,  have itowards  you i  at  thè  g  y  as 

him,  and  be  blessed.  For  _  four  days  has  n 
you  see  him,  without  givmg  y  S  0f  repent- 

Perhaps  thè  Lord  is  ready  to .  grant  him ^  ^  ^  ^  ^ 

ance,  but  waits  for  you  t°  as  at  jnn0cent  creature;  perhaps 
you  should  pray  for  xt  wlth  litarv  prayer,  thè  prayer  of 
he  reserves  thè  mercy  for  y  Perhaps  thè  salvation  of 

an  afflicted  and  resigne  •  m0ment  upon  yourself, 

this  man  and  your  own  depend  com- 

upon  thè  disposition  o  y  ceased.  and  j0ining  his  hands, 
passion  .  .  .  to  love .  ’  prayer.  Renzo  did  thè 

bent  his  head  over  them  bolli,  as  ìt  in  pray 

same.  n  r_,„  mnments  in  this  position,  when 

j,h?e“  £*£.  «v::»rL  Btt 

ste  .t  — 

SP^Go  now,’  remmedùe  £”,h“'s>S  ofyour  re- 

i^“d  =«”-"?  «**  ”  “  ~ 

count  of  it:  we  will  praise  Him  toge  ^  the  one  re- 

Here,  without  f"yh''  set  oli  to  thè  little 

'”“,d  “S.  ,  a  «elv  mote  .ha»  a  s.one’s  thtow  dista».. 


CHAPTER  XXXVI 

W'fore™"  5,"thehaV'  ““  1  f<”  hm‘  be- 

appr'oàdf  ò,  ,1 Cn”S  °f  hiS  Seardl.  «  "1>« 
which  was  so  soon  to  be  der™0™^  u°f  greatest  suspense 

that  figure  he  had  hicf  ^  ^  was* 

Words  he  had  heard  af  th<*  *  * <  of  hls  walk>*  the 

2-fy 

bell  had  abraptl,  temiMtS"''  W'”Cl'  lhe  sou"‘l  of  ,he 

a  small  cuooh  a  ^  St^>porte^  ky  pilasters,  surmounted  by 

of  “e  ”  S ^  tha^Vr'1"8  ,0  ,h°“  »"  «*  ou«=idJ 
he  seen  from  t|.s  of  each"“m V”,?/  '“V 

birV„r°m  ?"/  P“'  °f  No'”  S^iTce 

Sf ‘/«r?"  ",9'I”<SS 

luwaras  tne  arch  m  the  middle  of  the  side  which  faces  the 
city,  in  front  of  which  the  assembly  were  arraneed  at  Ihe 
f  of  th'  S“PS.  *»i  a'o»!  fh«  course  p«p„e"Efcr  C? 
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and  shortly  he  perceived  by  his  manner  that  he  had  begun  thè 
sermon.  He  therefore  went  round  by  some  little  by-paths, 
so  as  to  attain  thè  rear  of  thè  audience,  as  had  been  suggeste 
to  him.  Arrived  there,  he  stood  stili  very  quieti*  and  fan 
over  thè  whole  with  his  eye;  but  he  could  see  nothing  from 
his  position,  except  a  mass,  I  had  almost  said,  a  pavement  of 
heads  In  thè  centre  there  were  some  covered  with  hand- 
kerchief  s,  or  veils;  and  here  he  fixed  his  eyes  more  atten-  , 
tively  ;  but,  failing  to  distinguish  anythmg  more  clearly,  he 
also  raised  them  to  where  all  thè  others  were  directed.  He 
was  touched  and  affected  by  thè  venerable  figure  of  thè 
speaker;  and,  with  all  thè  attention  he  could  comtnand  in 
such  a  moment  of  expectation,  hstened  to  thè  following 

portion  of  his  solemn  address:  ,  ,  , 

‘  Let  us  remember  for  a  moment  thè  thousands  and  thou- 
sands  who  have  gone  forth  thither;’  and  raising  his  finger 
above  his  shoulder,  he  pointed  behmd  him  towards  thè  gate 
which  led  to  thè  cemetery  of  San  Gregorio,  thè  whole  of 
which  was  then,  we  might  say,  one  immense  grave:  let  us 
cast  an  eye  around  upon  thè  thousands  and  thousands  who 
are  stili  left  here,  uncertain,  alas  !  by  which  way  they  will 
go  forth  ;  let  us  look  at  ourselves,  so  few  m  number,  who 
are  about  to  go  forth  restored,  Blessed  be  th® 

Blessed  be  He  in  His  justice,  blessed  in  His  mercy  !  blessed 
in  death,  and  blessed  in  life!  blessed  in  thè  choice  He  has 
been  pleased  to  make  of  us  !  Oh  !  why  has  He  so  pleased, 
my  brethren,  if  not  to  preserve  to  Himself  a  little  remnant, 
corrected  by  affliction,  and  warmed  with  gratitude?  if  not 
in  order  that,  feeling  more  vividly  than  ever  how  life  ìs 
His  gift,  we  may  esteem  it  as  a  gift  from  His  hands  desefves 
and  employ  it  in  such  works  as  we  may  dare  to  offer  Him. 
if  not  in  order  that  thè  remembrance  of  our  own  sufferings 
may  make  us  compassionate  towards  others,  and  ever  ready 
to  relieve  them?  In  thè  mean  while,  let  those  in  whose 
company  we  have  sufìfered,  hoped,  and  feared;  among  w  om 
we  are  leaving  friends  and  relatives,  and  who  are  all,  besides, 
our  brethren;  let  those  among  them  who  will  see  us  pass 
through  thè  midst  of  them,  not  only  derive  some  reheffrom 
thè  thought  that  others  are  going  out  hence  m  health  but 
also  be  edified  by  our  behaviour.  God  forbid  that  they  shou  d 
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Behold  in  us  a  clamorous  festivity,  a  carnai  joy,  at  having 
escaped  that  death  against  which  they  are  stili  struggling. 
Let  them  see  that  we  depart  in  thanksgivings  for  ourselves 
and  prayers  for  them  ;  and  let  them  be  able  to  say,  “  Even 
beyond  these  walls  they  will  not  forget  us,  they  will  continue 
to  pray  for  us  poor  creatures  !  ”  Let  us  begin  from  this  time, 
from  thè  fìrst  steps  we  are  about  to  take,  a  life  wholly  made 
up  of  love.  Let  those  who  have  regained  their  former  vigour 
lend  a  brotherly  arm  to  thè  feeble  ;  young  men,  sustain  thè 
aged;  you  who  are  left  without  children,  look  around  you 
how  many  children  are  left  without  parents  !  be  such  to 
them!  And  this  charity,  covering  thè  multitude  of  sins,  will 
also  alleviate  your  own  sorrows/ 

.  Here.  a  d^P  murmur  of  groans  and  sobs,  which  had  been 
mcreasmg  m  thè  assembly,  was  suddenly  suspended,  on 
seeing  thè  preacher  put  a  rope  round  his  neck,  and  fall  upon 
his  knees  ;  and,  in  profound  silence,  they  stood  awaiting  what 
he  was  about  to  say. 

For  me,  continued  he,  ‘and  thè  rest  of  my  companions 
who,  without  any  merit  of  our  own,  have  been  chosen  out 
for  thè  high  privilege  of  serving  Christ  in  you,  I  humbly  im- 
plore  your^  forgiveness,  if  we  have  not  worthily  fulfilled  so 
great  a  ministry.  If  slothfulness,  if  thè  ungovernableness 
of  thè  flesh,  has  rendered  us  less  attentive  to  your  necessities, 
less  ready  to  answer  your  calls;  if  unjust  impatience,  or 
blameworthy  weariness,  has  sometimes  made  us  show  you 
a  severe  and  dispirited  countenance;  if  thè  miserable  thought 
that  we  were  necessary  to  you,  has  sometimes  induced  us 
to  fail  m  treating  you  with  that  humility  which  became 
us  ;  if  our  frailty  has  led  us  hastily  to  commit  any  action 
which  has  been  a  cause  of  offence  to  you  ;  forgive  us  !  And 
so  may  God  forgive  you  all  your  trespasses,  and  bless  you/ 
Then,  making  thè  sign  of  a  large  cross  over  thè  assembly 
he  rose.  ? 

We  have  succeeded  in  relating,  if  not  thè  actual  words  at 
least  thè  sense  and  burden  of  those  which  he  really  uttered; 
but  thè  manner  in  which  they  were  delivered  it  is  impossible 
to  describe.  It  was  thè  manner  of  one  who  called  it  a  privi¬ 
lege  to  attend  upon  thè  infected,  because  he  felt  it  to  be  so* 
who  confessed  that  he  had  not  worthily  acted  up  to  it,  be- 
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|f^e4abec^CteSwaes  cot^  $°?e  50  **°  besought 
But  thè  people  who  I  Jl  i  ,  Jnc,ed  he  sto°d  in  need  of 

=t  ab°ut,  Pengage°d  t  nl0tS  t  CaPUchÌ-  -  °th^ 

-  £  Si 

a“:^sa'- 

r°™  whom  this  Singular  forV  he  had  been  one  of  those 

«y«y»iif  y;rs  ha,fihi-  y  “■ 

•' j»  -  -  ^  oef  ££s  ^ 

J.is  n«k,  and C  thafV  taT^nd’  Jaref°0t’  with  thè  rope  round 
in};  bis  face  was  pale  and  ha  ?ross  e*evated  before 

Ile  \vj:t f''1  Si'' r' i‘ie  f'jrjili  sorr™ 

svt^^rt  r  '  ss? 

"«tr  “d 

Immediate!,  behind  Wm‘‘ram*"th‘'Tna‘'ab,e  frc,m  hi’  S»e" 

f  a  mere  spectator.  But  Renzn  ^  Wh°  chanced  to  be  there 

r*nt  “  rank'  ,rom  fac 
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one;  far  which  thè  -tremely^ow  ^  ^ ^ 

cession  gave  him  abundan  Dtirpose;  be  keeps  glancmg 

he  looks  and  looks,  al^ySwhich  PstiU  remains  behind,  an 
rapidlv  over  thè  crowd  wh  cn  are  very  few 

Sich  ìs  gradually  dninmshmg^n  by;_all  ,vere  «n- 

rnws * _ we  are  at  thè  last,^  .  ^ead  reclming  on 

known  faces.  Witt to  wander  after  that 
one  shoulder,  he  suffered  his  ey  ed  before  hinu  His 

little  band,  while  that  of  t  P  bope  arose  in  his 

a  ention  was  again  arrested  and ^  11  w  /  these,  hearing 
Snd,  on  seeing  some  cartfJ E yet able  to  walk.  Here 
those  convalescents  who  were >  not y  ded  at  s0  de- 

ih.  -»  e,.al  eas.  . 

liberate  a  pace,  that  Renzo  crutiny.  But  what  then. 

all  these  without  °ne  es^pl1Jfe  seCOnd,  thè  third,  and  so  on, 
he  examined  thè  first  ca,  g  result,  tip  to  thè  last, 

one  by  one,  always  with  th  Ca puchin,  with  a  grave 

%£?-«**  •» the  ^ 

with  Father  Felice.  ^nmnletely  dissipated;  and, 

Thus  was^  this  Boothing  op  away  the  comfort 

as  it  was  dissipated,  *t  .  *  as  is  generally  the  case, 

it  had  brought  along  ^  han’before  S  Now  thè  happiest 
left  him  in  a  worse  condì 1  ilL  Yet,  while  increasing 

alternative  was  to  find  present  hope,  he  clung 

fears  took  the  place  of  he  ardour  p  lancholy  and  fragile 
with  all  the  powers  of  his  “froad  ^ pursued  his  way  towards 
thread,  and  issuing  m  °  ^  just  left.  On  reachmg  thè 

thè  place  the  procession  ha  j  t  ^  knelt  down  upon  the 

foot  of  the  little  tempie,  |orth  a  prayer  to  God,  or 

lowest  step,  and  there -P  expressions,  broken  sentences 

rather  a  crowd  of  unconnec  P  ^  prornises;  one  of 

Si  “ò  uStAr  »  »»*  «"*  '“”sh  “ 

rompassion  without  contempt  d  went  round  thè 
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tempie,  carne  into  thè  other  road  which  he  had  not  before 
seen,  and  which  led  to  thè  opposite  gate,  and  after  going 
on  a  little  way,  saw  on  both  sides  thè  paling  thè  friàr  had 
told  him  of,  but  full  of  breaks  and  gaps,  exactly  as  he 
had  said. 

He  entered  through  one  of  these,  and  found  himself 
in  thè  quarter  assigned  to  thè  women.  Almost  at  thè  first 
step  he  took,  he  saw  lying  on  thè  ground  a  little  bell,  such 
as  thè  monatti  wore  upon  their  feet,  quite  perfect,  with 
all  its  straps  and  buckles;  and  it  immediately  struck  him 
that  perhaps  such  an  instrument  might  serve  him  as  a  pass- 
port  in  that  place.  He  therefore  pìcked  it  up,  and,  looking 
round  to  see  if  any  one  were  watching  him,  buckled  it  on. 
He  then  set  himself  to  his  search,  to  that  search,  which, 
were  it  only  for  thè  multiplicity  of  thè  objects,  would  have 
been  extremely  wearisome,  even  had  those  objects  been 
anything  but  what  they  were.  He  began  to  survey,  or 
rather  to  contemplate,  new  scenes  of  suffering,  in  part  so 
similar  to  those  he  had  already  witnessed,  in  part  so  dis¬ 
similar:  for,  under  thè  same  calamity,  there  was  here  a 
different  kind  of  suffering,  so  to  say,  a  different  languor, 
a  different  complaining,  a  different  endurance,  a  different 
kind  of  mutuai  pity  and  assistance,  there  was,  too,  in  thè 
spectator,  another  kind  of  compassion,  so  to  say,  and  an- 
other  feeling  of  horror.  He  had  now  gone  I  know  not 
how  far,  without  success,  and  without  accidents,  when 
he  heard  behind  him  a  *  Hey  !  ’ — a  cali,  which  seemed  to 
be  addressed  to  him.  He  turned  round,  and  saw  at  a  little 
distance  a  commissary,  who,  with  uplifted  hand,  was  beck- 
oning  to  none  other  but  him,  and  crying,  *  There,  in  those 

oms,  youhe  wanted:  here  weVe  only  just  finished  clearing 
away/ 

Renzo  immediately  perceived  who  ni  he  was  taken  for, 
and  that  thè  little  bell  was  thè  cause  of  thè  mistake;  he 
called  himself  a  great  fool  for  having  thought  only  of  thè 
inconveniences  which  this  token  might  enable  him  to  avoid, 
and  not  of  those  which  it  might  draw  down  upon  him; 
and  at  thè  same  instant  devised  a  pian  to  free  himself 
from  thè  difficulty.  He  repeatedly  nodded  to  him  in  a  hur- 
ried  manner,  as  if  to  say  that  he  understood  and  would 
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obey;  and  then  got  out  of  his  sight  by  slipping  aside  be- 
tween  thè  cabins. 

When  he  thought  himself  far  enough  off,  he  began  to 
think  about  dismissing  this  cause  of  cffence;  and  to  per- 
form  thè  operation  without  being  observed,  he  stationed 
himself  in  thè  narrow  passage  between  two  little  huts, 
which  had  their  backs  turned  to  each  other.  Stooping 
down  to  unloose  thè  buckles,  and  in  this  position  resting 
his  head  against  thè  straw  wall  of  one  of  thè  cabins,  a 
voice  reached  his  ear  from  it  .  .  .  Oh  heavens  !  is  it  pos- 
sible?  His  whole  soul  was  in  that  ear;  he  held  his  breath 
.  .  .  Yes,  indeed!  it  is  that  voice!  .  .  .  ‘  Fear  of  what?’ 
said  that  gentle  voice  :  ‘  we  have  passed  through  much  worse 
than  a  storm.  He  who  has  preserved  us  hitherto,  will  pre¬ 
serve  us  even  now.’ 

If  Renzo  uttered  no  cry,  it  was  not  for  fear  of  being 
discovered,  but  because  he  had  no  breath  to  utter  it.  His 
knees  failed  beneath  him,  his  sight  became  dim;  but  it  was 
only  for  thè  first  moment;  at  thè  second  he  was  on  his  feet, 
more  alert,  more  vigorous  than  ever;  in  three  bounds  he 
was  round  thè  cabin,  stood  at  thè  doorway,  saw  her  who 
had  been  speaking,  saw  her  standing  by  a  bedside,  and 
bending  over  it.  She  turned  on  hearing  a  noise;  looked, 
fancied  she  mistook  thè  object,  looked  again  more  fixedly, 
and  exclaimed  :  ‘  Oh,  blessed  Lord  !  ’ 

‘  Lucia  !  IVe  found  you  !  Fve  found  you  !  It’s  really 
you  !  You’re  living  !  ’  exclaimed  Renzo,  advancing  towards 
her,  all  in  a  tremble. 

‘  Oh,  blessed  Lord  !  ’  replied  Lucia,  trembling  far  more 
violently.  ‘You?  What  is  this?  What  way?  Why? 
The  plague  !  ’ 

‘  Fve  had  it.  And  you  !  .  .  .’ 

‘Ah  !  and  I  too.  And  about  my  mother  ?  .  .  .’ 

‘  I  haven’t  seen  her,  for  she’s  at  Pasturo  ;  I  believe,  how- 
ever,  she’s  very  well.  But  you  .  .  .  how  pale  you  stili  are  ! 
how  weak  you  seem  !  You’re  recovered,  how  ever,  aren’t 
you?  ’ 

‘  The  Lord  has  been  pleased  to  leave  me  a  little  longer 
below.  Ah  Renzo  !  why  are  you  here  ?  ’ 

‘Why?’  said  Renzo,  drawing  all  thè  time  nearer  to  her; 
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É  do  you  ask  why?  Why  I  should  come  here!  Need  I  say 
why?  Who  is  there  I  ought  to  thinkabout?  Am  I  no 
longer  Renzo?  Are  you  no  longer  Lucia?’  . 

‘  Ah,  what  are  you  saying  !  What  are  you  saying  !  Didn  t 
my  mother  wHte  to  you?  .  . 

‘Ay:  that  indeed  she  did!  Fine  things  to  write  to  an 
unfortunate,  afflicted,  fugitive  wretch  to  a  young  fellow 
who  has  never  offered  you  a  single  affront,  at  least  ! ’ 

‘But  Renzo!  Renzo!  since  you  knew  .  .  .  why  come? 
why  ? 9 

‘  Why  come  ?  Oh  Lucia  !  Why  come,  do  you  say  ?  After 
so  many  promises!  Are  we  no  longer  ourselves?  Don’t 
you  any  longer  remember  ?  What  is  wanting  ?  ’ 

‘  Oh  Lord  !  ’  exclaimed  Lucia,  piteously,  clasping  her 
hands,  and  raising  her  eyes  to  heaven,  ‘Why  hast  Thou 
not  granted  me  thè  mercy  of  taking  me  to  Thyself  !  ... 
Oh  Renzo,  whatever  have  you  done?  See;  I  was  beginning 
to  hope  that  ...  in  time  .  .  .  you  would  have  forgotten 

me  .  .  „  ,  , , 

‘A  fine  hope,  indeed  !  Fine  things  to  teli  me  to  my  face  ! 
‘Ah,  what  have  you  done?  and  in  this  place!  among  all 
this  misery  !  among  these  sights  !  here,  where  they  do  noth- 
ing  but  die,  you  have  !  .  .  .’ 

‘  We  must  pray  God  for  those  who  die,  and  hope  that 
they  will  go  to  a  good  place;  but  it  isn’t  surely  fair,  even 
for  this  reason,  that  they  who  live  should  live  in  de- 

spair  .  .  ,  , 

<  But  Renzo  !  Renzo  !  you  don’t  thmk  what  you  re  saymg. 

A  promise  to  thè  Madonna  ! — a  vow  !  .  .  , 

‘And  I  teli  you  they  are  promises  that  go  for  notrung. 
‘Oh  Lord!  What  do  you  say?  where  have  you  been 
all  this  time?  whom  have  you  mixed  with?  how  are  you 
talking  ? 9 

f  I’m  talking  like  a  good  Christian;  and  I  think  better  ^ 
of  thè  Madonna  than  you  do;  for  I  believe  she  doesn  t  wish 
for  promises  that  injure  one’s  fellow-creatures.  If  thè 
Madonna  had  spoken,  then,  indeed!  But  what  has  hap- 
pened?  a  mere  fancy  of  your  own.  Don’t  you  know  what 
you  ought  to  promise  thè  Madonna?  promise  her  that  thè 
first  daughter  we  have,  we’ll  cali  her  Maria;  foi  that  Im 
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willing  to  promise  too:  these  are  things  that  do  much  more 
honour  to  thè  Madonna;  these  are  devotions  that  have 
some  use  in  them,  and  do  no  harm  to  any  one’ 

.  No>  n°i  say  so:  you  don’t  know  what  you  are  say- 
mg;  you  don  t  know  what  it  is  to  make  a  vow;  you’ve 
never  been  in  such  circumstances  ;  you  haven’t  tried.  Leave 
me,  leave  me,  for  Heaven’s  sake  !  ’ 

And,  ske  “npetuously  rushed  from  him,  and  returned 
towards  thè  bed. 

tJÌUC-r!iSaÌd  hC’  without  stirring,  ‘just  teli  me  this  one 
thmg  if  there  was  not  this  reason  .  .  .  would  you  be  thè 
same  to  me  as  ever  ? 9 

,;ffiH^rtIes*  man  !  ’  replied  Lucia,  turning  round,  and  with 
difficulty  restrainmg  her  tears:  ‘when  youVe  made  me  say 
whats  quite  useless,  what  would  do  me  harm,  and  what 
perhaps  would  be  sinful,  will  you  be  content  then  ?  Go’ 

?Z77°r  d°  f !  ,think  n0  more  of  me;  we  were  not  in- 

tended  for  each  other.  We  shall  meet  again  above;  now 
we  cannot  have  much  longer  to  stay  in  this  world.  Ah  eo  r 

S  r  kn°w  that  Fm  recovered;  that  bere, 

too  God  has  always  helped  me:  and  that  IVe  found  a  kind 
creature  this  good  lady,  who’s  like  a  mother  to  me;  teli  her 

S  6  ^T1  Preserved  from  this  disease,  and  that  we 
all  see  each  other  again,  when  and  how  God  pleases.  Go 
away,  for  Heaven’s  sake,  and  think  no  more  about  me  . 
except  when  you  say  your  prayers/ 

tnA,'ld’  I'ke,5>ne  w,ho  ,has  nothing  more  to  say,  and  wishes 
bear  nothing  further,— like  one  who  would  withdraw 
herself  from  danger,  she  again  retreated  closer  to  thè  bed 
where  lay  thè  lady  she  had  mentioned. 

at+emntfn*  l'™*’  Hsten’’  Said  Renzo’  without,  however, 
attemptmg  to  go  any  nearer. 

No,  no  ;  go  away,  for  charity’s  sake  f  ’ 

Listen:  Father  Cristoforo 
‘What?’ 

‘  He’s  here.’ 

Here  !  Where  ?  How  do  you  know  ?  ’ 

,.J’ve  sP°ken  t0  him  a  little  while  ago;  IVe  been  with 
to  me0*"  3  ’Sh°rt  tlme  :  and  a  reIigious  man  like  him,  it  seems 
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has^helhad^hVplague?  ^  P°°r  SÌCk’  1  dare  Say‘  But  he? 

»Me  toS  ™”h „f£iÌStaod'y  *fraid  •  •  •  ’  And 

“  h' !  ”  is°he  S«"”! 

“*«  «aSLX'iW.Si.^  b“ 

SbT"'  ' at  ii's  *00  “sy  •  •  •  »  »«  “:? 

^Oh,  and  he’s  here  indeed.’ 

‘  Oh,  most  holy  Virgin  !  ’  remember  !... 

didrt'altlboufyoÓ”^''  sIr„,m',y  ‘hÌnk  '■'•',1“,'«-  W. 

H  ym  knew  what  he  s’ho.ed  S  Yofehlì,  '  Y  ,  A”d 

I  want  to  teli  you  Ww  hr>  0n^  *  °U  Sh,?  1  hear>  bui  now 

own  lips.  He  told  me  I  diri  ri  v!f  +t0  me  ^rst’  ^e’  wlt^  ^1$ 
and  that  thè  T  nrff  =>  ^  ^  come  and  look  for  you 

would^i^^hfi  ì  ****  a<*»g  -,  ya°nd 
but  surel/he’s  1  sa?nt.y  yofsee!’  ^  ^  **  trUth: 

word^.l’  he  Said  S°’  WaS  because  he  didn’t  know  a 

done^out  oT^^^d^fT  ?°Ut  *****  y°U’ve 
advice  of  any  one?  A  er,nrl  ™jth°Ut  ruIe’  and.  without  thè 
he  is,  would  never  thinkg  of  ih'™’  ^  °f  ^gment,  as 

what  he  showed  óe  ,°f  !h„7?  ?"  klnd'  B“l  <*. 

lo  thè  cabin-  1  '“'e,lle  «latri  his  ,i,it 

f  d  must  bave  bL  ^ 

W“  twenvhelmed  °with 

h«^lw%tT;e“h°a^UhTCta»°'d'he  V'  11 

to  that  poor  feJlow  .  fnow  I  renlf81^^  t0  ?h°W  merc3r 

«•Het  nume,  .  .  .  aid 
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ment  but  wishes  that  we  should  pray  for  him  together. 

•  **  «“*  «  -  where  the 
Lord  sfaaU  place  us;  He  vili  know  how  to  unite  our  pray- 

ers.J  „  .  ,  ,  ? 

<  But  if  I  teli  you  his  very  words  !... 

<  'RiU  Renzo,  he  doesn’t  know  ...  .  .  . 

it  ti^hedLOTdy*atSmakcfhtoTpeak1^  and^thlt  he  wouldnjt 

s^nKSSStaSS 

creature  to  be,  m  thè  er  w  ,  be  ^  ^ 

f tk?  For  H  return  Io  reason,  then  all  wiU  be  as 

■  fri,'.;  wh,;  .rbien!  has  bee»;  he  has  had  bis  p»»,h- 

may  show  mercy;  leave  Him  to  do  „,a?  Óight,  iould 

“ «  *•«* ** 

l£  ‘And by aurino ther,  'that  poor  Agnese,  who 
wished  me  well,  and  who  strove  so  to  see  us  husband  and 
wife  has  she  never  told  you  that  it  was  a  perverted  idea 
of  yóurs ?  She,  who  has  made  you  listen  to  reason,  too,  at 
2he°  tìmes  ;  £<>;,  o„  certa»  subjects,  she  thinks  more  w.sely 

tt'My°»óthérl  do  yo»  think  my  niother  would 

to  break  a  vow!  But,  Renzo!  you’re  not  m  your  proper 

"'‘Oh’  will  you  have  me  say  so?  You  women  canno! .  un- 

derstand  these  things.  Father  Cristoforo  told  me  to  go 

back  and  teli  him  whether  I  had  found  you.  I;  g  g- 

we’ll  bear  what  he  says;  whatever  he  thinks  ... 

‘Yes  yes;  go  to  that  holy  man;  teli  him  that  I  pray  for 

him  and^sk  him  to  do  so  for  me,  for  I  need  it  so  much 

so  very  much  !  But  for  Heaven’s  sake,  for  your  own  soul 
SO  very  xiiuc  _  _  ,  harm. 
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to  .  .  .  tempt  me.  Father  Cristoforo  will  know  how  lo 
explàin  things  to  you,  and  bring  you  to  your  proper  senses; 
he  will  make  you  set  your  heart  at  rest.  ...  £ 

‘  My  heart  at  rest  !  Oh,  you  may  drive  this  idea  out  of 
vour  head.  You’ve  already  had  those  abominable  words 
written  to  me;  and  I  know  what  I’ve  suffered  from  them; 
and  now  you’ve  thè  heart  to  say  so  to  me.  I  teli  you  plainly 
and  flatly  that  I’il  never  set  my  heart  at  rest.  You  want 
to  forget  me  ;  but  I  don’t  want  to  forget  you.  And  I  assure 
you— do  you  hear?— that  if  you  make  me  lqse  my  senses, 

I  shall  never  get  them  again.  Away  with  my  business, 
away  with  good  rules.  Will  you  condemn  me  to  be  a  mad- 
man  all  my  life?  and  like  a  madrnan  I  shall  be  .  .  .  And 
that  poor  fellow  !  The  Lord  knows  whetlier  I’ve  not  for- 
given  him  from  my  heart;  but  you  .  .  .  Will  you  make 
me  think,  for  thè  rest  of  my  life,  that  if  he  had  not .  .  .  . 
Lucia,  you  have  bid  me  forget  you:  forget  you!  How 
can  I?  Whom  do  you  think  I  have  thought  about  for  all 
this  tinte?  .  .  .  And  after  so  many  things!  after  so  rnany 

promises!  What  have  I  done  to  you  since  we  parted?  Do 

you  treat  me  in  this  way  because  I’ve  suffered?  because 
l’ve  had  misfortunes?  because  thè  world  has  persecuted  me. 
because  I’ve  spent  so  long  a  time  from  home,  unhappy,  and 
far  from  you?  because  thè  first  moment  I  could,  I  carne  to 

look  for  you?  ’ 

When  Lucia  could  sufficienti  command  herself  to  speak, 
she  exclaimed  again,  joining  her  hands,  and  raising  her 
eyes  to  heaven,  bathed  in  tears:  ‘  O  most  holy  Virgin,  do 
thou  help  me  !  Thou  knowest  that,  since  that  night  I  have 
never  passed  such  a  moment  as  this.  Thou  didst  succour 
me  then  ;  oh  succour  me  also  now  !  ’  ...  .  . 

‘  Yes,  Lucia,  you  do  right  to  invoke  thè.  Madonna;  but 
why  will  you  believe  that  she,  who  is  so  kind,  thè  mothei 
of  mercy,  can  have  pleasure  in  rnaking  us  suffer  .  .  .  me, 
at  any  rate  ...  for  a  word  that  escaped  you  at  a  moment 
when  you  knew  not  what  you  were  saying?  Will  you 
believe  that  she  helped  you  then,  to  bring  us  mto  trouble 
afterwards?  .  .  .  If,  after  all,  this  is  only  an  excuse;— if 
thè  truth  is,  that  I  have  become  hateful  to  you  .  .  .  teli  me 
so  .  .  .  speak  plainly.’ 
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For  pity’s  sake,  Renzo,  for  pity’s  sake,  for  thè  sake 

quite°Ur  PTjead’  mVC  d°tne’  have  d°ne’  don,t  kiU  me 
S;:1,  wouId  not  be  a  g°od  conclusion.  Go  to 
,  f  ,  Cristoforo,  commend  me  to  him;  and  don’t  come 
back  here,  don’t  come  back  here.’ 

T’d  Irnni  ^  t°% T7  fanCy  whether  1  shaI!  return  or  not! 

^T^,'ysa;“r:‘i,he  end  of  ,he  *"** 1 

her  head  agamst  ìt,  contmued  to  weep  bitterly.  Thè  lady 

iÌ°bUufLn0Wrhadtbeen  attentivel7  watching  and  lisS 

ine  rfthkV  v°ken  t  W°rd’  asked  what  was  the  mean- 
W,  ri,*  !,PPanh?n’  thlS  meetin-  these  tears.  But  per- 

■  wePwiHepndader’  n\11S  tUrn’  may  ask  who  this  person  was; 
we  will  endeavour  to  satisfy  him  in  a  few  words 

à*e  Tnri,a  WeaIthy  tcrades;voman>  of  atout  thirty  years  of 

SSh  nf  ?  u°Te  .,°f  a  few  days  she  had  witnessed  the 
death  of  her  husband,  m  his  own  house,  and  every  one  of 

and  bemg  herself  attacked  shortly  afterwards 

Th  hade  rm°n  malady’  and  COnveyed  to  the7LaSS 
W ,beTen  acco“modated  ^  this  little  cabin,  at  the 
thè  -thf  LUC1?’  fftCr  havlng  unconsciously  surmounted 

SanclT  her6  thC  dÌSeaSe’  and’  CqUaIIy  unconsciously, 
changed  her  compamons  several  times,  was  beginning  to 

recover  and  regain  her  senses,  which  she  had  tost  slce 

housf  TheTuetnCemM  1  °if  her  attaCk  in  Don  Ferrante’s 

ouse.  The  hut  could  only  contain  two  patients-  and  an 
intimacy  and  affection  had  very  soon  sprung  up’ between 
these  associates  m  sickness,  bereavement,  and  depression 
alone  as  they  were  in  the  midst  of  so  great  a  multitude’ 

?  as,.could  scarceIy  have  arisen  from  long  intercoursé 

to  1e6nd  h  r  clrcumstances-  Lucia  was  soon  if  a  Sdon 
lend  her  Services  to  her  companion,  who  rapidly  became 
worse  Now  that  she,  too,  had  passed  thè  crisis  tìS 

othlrVad  rnSTa10”8’  encoura§'ement>  a"d  guards  to  each 
ottìer  had  made  a  promise  not  to  leave  the  Lazzaretto  ex- 

cep  ogether,  and  had,  besides,  concerted  other  measures 
o  prevent  their  separation  after  having  quitted  it. 

Ihe  merchant-woman,  who,  having  left  her  dwelling. 
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warefiouse,  and  coffers,  all  well  furnished,  under  thè  care 
of  on§  of  her  brothers,  a  commissioner  of  health,  was  about 
to  become  sole  and  mournful  mistress  of  much  more  than 
she  required  to  live  comfortably,  wished  to.  keep  Lucia 
with  her,  like  a  daughter  or  sister;  and  to  this  Lucia  had 
acceded,  with  what  gratitude  to  her  benefactress  and  to 
Providence  thè  reader  may  imagine;  but  only  until  she 
could  hear  some  tidings  of  her  mother,  and  learn,  as  she 
hoped,  what  was  her  will.  With  her  usuai  reserve,  how- 
ever,  she  had  never  breathed  a  syllable  about  her  intended 
marriage,  nor  of  her  other  remarkable  advetitures.  But 
now,  in  such  agitation  of  feelings,  she  had  at  least  as 
much  need  to  give  vent  to  them,  as  thè  other  a  wish  to  listen 
to  them.  And,  clasping  thè  right  hand  of  her  friend,  in 
both  hers,  she  immediately  began  to  satisfy  her  inquiries, 
without  further  obstacles  than  those  which  her  sobs  pre- 
sented  to  thè  melancholy  recital. 

Renzo,  meanwhile,  trudged  off  in  great  haste,  towards  thè 
quarters  of  thè  good  friar.  With  a  little  care,  and  not 
without  some  steps  thrown  away,  he  at  length  succeeded  in 
reaching  them.  He  found  thè  cabin  :  its  occupant,  however, 
was  not  there  ;  but,  rambling  and  peeping  about  in  its 
vicinity,  he  discovered  him  in  a  tent,  stooping  towards  thè 
ground,  or,  indeed,  almost  lying  upon  his  face,  administer- 
ing  consolation  to  a  dying  person.  He  drew  back,  and 
waited  in  silence.  In  a  few  moments  he  saw  him  dose 
thè  poor  cre.ature’s  eyes,  raise  himself  upon  his  knees,  and 
after  a  short  prayer,  get  up.  He  then  went  fonvard,  and 
advanced  to  meet  him. 

‘Oh!’  said  thè  friar,  on  seeing  him  approacii:  ‘We^* 

‘  She’s  there  :  Fve  found  her  ! 9 

‘  In  what  state?  * 

{ Recovered,  or  at  least  out  of  her  bed/ 

‘  The  Lord  be  praised  ! y 

‘But.  .  /  said  Renzo,  when  he  carne  near  enough  to 
be  able  to  speak  in  an  under-tone,  f  there’s  another  diffi- 
culty/ 

É  What  do  you  mean  ? 9 

‘I  mean  that  .  .  .  You  know  already  what  a  good  crea¬ 
ture  this  young  girl  is;  but  she’s  sometinies  rather  positive 
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in  her  opinions.  After  so  many  promises,  after  all  you 
know  of,  now  she  actually  tells  me  she  can’t  marry  me, 
because  she  says, — how  can  I  express  it? — in  that  night 
of  terror,  her  brain  became  heated— that  is  to  say,  she  made 
a  vow  to  thè  Madonna.  Things  without  any  foundation, 
aren’t  they?  Good  enough  for  those  who  have  knowledge, 
and  grounds  for  doing  them;  but  for  us  common  people, 
that  don  t  well  know  what  we  ought  to  do  ...  aren  t  they 
things  that  won’t  hold  good?  ’ 

‘  Is  she  very  far  from  here  ?  ’ 

‘Oh,  no:  a  few  yards  beyond  thè  church.’ 

‘ Wait  here  for  me  a  moment,’  said  thè  friar;  ‘and  then 
we’ll  go  together.’ 

‘  Do  you  mean  that  you’ll  give  her  to  understand  .  . 

‘  I  know  nothing  about  it,  my  son  ;  I  must  first  hear  what 
she  has  to  say  to  me.’ 

‘  I  understand,’  said  Renzo  ;  and  he  was  left,  with  his  eyes 
fixed  on  thè  ground,  and  his  arms  crossed  on  his  breast, 
to  ruminate  in  still-unallayed  suspense.  The  friar  again 
went  in  search  of  Father  Vittore,  begged  him  once  more 
to  supply  his  place,  went  into  his  cabin,  carne  forth  with 
a  basket  on  his  ami,  and  returning  to  his  expectant  coni- 
panion,  said  :  ‘  Let  us  go.’  He  then  went  forward,  leading 
thè  way  to  that  same  cabin  which,  a  little  while  before, 
they  had  entered  together.  This  time  he  left  Renzo  out- 
side  ;  he  himself  entered,  and  reappeared  in  a  moment  or 
two,  saying:  ‘Nothing!  We  must  pray;  we  must  pray. 
Now,’  added  he,  ‘  you  must  be  my  guide.’ 

And  they  set  off  without  further  words.  The  weather 
had  been  for  some  time  gradually  becoming  worse,  and  now 
plainly  announced  a  not  very  distant  storni.  ■  Frequent 
flashes  of  lightning  broke  in  upon  thè  increasing  obscurity, 
and_  illuminated  with  momentary  brilliancy  thè  long,  long 
roofs  and  arches  of  thè  porticoes,  thè  cupola  of  thè  tempie, 
and  thè  more  numide  roofs  of  thè  cabins  ;  while  thè  claps  of 
thunder,  bursting  forth  in  sudden  peals,  rolled  rumbling 
along  from  one  quarter  of  thè  heavens  to  thè  other.  The 
young  man  went  forward  intent  upon  his  way,  and  his 
heart  full  of  uneasy  expectations,  as  he  compelled  himself 
to  slacken  his  pace,  to  accommodate  it  to  thè  strength  of 
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his  follower  ;  who,  wearied  by  his  labours,  suffering  under 
thè  pressure  of  thè  malady,  and  oppressed  by  thè  sultry 
heat,  walked  on  with  difficulty,  occasionally  raising  his 
pale  face  to  heaven,  as  if  to  seek  for  freer  respiration. 

When  they  carne  in  sight  of  thè  little  cabin,  Renzo 
stopped,  turned  round,  and  said  with  a  trembling  voice: 
‘There  she  is/ 

They  enter  .  .  .  4  See  :  they’re  there  !  ’  exclaimed  thè  lady 
from  her  bed.  Lucia  turned,  sprang  up  precipitately,  and 
advanced  to  meet  thè  aged  man,  crying:  ‘Oh,  whom  do  I 
see?  Oh,  Father  Cristoforo V 

‘Well,  Lucia!  from  how  many  troubles  has  thè  Lord 
deli  ver  ed  you  !  You  must  indeed  rejoice  that  you  have 
always  trusted  in  Him/ 

‘Oh  yes,  indeed!  But  you,  Father?  Poor  me,  how  you 
are  altered  !  How  are  you?  teli  me,  how  are  you?  ’ 

‘As  Goà  wills,  and  as,  by  His  grace,  I  will  also/  replied 
thè  friar,  with  a  placid  look.  And  drawing  her  on  one 
side,  he  added  ;  ‘  Listen  :  I  can  only  stay  here  a  few  mo- 
ments.  Are  you  inclined  to  confide  in  me,  as  you  have 
done  hitherto  ? 9 

‘  Oh  !  are  you  not  always  my  Father?  ’ 

‘Then,  my  daughter,  what  is  this  vow  that  Renzo  has 
been  telling  me  about  ?  ’ 

‘It’s  a  vow  that  I  made  to  thè  Madonna  not  to  marry/ 

‘  But  did  you  recollect  at  thè  time,  that  you  were  already 
bound  by  another  promise  ?  * 

‘When  it  related  to  thè  Lord  and  thè  Madonna!... 
No;  I  didn’t  think  about  it/ 

‘My  daughter,  thè  Lord  approves  of  sacrifices  and  offer- 
ings  when  we  make  them  of  our  own.  It  is  thè  heart 
that  He  desires,— thè  will;  but  you  could  not  offer  him 
thè  will  of  another,  to  whom  you  had  already  pledged 
yourself/ 

‘  Have  I  done  wrong  ?  ’ 

‘No,  my  poor  child,  don’t  think  so:  I  believe,  rather, 
that  thè  holy  Virgin  will  have  accepted  thè  intentimi  of 
your  affiicted  heart,  and  have  presented  it  to  God  for  you. 
But  teli  me  :  have  you  never  consulted  with  any  one  on  this 
sub j  ect  ?  9 
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4  I  didn’t  think  it  was  a  sin  I  ought  to  confess  ;  and  what 
little  good  one  does,  one  has  no  need  to  teli/ 

6  Have  you  no  other  motive  that  hinders  you  from  ful- 
filling  thè  promise  you  have  made  to  Renzo  ? 9 

‘As  to  this  .  .  .  for  me  .  .  .  what  motive?  ...  I  cannot 
say  .  .  .  nothing  else/  replied  Lucia,  with  a  hesitation  so 
expressed  that  it  announced  anything  but  uncertainty  of 
thought;  and  her  cheeks,  stili  pale  from  illness,  suddenly 
glowed  with  thè  deepest  crimson. 

4  Do  you  believe/  resumed  thè  old  man,  lowering  his 
eyes,  4  that  God  has  given  to  His  Church  authority  to  remit 
and  retain,  according  as  it  proves  best,  thè  debts  and  ob- 
ligations  that  men  may  have  contracted  to  Him  ?  ’ 

4  Yes,  indeed  I  do/ 

4  Know,  then,  that  we  who  are  charged  with  thè  care  of 
thè  souls  in  this  place,  have,  for  all  those  who  apply  to  us, 
thè  most  ampie  powers  of  thè  Church;  and  consequently, 
that  I  can,  when  you  request  it,  free  you  from  thè  obliga- 
tion,  whatever  it  may  be,  that  you  may  have  contracted 
by  this  your  vow/ 

4  But  is  it  not  a  sin  to  turn  back,  and  to  repent  of  a 
promise  made  to  thè  Madonna?  I  made  it  at  thè  time 
with  my  whole  heart  .  .  /  said  Lucia,  violently  agitated 
by  thè  assault  of  so  unexpected  a  hope,  for  so  I  must  cali 
it,  and  by  thè  uprising,  on  thè  other  hand,  of  a  terror, 
fortified  by  all  thè  thoughts  which  had  so  long  been  thè 
principal  occupation  of  her  mind. 

■A  sin,  my  daughter?’  said  thè  Father,  4  a  sin  to  have 
recourse  to  thè  Church,  and  to  ask  her  minister  to  make 
use  of  thè  authority  whic'h  he  has  received  from  her,  and 
she  has  received  from  God?  I  have  seen  how  you  two 
have  been  led  to  unite  yourselves;  and,  assuredly,  if  ever 
it  would  seem  that  two  were  joined  together  by  God,  you 
were — you  are  those  two;  nor  do  I  now  see  that  God  may 
wish  you  to  be  put  asunder.  And  I  bless  Him  that  He 
has  given  me,  unworthy  as  I  am,  thè  power  of  speaking 
in  His  name,  and  returning  to  you  your  plighted  word. 
And  if  you  request  me  to  declare  you  absolved  from  this 
vow,  I  shall  not  hesitate  to  do  it;  nay,  I  wish  you  may 
request  me/ 
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tfThen!  .  .  .  then  !  .  .  .  I  do  request  you/  said  Lucia, 
with  a  countenance  no  longer  agitated,  except  by  modesty. 

The  friar  beckoned  to  thè  youth,  who  was  standing  in 
thè  furthest  corner,  intently  watching  (silice  he  could  do 
nothing  else)  thè  dialogue  in  which  he  was  so  much  in- 
terested  ;  and,  on  his  drawing  near,  pronounced,  in  an 
explicit  voice,  to  Lucia,  *  By  thè  authority  I  have  received 
from  thè  Church,  I  declare  you  absolved  from  thè  vow  o£ 
virginity,  annulling  what  may  have  been  unadvised  in  it, 
and  freeing  you  from  every  obligation  you  may  thereby 
have  contracted/ 

Let  thè  reader  imagine  how  these  words  sounded  in 
Renzo’s  ears.  His  eyes  eagerly  thanked  him  who  had 
uttered  them,  and  instantly  sought  those  of  Lucia;  but  in 
vain. 

f  Return  in  security  and  peace  to  your  former  desires/ 
pursued  thè  Capuchin,  addressing  Lucia;  ‘  beseech  thè  Lord 
again  for  those  graces  you  once  besought  to  make  you  a 
holy  wife;  é  ìid  rely  upon  it,  that  He  will  bestow  them 
upon  you  more  abundantly,  after  so  many  sorrows.  And 
you/  said  he,  twrning  to  Renzo,  ‘  remember,  my  son,  that 
if  thè  Church  restores  to  you  this  companion,  she  does 
it  not  to  procure  for  you  a  temporal  and  earthly  pleasure, 
which,  even  could  it  be  complete,  and  free  from  all  in- 
termixture  of  sorrow,  must  end  in  one  great  affliction  at 
thè  moment  of  leaving  you  ;  but  she  does  it  to  lead  you  both 
forward  in  that  way  of  pleasantness  which  shall  have  no 
end.  Love  each  other  as  companions  in  a  journey,  with 
thè  thought  that  you  will  have  to  part  from  one  another, 
and  with  thè  hope  of  being  reunited  for  ever.  Thank 
Heaven  that  you  have  been  led  to  this  state,  not  through 
thè  midst  of  turbulent  and  transitory  joys,  but  by  sufferings 
and  misery,  to  dispose  you  to  tranquil  and  collected  joy. 
If  God  grants  you  children,  make  it  your  object  to  bring 
them  up  for  Him*,  to  inspire  them  with  love  to  Him,  and 
to  all  men;  and  then  you  will  traili  them  rightly  in  every- 
thing  else.  Lucia!  has  he  told  you/  and  he  pointed  to 
Renzo,  f  whom  he  has  seen  bere  ?  ’ 

‘  Oh  yes,  Father,  he  has  ! 9 

c  You  will  pray  for  him!  Don’t  be  weary  of  doing  so. 
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And  you  will  pray  also  for  me;  .  .  .  My  children!  I  wish 
you  to  have  a  remembrance  of  thè  poor  friar/  And  he 
drew  out  of  his  basket  a  little  box  of  some  common  kind 
of  wood,  but  turned  and  polished  with  a  certain  Capuchin 
precision,  and  continued;  ‘Within  this  is  thè  remainder 
of  that  loaf  .  .  .  thè  first  I  asked  for  charity;  that  loaf, 
of  which  you  must  have  heard  speak!  I  leave  it  to  you: 
take  care  of  it;  show  it  to  your  children!  They  will  be 
born  into  a  wretched  world,  into  a  miserable  age,  in  thè 
midst  of  proud  and  exasperating  men:  teli  them  always 
to  forgive,  always  ! — everything,  everything  !  and  to  pray 
for  thè  poor  friar  ! , 

So  saying,  he  handed  thè  box  to  Lucia,  who  received 
it  with  reverence,  as  if  it  had  been  a  sacred  relic.  Then, 
with  a  calmer  voice,  he  added,  4  Now  then,  teli  me  ;  what 
have  you  to  depend  upon  here  in  Milan?  Where  do  you 
propose  to  lodge  on  leaving  this?  And  who  will  conduci 
you  to  your  mother,  whom  may  God  have  preserved  in 
health  ?  ’ 

*  This  good  lady  is  like  a  mother  to  me:  we  shall  leave 
this  place  together,  and  then  she  will  provide  for  every 
thing/ 

6  God  bless  you/  said  thè  friar,  approaching  thè  bed. 

*  I,  too,  thank  you/  said  thè  widow,  *  for  thè  comfort 
you  have  given  these  poor  creatures;  though  I  had  counted 
upon  keeping  this  dear  Lucia  always  with  me.  But  I  will 
keep  her  in  thè  mean  while;  I  will  accompany  her  to  her 
own  country,  and  deliver  her  to  her  mother;  and/  added 
she,  in  a  lower  tone,  6 1  should  like  to  provide  her  wardrobe. 
I  have  too  much  wealth,  and  have  not  one  left  out  of  those 
who  should  have  shared  it  with  me/ 

‘  You  may  thus/  said  thè  friar,  ‘  make  an  acceptable 
offering  to  thè  Lord,  and  at  thè  same  time  benefit  your 
neighbour.  I  do  not  recommend  this  young  girl  to  you, 
for  I  see  already  how  she  has  become  your  daughter:  it 
only  remains  to  bless  God,  who  knows  how  to  show  Him- 
self  a  father  even  in  chastisement,  and  who,  by  bringing 
you  together,  has  given  so  plain  a  proof  of  His  love  to 
both  of  you.  But  come  !  ’  resumed  he,  turning  to  Renzo, 
and  taking  him  by  thè  hand,  *  we  two  have  nothing  more 
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to  dolere:  we  bave  already  been  bete  ,0„g.  Ecf 

f Oh,  Father!’  said  Lucia*  ‘  cu«n  t 

who  am  of  no  Service  in  th’.G  S  m  J,  See  you  aSa!n  ?  I, 
you!  .  .  world  have  recovered;  and 

mild  and  serious^tone^^^nce0’  I  r?pI'ed  ,the  °ld  man.  in  a 
very  great  mercy  that  t  'fS0U^ht  °f  thè  Lord  a 

of  my  fellow-creatures  t/tt  ^  days  in  tIle  Service 
it  mi  I  wou.d  “ S  .  i  ■„  gran, 

t»  assist  me  in  prais‘1  Bbu  r  "y  '°Te  ,or  ”«• 
messages  to  your  mother  ’  '  °me>  glVe  Renzo  your 

tré,™,,  “*  l—  >o  ber  be- 

will  come  to  her  tos-ether  m°ther  here>  that  we 

I  hope,  eamestiy  bop®  tTbnd  “  P°SSÌMe-  “d  *"« 

*1  *m  **  me  all 

■Lei  us  go,'  sugiélte/theTrlar'  1  U'’‘  0nly  m“ch-’ 
Good-bye,  till  we  meet  again  '  Lucia  t  „  ,  , 

WA  ^n'suS^moment?  t0  ^  *°  ***** 

US‘M  t0  "lee^ agail^^  wffl  allow 

Cristoforo  ^ ^  y°U’’  Said  Friar 

Renzo,  he  quitted  thè  cabin  P  nS;  and’  accomPanied  by 

-m  ££t*2£'*‘1£Z  f 

SMxr1.  rrottr- 

company,’  added  he;  ‘  but  you  will  m  least  hL?  /  P  7°U 
Renzo,  however  was  Knmmt,  *  u  CaSt  be  under  cover.’ 
to  remain  any  lon’ger  in  such  f  ni*  ^  g<£le’  and  cared  not 
be  allowed  to  see  Luda  again  noT’  T  he  WOUld  not 

a  little  conversation  wlthTe'Vod^  W  Ist  th°  ^ 

a"d dayt  -- 

.0  *»  a.  that  mem^  ”1 ^  £  SS  £SJ 
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friend,  but  said  that  he  would  rather  go  as  soon  as  possible 

in  search  of  Agnese.  ,  ~  .  nreeSed  his  hand, 

pr,y 

^^dtafFattru’.^We  shall  meet  again?-we  shall 
meet  again?’  ,  WOrds  he  parted  from 

l0°kS  l.TwTa»  „n„  «1  bile  e-,,  eclling  abou., 
scene.  There  _was  an  unusua  ’securing  thè  curtains 

from  thè  impending  storni. 


CHAPTER  XXXVII 

SCARCELY  had  Renzo  crossed  thè  threshold  of  thè 
Lazzaretto,  and  taken  thè  way  to  thè  right,  to  find 
thè  narrow  road  by  which,  in  thè  morning,  he  had 
come  out  under  thè  walls,  when  a  few  large  and  scattered 
drops  began  to  fall,  which  lighting  upon,  and  rebounding 
from,  thè  white  and  parched  road,  stirred  up  a  cloud  of 
very  fine  dust;  these  soon  ftiultiplied  into  rain;  and  before 
he  reached  thè  by-path,  it  poured  down  in  torrents.  Far 
from  feeling  any  disquietude,  Renzo  luxuriated  in  it,  and 
enjoyed  himself  in  that  refreshing  coolness,  that  murmur, 
that  generai  motion  of  thè  grass  and  leaves,  shaking,  drip- 
ping,  revived,  and  glistening,  as  they  were;  he  drew  in 
several  deep  and  long  breaths;  and  in  that  relenting  of 
nature,  felt  more  freely  and  more  vividly,  as  it  were,  that 
which  had  been  wróught  in  his  own  destiny, 

But,  how  far  fuller  and  more  unalloyed  would  have  been 
this  feeling,  could  he  have  divined  what  actually  was  beheld 
a  few  days  afterwards,  that  that  rain  carried  off,— washed 
away,  so  to  say,— thè  contagion  ;  that,  from  that  day  for- 
ward,  thè  Lazzaretto,  if  it  was  not  about  to  restore  to  thè 
living  all  thè  living  whom  it  contained,  would  engulf,  at 
least  no  others;  that,  within  one  week,  doors  and  shops 
would  be  seen  re-opened;  quarantine  would  scarcely  be 
spoken  of  any  longer;  and  of  thè  pestilence  only  a  solitary 
token  or  two  remain  here  and  there;  that  trace  which  everv 
pestilence  had  left  behind  it  for  sòme  time. 

Our  traveller,  then,  proceeded  with  great  alacrity,  without 
having  formed  any  plans  as  to  where,  how,  when,  or  whether 
at  all,  he  should  stop  for  thè  night,  and  anxious  only  to  get 
torward,  to  reach  his  own  village  quickly,  to  find  somebody 
to  talk  to,  somebody  to  whom  he  might  relate  his  adventures 
and,  above  all,  to  set  off  again  immèdiately  on  his  way  to’ 
asturo,  m  search  of  Agnese.  His  mind  was  quite  confused 
by  thè  events  of  thè  day;  but  from  beneath  all  thè  misery 
thè  horrors,  and  thè  dangers  he  recalled,  one  little  thtìught 
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always  rose  to  thè  surface: — I’ve  fotmd  her;  she’s  recovered  : 
she’s  mine  ! — And  then  he  would  give  a  spring  which  scat- 
tered  a  drizzling  shower  around,  like  a  spaniel  coming  up 
out  of  thè  water;  at  other  times  he  would  content  himself 
with  rubbing  his  hands:  and  then,  on  he  would  go  more 
cheerily  than  ever.  With  his  eyes  fixed  upon  thè  road, 
he  gathered  up,  so  to  say,  thè  thoughts  he  had  left  there 
in  thè  moming,  and  thè  day  before,  as  he  carne;  and  with 
thè  greatest  glee,  those  very  same  which  he  had  then  most 
sought  to  banish  from  his  mind— thè  doubts,  thè  difficulty 
of  finding  her,  of  finding  her  alive,  amidst  so  many  dead 
and  dying!— And  I  have  found  her  alive!— he  concluded. 
He  recurred  to  thè  most  criticai  moments,  thè  most  terrible 
obscurities,  of  that  day;  he  fancied  himself  with  that  knocker 
in  his  hand:  will  she  be  here  or  not?  and  a  reply  so  little 
encouraging;  and  before  he  had  time  to  digest  it,  that  crowd 
of  mad  rascals  upon  him;  and  that  Lazzaretto,  that  sea? 
there  I  wished  to  find  her  !  And  to  have  fourid  her  there  ! 
He  recalled  thè  moment  when  thè  procession  of  convalescents 
had  done  passing  by  :  what  a  moment  !  what  bitter  sorrow  at 
not  finding  her  !  and  now  it  no  longer  mattered  to  him.  And 
that  quarter  for  thè  women  !  And  there,  behind  that  cabin, 
when  he  was  least  expecting  it,  to  hear  that  voice,  that  very 
voice!  And  to  see  her  !  To  see  her  standing  !  But  what 
then?  There  was  stili  that  knot  about  thè  vow,  and  drawn 
tighter  than  ever.  This  too  untied.  And  that  madness 
against  Don  Rodrigo,  that  cursed  canker  which  exasperated 
all  his  sorrows,  and  poisoned  all  his  joys,  even  that  rooted 
out.  So  that  it  would  be  difficult  to  imagine  a  state  of 
greater  satisfaction,  had  it  not  been  for  thè  uncertainty 
about  Agnese,  his  grief  for  Father  Cristoforo,  and  thè 
remembrance  that  he  was  stili  in  thè  midst  of  a  pestilence. 

He  arrived  at  Sesto  as  evening  was  coming  on,  without 
any  token  of  thè  ram  bemg  about  ,to  stop.  But  feeling 
more  than  ever  disposed  to  go  forward  ;  considering,  too, 
thè  many  difficulties  of  finding  a  lodging,  and  saturated 
as  he  was  with  wet,  he  would  not  even  think  of  an  inn. 
The  only  necessity  that  made  itself  felt  was  a  very  craving 
appetite;  for  success,  such  as  he  had  met  with,  would  have 
enabled  him  to  digest  something  more  substantial  than  thè 
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Capuchin’s  little  bowl  of  soup.  He  looked  about  to  see  if 
he  could  discover  a  baker’s  shop,  quickly  found  one,  and 
received  two  loaves  with  thè  tongs,  and  thè  other  cere- 
monies  we  have  described.  One  he  put  into  his  pocket,  thè 
other  to  his  mouth  ;  and  on  he  went. 

When  he  passed  through  Monza,  thè  night  had  com- 
pletely  closed  in:  he  managed,  however,  to  leave  thè  town 
in  thè  direction  that  led  to  thè  right  road.  But  except 
for  this  qualification,  which,  to  say  thè  truth,  was  a  great 
compensation,  it  may  be  imagined  what  kind  of  a  road  it 
was,  and  how  it  was  becoming  worse  and  worse  every 
moment.  Sunk  (as  were  all;  and  we  must  have  said  so 
elsewhere)^  between  two  banks,  almost  like  thè  bed  of  a 
river,  it  might  then  have  been  called,  if  not  a  river,  at  least 
in  reality  a  water-course  ;  and  in  many  places  were  holes 
and  puddles  from  which  it  was  difficult  to  recover  one’s 
shoes,  and  sometimes  one’s  footing.  But  Renzo  extricated 
himself  as  he  could,  without  impatience,  without  bad  lan- 
guage,  and  without  regrets;  consoling  himself  with  thè 
thought  that  every  step,  whatever  it  might  cost  him,  brought 
him  further  on  his  way,  that  thè  rain  would  stop  when  God 
should  see  fit,  that  day  would  come  in  its  own  time,  and 
that  thè  journey  he  was  meanwhile  performing,  would  then 
be  performed. 

Indeed,  I  may  say,  he  never  even  thought  of  this,  except 
in  thè  moments  of  greatest  need.  These  were  digressions  : 
thè  grand  employment  of  his  mind  was  going  over  thè 
hi  story  of  thè  melancholy  years  that  had  passed,  so  many 
perplexities,  so  many  adversities,  so  many  moments  in 
which  he  had  been  about  to  abandon  even  hope,  and  give 
up  everything  for  lost  ;  and  then  to  oppose  to  these  thè 
images  of  so  far  different  a  future,  thè  arrivai  of  Lucia, 
and  thè  wedding,  and  thè  setting  up  house,  and  thè  relating 
to  each  other  past  vicissitudes,  and,  in  short,  their  whole 
life. 

How  he  fared  at  forks  of  thè  road,  for  some  indeed 
there  were;  whether  his  little  experience,  together  with 
thè  glimmering  twilight,  enabled  him  always  to  find  thè 
right  road,  or  whether  he  always  turned  into  it  by  chance, 
I  am  not  able  to  say;  for  he  himself,  who  used  to  relate 
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his  history  with  great  minuteness,  rather  tediously  than 
otherwise  (and  everything  leads  us  to  believe  that  our 
anonymous  author  had  heard  it  from  him  more  than  once), 
he  himself  declared,  at  this  place,  that  he  remembered  no 
more  of  that  night  than  if  he  had  spent  it  in  bed,  dreaming. 
Certain  it  is,  however,  that  towards  its  dose,  he  found  him¬ 
self  on  thè  banks  of  thè  Adda. 

►  It  had  never  ceased  raining  a  moment;  but  at  a  certain 
stage  it  had  changed  from  a  perfect  deluge  to  more  moderate 

*  fain,  and  then  into  a  fine,  silent,  uniform  drizzle:  thè  lofty 
and  rarefied  clouds  formed  a  continuai,  but  light  and  trans- 
parént,  veil;  and  thè  twilight  dawn  allowed  Renzo  to  dis¬ 
tinguisi!  thè  surrounding  country.  Within  this  tract  was 
his  own  yillage  ;  and  what  he  felt  at  thè  thought  it  is  im- 
possible  to  describe.  I  can  only  say  that  those  mountains, 
that  neighbouring  Resegone ,  thè  whole  territory  of  Lecco, 
had  become,  as  it  were,  his  own  property.  He  glanced,  too, 
at  himself,  and  discovered  that  he  looked,  to  say  thè  truth, 
somewhat  of  a  contrast  to  what  he  felt,  to  what  he  even 
fancied  he  ought  to  look  :  his  clothes  shrunk  up  and  clinging 
to  his  body:  from  thè  crown  of  his  head  to  his  girdle  one 
dripping,  saturated  mass  :  from  his  girdle  to  thè  soles  of  his 
feet,  mud  and  splashes:  thè  places  which  were  free  from 
these  might  themselves  have  been  called  spots  and  splashes. 
And  could  he  have  seen  his  whole  figure  in  a  looking-glass, 
with  thè  brim  of  his  hat  unstiffened  and  hanging  down, 
and  his  hair  straight  and  sticking  to  his  face,  he  would 
have  considered  himself  a  stili  greater  beauty.  As  to  being 
tired,  he  may  have  been  so  ;  but,  if  he  were,  he  knew  noth- 
ing  about  it;  and  thè  freshness  of  thè  morning,  added  to 
that  of  thè  night  and  of  his  trifiing  bath,  only  inSpired  him 
with  more  energy,  and  a  wish  tò  get  forward  on  his  way 
more  rapidly. 

He  is  at  Pescate;  he  pursues  his  course  along  thè  re- 
maining  part  of  thè  road  that  runs  by  thè  side  of  thè  Adda, 
giving  a  melancholy  glance,  however,  at  Pescarenico;  he 
crosses  thè  bridge;  and,  through  fields  and  lanes,  shortly 
arrives  at  his  friénd's  hospitable  dwelling.  He,  who,  only 
just  risen,  wàs  standing  in  thè  doorway  to  watch  thè  weather, 
rai§ed  his  ,  eyes  in  amazement  at  that  strange  figure,  so 
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drenched,  bespattered,  and,  we  may  say,  dirty,  yet  at  thè 
same  time,  so  lively  and  at  ease:  in  his  whole  life  he  had 
never  seen  a  man  worse  equipped,  and  more  thoróughly 
contented. 

^Aha  !  ’  said  he:  4  here  already  ?  and  in  sneh  weather  ! 
How  have  things  gone  ?  ’ 

‘  She’s  there,’  said  Renzo:  ‘she’s  there,  she’s  there.’ 

‘  Well?  ’ 

‘  Recovered,  which  is  better.  I  have  to  thank  thè  Lord 
and  thè  Madonna  for  it  as  long  as  I  live.  But  oh  !  such 
grand  things,  such  wonderful  things  !  FU  teli  you  all  after- 

wards/ 

*  But  what  a  plight  you  are  in  ! 9 

6  Tm  a  beauty,  am  I  not  ?  ’ 

*  To  say  thè  truth,  you  might  employ  thè  overplus  above 
to  wash  off  thè  overplus  below.  But  wait  a  minute,  and 
TU  make  you  a  good  fire/ 

‘  I  won’t  refuse  it,  I  assure  you.  Where  do  you  think  it 
caught  me?  just  at  thè  gate  of  thè  Lazzaretto.  But  never 
mind  !  let  thè  weather  do  its  own  business,  and  I  mine/ 

His  friend  then  went  out,  and  soon  returned  with  two 
bundles  of  faggots:  one  he  laid  on  thè  ground,  thè  other 
on  thè  hearth,  and  with  a  few  etnbers  remaining  over  from 
thè.  evening,  quickly  kindled  a  fine  blaze.  Renzo,  mean- 
while,  had  taken  off  his  hat,  and  giving  it  two  or  three 
shakes,  he  threw  it  upon  thè  ground  ;  and,  not  quite  so  easily, 
had  also  pulled  off  his  doublet.  He  then  drew  from  his 
breeches’  pocket  his  poniard,  thè  sheath  of  which  was  so 
wet  that  it  seemed  to  have  been  laid  in  spak;  this  he  put 
upon  thè  table,  saying,  4  This,  too,  is  in  a  pretty  plight  ; 
but  there’s  rain  !  there’s  rain  !  thank  God  f  .  .  Fve  had 
some  hair-breadth  escapes  ;  .  .  .  Ili  teli  you  by  and  by/ 
And  he  began  rubbing  his  hands.  4  Now  do  me  another 
kindness/  added  he  :  4  that  little  bundle  that  I  left  upstairs, 
just  fetch  it  for  me,  for  before  these  clothes  that  I  have  on 
dry  .  .  / 

Returning  with  thè  bundle,  his  friend  said,  4I  should 
think  you  must  have  a  pretty  good  appetite:  I  fancy  you 
haven’t  wanted  enough  to  drink  by  thè  way;  but  something 
to  eat  .  .  / 
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‘I  bought  two  rolls  yesterday  towards  evening;  but, 
indeed,  they  haven’t  touched  my  lips.’ 

£  Leave  it  to  me,’  said  his  friend;  he  then  poured  some 
water  into  a  kettle,  which  he  suspended  ttpon  thè  hook  over 
thè  fire  ;  and  added,  £  Tm  going  to  milk  :  when  I  come  back 
thè  water  will  be  ready,  and  we’ll  make  a  good  polenta. 
You,  meanwhile,  can  dress  yourself  at  your  leisure.’ 

When  left  alone,  Renzo,  not  without  some  difficulty  took 
off  thè  rest  of  his  clothes,  which  were  almost  as  if  glued 
to  his  skin  ;  he  then  dried  himself,  and  dressed  himself  anew 
from  head  to  foot.  His  friend  returned,  and  set  himself  to 
make  thè  polenta ,  Renzo,  meanwhile,  sitting  by  in  expecta- 
tion. 

‘  Now  I  feel  that  I’m  tired,’  said  he.  ‘  But  it’s  a  fine  long 
stretch!  That’s  nothing,  however.  I’ve  so  much  to  teli  you 
it  will  take  thè  whole  day.  Oh,  what  a  state  Milan’s  in  ! 
What  one’s  obliged  to  see  !  what  one’s  obliged  to  touch  ! 
Enough  to  make  one  loathe  oneself.  I  dare  say  I  wanted 
nothing  less  than  thè  little  washing  Ève  had.  And  what 
those  gentry  down  there  would  have  done  to  me!  You 
shall  hear.  But  if  you  could  see  thè  Lazzaretto  !  It’s  enough 
to  make  one  lose  oneself  in  miseries.  Well,  well,  FU  teli 
you  all  .  •  .  And  she’s  there,  and  you’ll  see  her  here,  and 
she’ll  be  my  wife,  and  you  must  be  a  witness,  and,  plague 
or  no  plague,  we’ll  bc  merry,  at  least  for  a  few  hours.’ 

In  short,  he  verified  what  he  had  told  his  friend,  that  it 
would  take  all  thè  day  to  relate  everything;  for,  as  it  ne  ver 
ceased  drizzfing,  thè  latter  spent  thè  whole  of  it  under  cover, 
partly  seated  by  thè  side  of  his  friend,  partly  busied  over  one 
of  his  wine-vats  and  a  little  cask,  and  in  other  occupations 
preparatory  to  thè  vintage  and  thè  dressing  of  thè  grapes, 
in  which  Renzo  failed  not  to  lend  a  hand;  for,  as  he  used 
to  say,  he  was  one  of  those  who  are  sooner  tired  of  doing 
nothing  than  of  working.  He  could  not,  however,  resist 
taking  a  little  run  up  to  Agnese’ s  cottage,  to  see  once  more  a 
certain  window,  and  there,  too,  to  rub  his  hands  with  glee. 
He  went  and  returned  unobserved,  and  retired  to  rest  in 
good  time.  In  good  time,  too,  he  rose  next  morning;  and 
finding  that  thè  rain  had  ceased,  if  settled  fine  weather  had 
not  yet  returned,  he  set  off  quickly  on  his  way  to  Pasturo. 
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Tt  was  stili  early  when  he  arrived  there;  for  he  was  no 
less  willing  and  in  a  hurry  to  bring  matters  to  an  end’1^ 

Se  rTader  probably  is.  He  inquired  for  Agnese,  and  heard 

Sat  sFe  w^safe^nd  well;  a  amali  cottage  standing  by 
Hself  was  pointed  out  to  him  as  thè  place  where  she  was 
staving  He  went  thither,  and  called  her  by  name  from  thè 
streèt  On  hearing  sneh  a  cali,  she  rushed  to  thè  wmdow 
and  while  she  stood,  with  open  mouth,  on  ^  POio  ^ 
uttering  I  know  not  what  sound  or  excamation  Renzo 
prevenfed  her  by  saying,  ‘Lucia’s  recovered:  I  saw  to  thè 
dav  before  yesterday:  she  sends  you  her  love,  an 
here  soon  And  beside  these,  I’ve  so  many,  many  thmgs  to 

tdBet°ween  thè  surprise  of  thè  apparition,  thè  joy  of  these 
tidins-s  and  thè  burning  desire  to  know  more  about  , 
Agnese  be-an  one  moment  an  exclamation,  thè  next  a  ques- 
5ogn  without  finishing  any;  then,  forgettmg  4e 
she  had  long  been  accustomed  to  take,  she  sai  , 

^Wai^the4 piagar  said  Renzo:  £you’ve  not  had  ìt,  I 
believe  ?  * 

‘YesThaveTyou  must  therefore  i,b  Pr“dent-  1  b°me 
from  Mito;  and  you  shall  hear  «h«  1  «  ‘f “v"Pch“ 

•  4-u^  miri  et  nf  thè  contasrion.  To  be  sure,  i  ve  ciiangcu 

»s  «"uve  together  happily  for  a  long  while,  m  compensa- 
tion  for  thè  great  sufferings  we  have  undergone, 

‘  E1H  ’  interrupted  Renzo,  ‘  there’ s  no  bui  that  will  hold. 

1  know  whS  you  mean;  bùt  you  shall  bear,  you  shall  hear 
that  there  are  no  longer  any  buts  m  thè  way.  Let  us  g 

2  lome  open  sp.ee,  where  we  can  talk  a,  our  ease,  w.th- 

““iSrtontro»?8.”  him  a  garden  hehind  th,  house; 

"22  ^22 e2 
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down  directly,  and  go  and  sit  on  thè  other  Th„e  n 
an-anged;  and  I  am  sure  that  if  thè  reader,  ’informed  as'he 

a  thircTpartv^to^F’  could  h*ve  Placed  himself  there  as 
conversa^on  nW  hlS  0wn  e>'es  tha*  animated 

auestlon,  T’  far  Wlth  hls  own  ears  those  descriptions 
questions,  explanations,  ejaculations,  condolences  and  rem’- 

gratulations  ;  about  Don  Rodrigo,  and  Father  Cristo -Fnrn  a  J 

cw/1  *dg  eISC;  and  those  descriptions  of  thè  future  as 
clear  and  certain  as  those  of  thè  pastai  am  sure Tsav 
he  wouid  bave  enjoyed  it  exceedingly,  and  would  ha^e  £ 

jecrure  it.  Their  conclusion  was  that  they  would  eo  to 

ttril 

danger  be^vef  Sm  Z 

for  Lucia  iS  g  Tf  wo.llldreturn  home  to  wait  there 
r  -Lucia,  or  Lucia  would  wait  there  for  her-  and  in  n-,„ 

t  ef”  Re,nZ°  would  often  take  another  trip  to  Pasturo 
“d  '°  k"P  her  "*»  -h»e™; 

saytr^l'htf  ,hl!S.j“;,e\he  0fee<1  *°  bar  ^ 

was  cteared  up^  NoTh^  t0  ^Hhe^sSy 

inthge  ?fetya,S  tw 

‘No  no  ’  said  A™  ^  g,Itterm2  as  you  sent  them-’ 

zx&r — •  -  -rfs  x 

oAr„“?0“iso 

ho»"'  ,»d  r,°he,hlt  dly>  “d  ,0r  th'  ”«hl-  «  b>» 

-  * 
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had  there  also  rapidly  taken  a  favourable  turn.  New  cases 
of  illness  had  become  rare,  and  thè  malady  was  no  longer 
what  it  had  been;  there  were  no  longer  those  fatai  blotches, 
nor  violent  symptoms;  but  slight  fevers,  for  thè  most  part 
intermittent,  with,  at  thè  worst,  a  discoloured  spot,  which 
was-  cured  like  an  ordinary  tumour.  The  face  of  thè  country 
seemed  already  changed  ;  thè  survivors  began  to  come  forth, 
to  reckon  up  their  numbers,  and  mutually  to  exchange  con- 
dolences  and  congratulations.  There  was  already  a  talk  of 
resuming  business  'again;  such  mastcrs  as  survived  already 
began  to  look  out  for  and  bespeak  workmen,  and  principally 
in  those  branches  of  art  wKere  thè  number  had  been  scarce 
even  before  thè  contagion,  as  was  that  of  silk-weaying. 
Renzo,  without  any  display  of  levity,  promised  his  cousin 
(with  thè  proviso,  however,  that  he  obtained  all  due  con- 
sent)  to  résumé  his  employment,  when  he  could  come  in 
company  to  settle  himself  in  thè  country.  In  thè  mean  while 
he  gave  orders  for  thè  most  necessary  preparations  :  he  pro- 
vided  a  more  spacious  dwelling,  a  task  become  only  too 
easy  to  execute  at  a  small  cost,  and  furnished  it  with  all 
necessary  articles,  this  time  breaking  into  his  little  treasure, 
but  without  making  any  very  great  hole  in  it,  for  of  every- 
thing  there  was  a  superabundance  at  a  very  moderate  price. 

.  thè  course  of  a  few  days  he  returned  to  his  native 
village,  which  he  found  stili  more  signally  changed  for  thè 
better.  He  went  over  immediately  to  Pasturo;  there  he 
found  Agnese  in  good  spirits  again,  and  ready  to  return 
home  as  soon  as  might  be,  so  that  he  accompanied  her 
thither  at  once:  nor  will  we  attempi  to  describe  what  wepe 
their  feelings  and  words  on  again  beholding  those  scenes 
together.  Agnese  found  everything  as  she  had  left  it;  so 
that  she  was  forced  to  declare,  that,  considering  it  was  a 
poor  widow  and  her  daughter,  thè  angels  had  kept  guard 
over  it. 

And  that  other  time/  added  ^he,  e  when  it  might  have 
been  thought  that  thè  Lord  was  looking  elsewhere,  and 
thought  not  of  us,  since  he  suffered  all  our  little  property 
to  be  carried  away,  yet,  after  all,  He  showecj  us  thè  con- 
trary;  for  He  sent  me  from  another  quarter  that  grand 
store  of  money  which  enabled  me  to  restore  everything. 
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I  say  everything,  but  I  am  wrong;  because  Lucia’s  wed- 
ding-clothes,  which  were  stolen  among  thè  rest,  good  and 
complete  as  they  were  at  first,  were  stili  wanting  ;  and 
behold,  now  they  come  to  us  in  another  direction.  Who 
would  have  told  me,  when  I  was  working  so  busily  to  pre¬ 
pare  those  others,  You  think  you  are  working  for  Lucia: 
nay,  my  good  woman  !  you  are  working  for  you  know  not 
whom.  Heaven  knows  what  sort  of  being  will  wear  this 
veil,  and  all  those  clothes:  those  for  Lucia, — thè  reai  wed- 
ding-dress  which  is  to  serve  for  her,  will  be  provided  by  a 
kind  soul  whom  you  know  not,  nor  even  that  there  is  such 
a  person/ 

Agnese’s  first  care  was  to  prepare  for  this  kind  soul  thè 
most  comfortable  accommodations  her  poor  little  cottage 
could  afford;  then  she  went  to  procure  some  silk  to  wind, 
and  thus,  employed  with  her  reel,  beguiled  thè  wearisome 
hours  of  delay. 

Renzo,  on  his  part,  suffered  not  these  days,  long  enough 
in  themselves,  to  pass  away  in  idleness  :  fortunately  he 
understood  two  trades,  and  of  these  two  chose  that  of  a 
labourer.  He  partly  helped  his  kind  host,  who  considered 
it  particularly  fortunate,  at  such  a  time,  to  have  a  work- 
man  frequently  at  his  command,  and  a  workman,  too,  of 
his  abilities;  and  partly  cultivated  and  restored  to  order 
Agnese’s  little  garden,  which  had  completely  run  wild  during 
her  absence.  As  to  his  own  property,  he  never  thought 
about  it  at  all,  because,  he  said,  it  was  too  entangled  a 
periwig,  and  wanted  more  than  one  pair  of  hands  to  set  it  to 
rights  again.  He  did  not  even  set  foot  into  it  ;  stili  less  into 
Jais  house:  it  would  have  pained  him  too  much  to  see  its 
desolation;  and  he  had  already  resolved  to  dispose  of  every- 
thing,  at  whatever  price,  and  to  spend  in  his  new  country 
all  that  he  could  make  by  thè  sale. 

If  thè  survivors  of  thè  plague  were  to  one  another  re- 
suscitated,  as  it  were,  he,  to  his  fellow-countrymen,  was, 
so  to  say,  doubly  so:  every  one  welcomed  and  congratulated 
him,  every  one  wanted  to  hear  from  him  his  history.  The 
reader  will  perhaps  say,  how  went  on  thè  affair  of  his 
outlawry?  It  went  on  very  well:  he  scarcely  thought  any- 
thing  more  about  it,  supposing  that  they  who  could  have 
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enforced  it  would  no  longer  think  about  It  tbemselves;  nor 
was  he  mistaken.  This  arose  not  merely  from  thè  pestilence, 
which  had  thwarted  so  many  undertakings  ;  but,  as  may  have 
been  seen  in  more  than  one  place  in  this  story,  it  was  a 
common  occurrence  in  those  days,  that  special  às  well  as 
generai  orders  against  persons  (unless  there  were  some 
private  and  power  fui  animosity  to  keep  them  alive  and 
render  them  availing),  often  continued  without  taking  effect, 
if  they  had  not  done  so  on  their  first  promulgation  ;  like 
musket-balls,  which,  if  they  strike  no  blow,  lie  quietly  upon 
thè  ground  without  giving  molestation  to  any  one.  A 
necessary  consequence  of  thè  extreme  facility  with  which 
these  orders  were  flung  about,  both  right  and  left.  Man’s 
activity  is  limited;  and  whatever  excess  there  was  in  thè 
making  of  regulations,  must  have  produced  so  mudi  greater 
a  deficiency  in  thè  execution  of  them.  What.goes  into  thè 
sleeves  cannot  go  into  thè  sldrt/ 1 

If  any  one  wants  to  know  how  Renzo  got  on  with  Don 
Abbondio,  during  this  interval  of  expectation,  I  need  only 
say  that  they  kept  at  a  respectful  distance  from  each  other  ; 
thè  lattei*  for  fear  of  hearing  a  whisper  about  thè  wedding; 
and  at  thè  very  thought  of  such  a  thing,  his  imagination 
conjured  up  Don  Rodrigo  with  his  bravoes  on  thè  one  side, 
and  thè  Cardinal  with  his  arguments  on  thè  other  ;  and  thè 
former,  because  he  had  resolved  not  to  mention  it  to  him  till 
thè  very  last  moment,  being  unwilling  to  run  thè  risk  of 
making  him  restive  beforehand,  of  stirring  up — who  could 
teli? — some  difficulty,  and  of  entangling  things  by  useless 
chit-chat.  All  his  chit-chat  was  with  Agnese.  ‘  Do  you  think 
she’ll  come  soon  ?  ’  one  would  ask.  ‘  I  hope  so/  would  thè 
other  reply;  and  frequently  thè  one  who  had  given  thè 
answer  would  not  long  afterwards,  make  thè  same  inquiry. 
With  these  and  similar  cheats  they  endeavoured  to  beguile 
thè  time,  which  seemed  to  them  longer  and  longer  in  prò- 
portion  as  more  passed  away. 

We  will  make  thè  reader,  however,  pass  over  all  this 
period  in  one  moment,  by  briefly  stating  that,  a  few  days 
after  Renzo’s  visit  to  thè  Lazzaretto,  Lucia  left  it  with  thè 
kind  widow;  that,  a  generai  quarantine  having  been  en- 

1  ‘  Quel  che  va  nelle  maniche  non  può  andar  ne*  gheroni/ 
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joined,  they  kept  it  together  in  thè  house  of  thè  latter,  that 
part  of  thè  time  was  spent  in  preparing  Lucia’s  wardrobe, 
at  .which,  after  sundry  ceremonious  objections,  she  was 
obliged  to  work  herself;  and  that  thè  quarantine  having 
expired,  thè  widow  left  her  warehouse  and  dwelling  under 
thè  custody  of  her  brother,  thè  commissioner,  and  prepared 
to  set  off  on  hér  journey  with  Lucia.  We  could,  too,  speedily 
add, — they  set  off,  arrived,  and  all  th~  rest;  but,  with  all 
our  willingness  to  accommodate  ourselves  to  this  baste  of 
thè.  reader’s,  there  are  three  things  appertaining  to  this 
peiiod  of  time,  which  we  are  not  willing  to  pass  over  in 
silence;  and  with  two,  at  least,  we  believe  thè  reader  himself 
will  say  that  we  should  bave  been  to  blarne  in  so  doing. 

The  first  is,  that  when  Lucia  returned  to  relate  her  ad- 
ventures  to  thè  good  widow  more  in  particular,  and  with 
greater  order  than  she  could  do  in  her  agitatimi  of  mind  when 
she  first  confided  them  to  her,  and  when  she  more  expressly 
mentioned  thè  Signora  who  had  given  her  shelter  in  thè 
monastery  at  Monza,  she  learnt  from  her  friend  things  which, 
by  giving  her  thè  key  of  many  mysteries,  filled  her  mind 
with  melancholy  and  fearful  astonishment.  She  learnt  from 
thè  widow  that  thè  unhappy  lady,  having  fallen  under  sus- 
picion  of  most  atrocious  conduci,  had  been  conveyed,  by 
order  of  thè  Cardinal,  to  a  monastery  at  Milan;  that  there, 
after  long  indulgence  in  rage  and  struggles,  she  had  re- 
pented,  and  confessed  her  faults,  and  that  her  present  life 
was  one  of  such  voluntary  inflictions,  that  no  one,  except 
by  depriving  her  of  that  life  entirely,  cpuld  have  invented 
a  severer  punishment  for  her.  Should  any  one  wish  to  be 
more,  particularly  acquainted  with  this  melancholy  history, 
he  will  find  it  in  thè  work  and  at  thè  place  which  we  have 
elsewhere  quoted  in  relation  to  this  same  person.2 

The  other  fact  is,  that  Lucia,  after  making  inquiries  about 
Father  Cristoforo  of  all  thè  Capuchins  she  could  meet  with 
m  thè  Lazzaretto,  heard  there,  with  more  sorrow  than 
surprise,  that  he  had  died  of  thè  pestilence. 

.Lastly,  before  leaving  Milan,  she  wished  also  to  ascer- 
tam  something  about  her  former  patrons,  and  to  perforai, 
as  she  said,  an  act  of  duty,  if  any  yet  remained.  The  widow 
2  Ripamonti,  Hist.  Pat.  Dee.  V.  lib.  vi.  cap.  iii. 
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accompanied  her  to  thè  £°^a^de  with  thè  multitude. 
one  and  thè  other  had  „  prassede  that  she  was  dead, 
When  we  hfaV-but  Don  Ferrante;  considerine  that  he  was 
I^Terudhion,  is 

oii  record  about  biro.  whisoer  of  pestilence, 

He  says,  then,  that,  on  thè  jery  first  w h«pe  ^ 

Don  Ferrante  was  one  of  thè  most  -  u  nQt  indee4 

wards  one  of  thè  mQ^ but  Jith  arguments,  of 

Ite  “  S  »  Zt&Z**  *“  **  ”““d 

species  of  things,  substances 

that  thè  contagion  cpnnot  ,e  ® .  ,that  it  js  a  mere  chimera. 

have  proved  that it  [  n  e;ther  spiritual  or  material. 

Here  I  am,  then.  Substances  are  eu P  .g  an  absurdity 
That  thè  contagion  is  a  spiritua  b-  ^  therefore, 
no  qne  would  venture  to  mamfe 13  le  or  colu¬ 
to  speak  of  it.  Material  substances  are^hher  .  and 

pound.  Now,  thè  contagion  1  is  not  an  ethereal  suh- 

this  may  be  shp-yyn  in  a  few  wpr  ,  .  •  nassing  frani  one 

stance  :  because,  if  It  as  quickly  as  possible 

body  to  another,  would  wet 

\o  its  own  sphere.  It  ^  .  i  t^.  2S  not  Jgneous;  ber 

things,  gnd  he  drie  up  y  not™arthy  •  because  it  would  b§ 
cause  it  would  burn.  It  is  not  ^ny,0, 

visible,  Neither  is  it  touch  ;  and 

must  by  all  means  be  sensib.,  _ <,'touched  it?  It  te- 

who  has  seen  this  contagion .  w  ;lt  Worse  and 

mains  to  be  seen  whether  it  can  be  an  acaaeiu. 

SL  The*  :  Zr 

municated  from  one  bod}  _  .  _  manv  useless  orders. 

Achille*,  this  thè  preterì  ^lssJin^°s^  &is  that  it  must 

K’ sirsstó 

nfTwCohv  Wa  this,  that  an  accident 
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^noscS  if’ to  av°id 

CharyLSrbecLrtf1td’brp?dfr0d  ^  UP°“ 

municated,  it  is  not’nrovaJtJ  ^  then  i£  is  not  ~m- 
These  principles  beine  laid  dn  ^  peo,f  e  £°  about  affirming. 
talking  to  us  so  afi  Veàls  nT?’,  ^  ^  is  *  to  come 
‘All  absurdities  ’  oLl  fl’  P  f  ^S'  and  carbuncles?  .  .  / 

.  ‘No,  no/  resumed  Don' Ste 7  1°°?°^  °r  ot*“r- 
is  Science;  only  we  must  knn™  h  ’  ^  ^on  *  sa7  so-  Science 
pustules,  carbuncles,  parotideT  h<7  t0  6mpIoy  iL  Weals> 
swellings,  are  all  respectable  violaceous  tumours,  black 
and  legitimate  signTfiS  Ut ’  7lch  have  their  true 
thè  question  at  all  Who’d  ^  that  they  don>t  affect 

f  ^  nay,  that  ’LTJ ‘Tri  Z^Z  T‘y  $'  ™h 

seemg  where  they  come  from  ’  ‘  A  depends  uPOn 

keHc»f„«Thntoseeinrd'eV/n  ' °f  D“  So  long  a, 

pesinone,,  he  tori  °v™I”ng  ».«?“«  "-e  opinion  oi  . 

spectful  listeners;  for  it  cannot he mg’  °‘>Ilgin&  and  re' 
thority  thè  opinion  of a  learn  J  J SXpruessed  h™  ™ch  au- 
with  it,  while  he  is  attemotino-  t  ^  ^  profession  carries 

Whic  they  „e  ai;Sy?0";fncle7XK  hMh“nS  ,tó"*s  »f 

distinguisi  and  to  trv  ano)  ,  d-  But  when  he  carne  to 
these  physicians  £d  not enw  °f 
a  terrible  and  prevalent  maladv  ^affi.rmin£.  th?*  there  was 
and  causes;  then  (I  am  speakin?  of  th”1  asTs.lgninS  lts  ruJes 
no  one  would  listen  to  a  wnr/  h  7  earllest  times,  when 

stead  of  listeners  ’  he  ?oun7rÌ  t  pef  lence)>  then,  in- 

nents;  then  theré  was  no  ro^  r°US  3nd  lntractable  oppo- 

could  no  longer  put  forth  his  docSne^'buft^"^  and  he 
piecemeal.  mes  but  by  scraps  and 

he;  ‘and  even  they  ar^  comodi  d°°r  plainly’  after  alV  said 
maintain  that  other  emntv  oro^n  V  to  acknowledge  it,  who 
deny,  if  they  can"  tS 7 aTaT  co  ^  ^  ‘  ‘  ‘  Let 

Jupiter.  And  when  was  it  ever  heardnC7!!  °-  Saturn  with 
be  propagated  .  And  u  ar<^  sa7  that  mfluences  may 

existence  of  influènces  ?  Win^he^d86  g?intlemen  den7  thè 

» ....  ™  that  Xr,Mrnr;:;s; 
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like  so  many  pin-heads  stuck^  into  ^pm  cu^ion  ^  ^ 

what  I  cannot  un  er®  “  malignant  a  conjunction,  and 

confess  that  we  are  unde  S  {ace  <  Don’t  touch  this, 

then  to  come  and  teli  us  w  %  gafe,  >  As  jf  this  avoid- 

Ll  oTirrS  contact  wlth 

é «Si 

you  burn  Saturn?  .  tUpce  exounds,  he  used  no 

Bis  fretus,  that  ìs  to  say,  o  .  g.  went  to  bed,  and 

C«a1o°feStt“'ote  oT^Metastasio’s  heroes,  quanellNi 

with  thè  stars.  Perhaps  it  is  stili  there, 

And  that  famous  library  of  his  ?  Eernap 

distributed  around  his  walls. 


0  "°p  *' ,he 
»e  ;0e  ,^nf  »••  *  -«MS 

r»ot“f  SZ/he”ppeÒSiVlld“  5ftd 

than  of  pouring  out  his  feel’ings  a  Htfc  lntentions 

Lucia  s  long  delay.  The  JstiLlt-  T h  Agnese  ab™t 
exclamations  he  uttered  £  °DS  he  made>  and  thè 

we  w ili  also  refer  t0  ot  rpS  "g-her  thus  before  his  eyes 
hibitions  plil  '"»**“«<>«.  Luciani 

not  take  many  words  to  p-ìvp  Were  such,  that  it  will 
Corning,  RenJo:  how  do  you  dS  °f  them‘  *  Good 

eyes,  and  an  air  of  comoosure  '  sbe’  w*tb  downcast 

that  Renzo  considered  this  mode  of  °r  6t  -tbe  reader  think 
took  it  at  all  amiss.  He  entered  f!  utCfptlon  t0°  C°K  and 
her  behaviour;  and  as  amono-  , f  y  Illto  the  meaning  of 
how  to  malte  allowance  for  romJ^6?  P60pIe  °ne  knows 
very  well  what  feelings  lav  hi  S°  he  understood 

Besides,  it  was  easy  Xugh  .beneauth  ««se  words. 

ways  of  proffering  fhem  one  forR  *at  she  had  two 

those  she  might  happen  to  know  ’  &nd  another  for  all 

v«Won,hesPnrof'lht“‘mh'th'»»«lf.  bowever,  h,d  in* 

M»  »«;:Tor»^e.rS£t0;0'  ■'  '  ■’  “id  ^  'TO  for 

ing  for  us  above  °  7  a,m°St  Sure  that  he  is  now  pray- 

thè  onl/  melancLÌy^éhorftoudied  N°r  Was  this 

dialogue.  But  wha/then  ?d  Wh^e  d  ln  6  COurse  of  this 
of  conversation,  it  always  seemed  WaS  tbe  topic 

a  capricious  horse,  which  halts  Ì  i  km  deIlghtful.  Like 
spot,  and  lifts  first  one  hool  a„d  tIf  lts,.elf  in  a  ^tain 

d°Wn  “  the  SeIf— e  place,  and^aTf^  Z» 

QSQ 
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before  taking  a  single  step,  and  then  all  on  a  sudden  starts 
on  its  career,  and  speeds  forward  as  if  borne  on  tlie  wings 
of  thè  wind;  such  had  time  become  in  his  eyes:  at  first  min- 
utes  had  seemed  hours;  now  hours  seemed  to  him  like 
minutes. 

The  widow  not  only  did  not  spoil  thè  party,  but  entered 
into  it  with  great  spirit:  nor  could  Renzo,  when  he  saw 
her  lying  on  that  miserable  bed  in  thè  Lazzaretto,,  have 
imagined  her  of  so  companionable  and  cheerful  a  disposi- 
tion.  But  thè  Lazzaretto  and  thè  country,  death  and  a  wed- 
ding,  are  not  exactly  one  and  thè  sanie  thing.  With  Agnese 
she  was  ver y  soon  on  friendly  terms  ;  and  it  was  a  pleasure 
to  seè  her  with  Lucia,  so  tender,  and,  at  thè  sanie  time, 
playful,  rallying  her  gracefully  and  without  effort,  just  so 
mudi  as  was  neceSsary  to  give  more  courage  to  her  words 
and  motions. 

At  length  Renzo  said  that  he  was  going  to  Don  Abbondio, 
to  make  arrangements  about  thè  wedding. 

He  went,  and  with  a  certain  air  of  respectful  raillery, 
i  Signor  Curate/  said  he,  ‘  have  you  at  last  lost  that  head- 
ache,  which  you  told  me  prevented  your  marrying  us?  We 
are  now  in  time;  thè  bride  is  here,  and  Lve  come  to  know 
when  it  will  be  convenient  to  you:  but  this  time,  I  must 
request  you  to  make  haste/ 

Don  Abbondio  did  not,  indeéd,  reply  that  he  would  not; 
but  he  began  to  hesitate,  to  bring  forward  sundry  exeuses, 
to  throw  out  sundry  insinuations:  and  why  bring  himself 
into  notice  and  publish  his  name,  with  that  proclamation  for 
his  seizure  stili  out  against  him?  and  that  thè  thing  could 
be  done  equally  well  elsewhere  ;  and  this,  that,  and  thè  other 

argument.  . 

‘  Oh,  I  see  !  *  said  Renzo  :  ‘  you've  stili  a  little  pam  in  your 
head.  ’  But  listen,  listèn/  And  he  began  to  descri.be  in  what 
state  he  had  beheld  poor  Don  Rodrigo;  and  that  by  that 
time  he  must  undoubtedly  be  gone.  fLet  us  hppe/  con- 
cluded  he,  ‘that  thè  Lord  will  have  had  mercy  on  him. 

f  This  has  nothing  to  do  with  us/  said  Don  Abbondio. 
'  Did  I  say  no  ?  Certainly  I  did  not  ;  but  I  speak  ...  I  speak 
for  good  reasons.  Besides,  don’t  you  see,  as  long  as  a  man 
has  breath  in  his  body  .  .  .  Only  look  at  me:  T m  somewhat 
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sickly;  I  too  have  been  nearer  thè  other  world  than  this* 
and  yet  I’m  here;  and  .  .  .  if  troubles  don’t  come  upon  me 
...  why  ...  I  may  hope  to  stay  here  a  little  longer  yet. 
Think,  too,  of  some  people’s  constitutions.  But,  as  I  say,  this 
has  nothing  to  do  with  us/ 

After  a  little  further  conversation  neither  more  nor  less 
conclusive,  Renzo  made  an  elegant  bow,  returned  to  his 
party,  made  his  report  of  thè  interview,  and  concluded  by 
saying  :  ‘  Ève  come  awayj  because  I’ve  had  quite  enough  of 
it,  and  that  I  mightn’t  run  thè  risk  of  losing  my  patience, 
and  using  bad  words.  Sometimes  he  seemed  exactly  like 
what  he  was  that  other  time;  thè  very  same  hesitation,  and 
thè  very  sanie  argnments:  Em  sure,  if  it  had  lasted  a  little 
longer,.  he’d  have  returned  to  thè  charge  with  some  words 
in  Latin.  I  see  there  must  be  another  d-elay:  it  would  be 
better  to  do  what  he  says  at  once,  and  go  and  get  married 
where  we’re  about  to  live/ 

.  tel1  you  what  we’ll  do/  said  thè  widow:  fI  should 
like  you  to  let  us  women  go  make  thè  trial,  and  see  whether 
we  can’t  find  rather  a  better  way  to  manage  him.  By  this 
means,  too,  I  shall  have  thè  pleasure  of  knowing  this  man, 
whether  he  s  just  such  as  you  describe  him.  After  dinner 
I  should  like  to  go,  not  to  assail  him  again  too  quickly.  And 
xiow,  Signor  bridegroom,.  please  to  accompany  us  two  in  a 
little  walk,  while  Agnese  is  so  busily  employed  :  I  will  act  thè 
part  of  Lucia’s  mother.  I  want  very  much  to  see  these 
mountains,  and  this  lake  of  which  Ève  heard  so  much,  rather 
more  at  large,  for  thè  little  I’ve  already  seen  of  them  seems 
to  me  a  charmingly  fine  view/ 

Renzo  escorted  them  first  to  thè  cottage  of  his  hospitable 
friend,  where  they  met  with  a  hearty  welcome;  and  they 
made  him  promise  that,  not  that  day  only,  but,  if  he  could, 
every  day,  he  would  join  their  party  at  dinner. 

Having  returned  from  their  ramble,  and  dined,  Renzo' 
suddenly  took  his  departure,  without  saying  where  he  was 
going.  The  women  waited  a  little  while  to  confer  together, 
and  concert  about  thè  mode  of  assailing  Don  Abbondio;  and 
at  length  they  set  off  to  make  thè  attack. 

Here  they  are,  I  declare,— said  he  to  himself;  but  he 
put  on  a  pleasant  face,  and  offered  warm  congratulations 
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to  Lucia,  greetings  to  Agnese,  and  ccmpliments  to  thè 
stranger.  He  made  them  sit  down  ;  then  he  entered  upon  thè 
grand  subject  of  thè  plague,  and  wanted  to  hear  from  Lucia 
how  she  had  managed  to  get  over  it  in  thè  midst  of  so  many 
sorrows  :  thè  Lazzaretto  afforded  an  opportunity  of  bringing 
her  companion  into  conversation  ;  then,  as  was  but  fair, 
Don  Abbondio  talked  about  his  share  in  thè  storm  ;  then  fol- 
lowed  great  rejoicings  with  Agnese,  that  she  had  come  forth 
unharmed.  The  conversation  was  carried  to  some  length: 
from  thè  very  fìrst  moment  thè  two  elders  were  on  thè 
watch  for  a  favourable  opportunity  of  mentioning  thè  essen- 
tial  point  ;  and  at  length  one  of  thè  two,  I  am  not  sure  which, 
succeeded  in  breaking  thè  ice.  But  what  think  you?  Don 
Abbondio  could  not  hear  with  that  ear.  He  took  care  not 
to  say  no,  but  behold  !  he  again  recurred  to  his  usuai  eva- 
sions,  circumlocutions,  and  hoppings  from  bush  to  bush. 

*  It  would  be  necessary/  he  said,  ‘  to  get  rid  of  that  order 
for  Renzo’s  arrest.  You,  Signora,  who  come  from  Milan, 
will  know  more  or  less  thè  course  these  matters  take;  you 
would  claim  protection — some  cavalier  of  weight:  for  with 
such  means  every  wound  may  be  cured.  If  then  we  may 
jump  to  thè  conclusion,  without  perplexing  ourselves  with  so 
many  considerations  ;  as  these  young  people,  and  our  good 
Agnese  here,  already  intend  to  expatriate  themselves,  (but 
Lm  talking  at  random;  for  one’s  country  is  wherever  one  is 
well  off,)  it  seems  to  me  that  all  may  be  accomplished  there, 
where  no  proclamation  interposes.  I  don’t  myself  exactly 
see  that  this  is  thè  moment  for  thè  conclusion  of  this  match, 
but  I  wish  it  well  concluded,  and  undisturbedly.  To  teli 
thè  truth  :  here,  with  this  edict  in  force,  to  proclaim  thè  name 
of  Lorenzo  Tramaglino  from  thè  aitar,  I  couldn’t  do  it  with 
a  quiet  conscience  :  I  too  sincerely  wish  them  well  ;  I  should 
be  afraid  I  were  doing  them  an  injury.  You  see,  ma’am, 
and  they  too/ 

Here  Agnese  and  thè  widow,  each  in  their  own  way, 
broke  in  to  combat  these  arguments:  Don  Abbondio  repro- 
duced  them  in  another  shape:  it  was  a  perpetuai  recom- 
mencement:  when  lo,  enter  Renzo  with  a  determined  step, 
and  tidings  in  his  face. 

*  The  Signor  Marquis  has  arrived/  said  he. 
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4  What  does  this  mean  ?  Arrived  where  ?  ’  asked  Don 
Abbondio. 

*  He  has  arrived  at  his  palace,  which  was  once  Don  Rod- 
rigo’s;  because  this  Signor  Marquis  is  thè  heir  by  prefer- 
ment  in  trust,  as  they  say;  so  that  there’s  no  longer  any 
doubt.  As  for  myself,  I  should  be  very  glad  of  it,  if  I  could 
hear  that  that  poor  man  had  died  in  peace.  At  any  rate,  IJve 
said  Paternosters  for  him  hitherto;  now  I  will  say  thè  De 
profundis.  And  this  Signor  Marquis  is  a  very  fine  man/ 

‘  Certainly/  said  Don  Abbondio,  ‘  Fve  heard  him  men- 
tioned  more  than  once  as  a  really  excellent  Signor,  a  man  of 
thè  old  stamp.  But  is  it  positively  true?  .  .  / 

‘Will  you  believe  thè  séxton?’ 

‘  Why?’ 

‘  Because  he’s  seen  him  with  his  own  eyes.  Ève  only  been 
in  thè  neighbourhood  of  thè  castle;  and,  to  say  thè  truth,  I 
went  there  on  purpose,  thinking  they  must  know  something 
there.  And  several  people  told  me  about  it.  Afterwards,  I 
met  Ambrogio,  who  had  just  been  up  there,  and  had  seen 
him,  I  say,  take  possession.  Will  you  hear  Ambrogio’s  tes- 
timony  ?  I  made  him  wait  outside  on  purpose/ 

‘  Yes,  let  him  come  in/  said  Don  Abbondio.  Renzo  went 
and  called  thè  sexton,  who,  after  confirming  every  fact, 
adding  fresh  particulars,  and  dissipating  every  doubt,  again 
went  on  his  way. 

‘  Ah  !  he's  dead,  then  !  he’s  really  gone  ! 9  exclaimed  Don 
Abbondio.  ‘You  see,  my  children,  how  Providence  over- 
takes  some  people.  You  know  what  a  grand  thing  that  is  ! 
what  a  great  relief  to  this  poor  country  !  for  it  was  impos- 
sible  to  live  with  him  here.  This  pestilence  has  been  a  great 
scourge,  but  it  has  also  been  a  good  broom;  it  has  swept 
away  some,  from  whom,  my  children,  we  could  never  have 
freed  ourselves.  Young,  blooming,  and  in  full  vigour,  we 
might  have  said  that  they  who  were  destined  to  assist  at  their 
funeral,  were  stili  writing  Latin  exercises  at  school;  and  in 
thè  twinkling  of  an  eye  they’ve  disappeared,  by  hundreds  at 
a  time.  We  shall  no  longer  see  him  going  about  with  those 
cut-throat  looking  fellows  at  his  heels,  with  such  an  osten- 
tatious  and  supercilious  air,  looking  as  if  he  had  swallowed 
a  ramrod,  and  staring  at  people  as  if  they  were  all  placed 
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in  thè  world  to  be  honoured  by  his  condescension.  Well, 
he’s  here  no  longer,  and  we  are.  He’ll  never  again  send 
stich  messages  to  honest  men.  He’s  given  us  all  a  great 
deal  of  disquietude,  as  you  see;  for  now  we  may  venture 
to  say  so.’ 

*  I’ve  forgiven  him  from  my  heart/  saìd  Renzo. 

'And  you  do  right  !  it’s  your  duty  to  do  so/  replìed  Don 
Abbondio  ;  '  but  one  may  thank  Heaven,  I  suppose,  who  has 
delivered  us  from  him.  But  to  return  to  oursèlves  ;  I  repeat, 
do  what  you  like  best.  If  you  wish  me  to  marry  you,  here  I 
am  :  if  it  will  be  more  convenient  to  you  to  go  elsewhere,  do 
so.  As  to  thè  order  of  arrest,  I  likewise  think  that,  as  there 
is  now  no  longer  any  who  keeps  his  eye  on  you,  and  wishes 
to  do  you  harm,  it  isn’t  worth  giving  yourself  any  great 
uneasiness  about  it,  particularly  as  this  gracious  decree,  on 
occasion  of  thè  birth  of  thè  most  serene  Infanta,  is  inter- 
posed.  And  then  thè  plague  !  thè  plague  !  Oh,  that  plague 
has  put  to  flight  many  a  grand  thing!  So  that,  if  you  like 
.  .  .  to-day  is  Thursday  .  .  .  on  Sunday  PII  ask  you  in 
church;  because  what  may  have  been  done  in  that  way  before 
will  count  for  nothing,  after  so  long  an  interval  ;  and  then  I 
shall  have  thè  pleasure  of  marrying  you  myself.’ 

'  You  know  we  carne  about  this  very  thing/  said  Renzo. 

'Very  well;  I  shall  attend  you:  and  I  must  also  write 
immediately  and  inform  his  Eminence.’ 

'  Who  is  his  Eminence?  ’ 

*  His  Eminence/  replied  Don  Abbondio,  '  is  our  Signor 
Cardinal  thè  Archbishop,  whom  may  God  preserve  ! ’ 

‘  Oh,  I  beg  your  pardon/  answered  Agnese  ;  '  but  though 
Em  a  poor  ignorant  creature,  I  can  assure  you  he’s  not  called 
so  ;  because,  thè  second  time  we  were  about  to  speak  to  him, 
just  as  I’m  speaking  to  you,  sir,  one  of  thè  priests  drew  me 
aside,  and  instructed  me  how  to  behave  to  a  gentleman  like 
him;  and  that  he  ought  to  be  called,  your  illustrious  Lord- 
ship,  and  my  Lord.’ 

'And  now,  if  he  had  to  repeat  his  instructions,  he’d  teli 
you  that  he  is  to  have  thè  title  of  Eminence  :  do  you  undér- 
stand  now?  Because  thè  Pope,  whom  may  God  likewise 
preserve,  has  ordered,  ever  since  thè  month  of  June,  that 
Cardinals  are  to  have  this  title.  And  why  do  you  think  he 
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has  come  to  this  resolution?  because  thè  word  illustrìous, 
which  once  belonged  to  them  and  certain  princes,  has  now 
become, — even  you  know  what,  and  to  how  many  it  is  given  ; 
and  how  willingly  they  swallow  it  !  And  what  would  you 
have  done?  Take  it  away  from  all?  Then  we  should  have 
complaints,  hatred,  troubles,  and  jealousies  without  end,  and 
after  all,  they  would  go  on  just  as  before.  So  thè  Pope  has 
found  a  capitai  remedy.  By  degrees,  however,  they  will 
begin  to  give  thè  title  of  Eminence  to  Bishops;  then  Abbots 
will  claim  it  ;  then  Provosts  ;  for  men  are  made  so  :  they 
must  always  be  advancing,  always  be  advancing;  then 
Canons  .  .  / 

£  And  Curates  ?  9  said  thè  widow. 

‘  No,  no/  pursued  Don  Abbondio,  f  thè  Curates  must  draw 
thè  cart  :  never  fear  that  “  your  Reverenee  ”  will  sit  ili  upon 
Curates  to  thè  end  of  thè  world.  Farther,  I  shouldn’t  be 
surprised  if  cavaliers,  who  are  accustomed  to  hear  them- 
selves  called  Illustrious,  and  to  be  treated  like  Cardinals, 
should  some  day  or  other  want  thè  title  of  Eminence  them- 
selves.  And  if  they  want  it,  you  know,  depend  upon  it  they’ll 
find  somebody  to  give  it  them.  And  then,  whoever  hap- 
pens  to  be  Pope  then,  will  invent  something  else  for  thè 
Cardinals.  But  come,  let  us  return  to  our  own  affairs.  On 
Sunday,  I?ll  ask  you  in  church  ;  and,  meanwhile,  what  do  you 
think  Ève  thought  of  to  serve  you  better  ?  Meanwhile,  well 
ask  for  a  dispensation  for  thè  two  other  times.  They  must 
have  plenty  to  do  up  at  Court  in  giving  dispensations,  if  things 
go  on  everywhere  as  they  do  here.  Ève  already  .  .  .  one 
.  .  .  two  .  .  .  three  .  .  .  for  Sunday,  without  counting  your- 
selves;  and  some  others  may  occur  yet.  And  then  you’11 
see  afterwards;  thè  lire  has  caught,  and  there’ll  not  be  left 
one  person  single.  Perpetua  surely  made  a  mistake  to  die 
now;  for  this  was  thè  time  that  even  she  would  have  found 
a  purchaser.  And  I  fancy,  Signora,  it  will  be  thè  same  at 
Milan/ 

£  So  it  is,  indeed  ;  you  may  imagine  it,  when,  in  my  parish 
only,  last  Sunday,  there  were  fifty  weddings/ 

f  I  said  so  ;  thè  world  won’t  come  to  an  end  yet.  And  you, 
Signora,  has  no  bumble  Hy  begun  to  hover  about  you?  ’ 

‘  No,  no  ;  I  don’t  think  about  such  things,  nor  do  I  wish  to/ 
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*  Oh  yes,  yes  ;  f or  you  will  be  thè  only  single  one.  Even 
Agnese,  you  see — even  Agnese  .  .  / 

*  Poh  !  you  are  inclined  to  be  merry  ! 9  said  Agnese. 

*1  am,  indeed;  and  I  think,  at  length,  it’s  time.  We’ve 
passed  through  some  rough  days,  haven’t  we,  my  young 
ones?  Some  rough  ones  we’ve  passed  indeed;  and  thè  few 
days  we  have  yet  to  live,  we  may  hope  will  be  a  little  less 
melancholy.  But,  happy  you,  who,  if  no  misfortunes  happen, 
have  stili  a  little  time  left  to  talk  over  bygone  sorrows  !  I, 
poor  old  man  .  .  .  villains  may  die;  one  may  recover  of  thè 
plague,  but  there  is  no  help  for  old  age;  and,  as  they  say, 
senectus  ipsa  est  morbus / 

'  ‘Now,  then/  said  Renzo,  ‘you  may  talk  Latin  as  long  as 
you  like,  it  makes  no  difference  to  me.’ 

‘  YouVe  at  it  again  with  that  Latin,  are  you?  Well,  well, 
PII  settle  it  with  you:  when  you  come  before  me  with  this 
little  creature  here,  just  to  hear  you  pronounce  certain  little 
words  in  Latin,  PII  say  to  you — You  don’t  like  Latin;  good¬ 
bye.  Shall  I  ?  ’ 

‘  Ah  !  but  I  know  what  I  mean/  replied  Renzo  ;  ‘  it  isn’t  at 
all  that  Latin  there  that  frightens  me — that  is  honest  sacred 
Latin,  like  that  in  thè  mass.  And,  besides,  it  is  necessary 
there  that  you  should  read  what  is  in  thè  hook.  Fm  talking 
of  that  knavish  Latin,  out  of  church,  that  comes  upon  one 
treacherously,  in  thè  very  pith  of  a  conversation.  For  ex- 
ample,  now  that  we  are  here,  and  all  is  over,  that  Latin  you 
went  on  pouring  forth,  just  here  in  this  corner,  to  give  me 
to  understand  that  you  couldn’t,  and  that  other  things  were 
wanting,  and  I  know  not  what  besides  ;  please  now  to  trans¬ 
late  it  a  little  for  me/ 

‘  Hold  your  tongue,  you  wicked  f ellow,  hold  your  tongue  ; 
don’t  stir  up  these  things;  for  if  we  were  now  to  make  up 
our  accounts,  I  don’t  know  which  would  be  creditor.  Fv e 
forgiven  all;  let  us  talk  about  it  no  longer;  but  you  certainly 
played  me  some  tricks.  I  don’t  wonder  at  you,  because  youVe 
a  downright  young  scoundrel;  but  fancy  this  creature,  as 
quiet  as  a  mouse,  this  little  saint,  whom  one  would  have 
thought  it  a  sin  to  suspect  and  guard  against.  But  after  all, 
I  know  who  set  her  up  to  it,  I  know,  I  know/  So  saying,  he 
pointed  and  waved  towards  Agnese  thè  finger  he  had  at  first 
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directed  to  Lucia  ;  and  it  is  impossible  to  describe  thè  good- 
temper  and  pleasantry  with  which  he  made  these  reproaches. 
The  tidings  he  had  just  heard  had  given  him  a  freedom  and 
a  talkativeness  to  which  he  had  long  been  a  stranger;  and 
we  should  be  stili  far  enough  from  a  conclusion,  if  we  were 
to  relate  all  thè  rest  of  this  conversation,  which  he  continued 
to  prolong,  more  than  once  detaining  thè  party  when  on  thè 
point  of  starting,  and  afterwards  stopping  them  again  for  a 
little  while  at  thè  very  Street  door,  each  time  to  make  some 
j ocose  speech. 

The  day  following,  he  received  a  visit  as  unexpected  as  it 
was  gratifying,  from  thè  Signor  Marquis  we  have  mentioned; 
a  person  beyond  thè  prime  of  manhood,  whose  countenance 
was,  as  it  were,  a  seal  to  what  report  had  said  of  him  ;  open, 
benevolent,  placid,  humble,  dignified,  and  with  something 
that  indicated  a  resigned  sadness. 

4 1  come/  said  he,  4  to  bring  you  thè  compliments  of  thè 
Cardinal  Archbishop/ 

4  Ah,  what  condescension  of  you  both  !  ' 

4  When  I  was  about  to  take  leave  of  that  incomparable 
man,  who  is  good  enough  to  honour  me  with  his  friend- 
ship,  he  mentioned  to  me  two  young  betrothed  persons  of  this 
parish,  who  have  had  to  suffer  on  account  of  thè  unfortunate 
Don  Rodrigo.  His  Lordship  wishes  to  have  some  tidings  of 
them.  Are  they  living?  and  are  their  affairs  settled?? 

4  Everything  is  settled.  Indeed,  I  was  intending  to  write 
about  them  to  his  Eminence;  but  now  that  I  have  thè 
honour  .  .  / 

4  Are  they  here  ?  ’ 

4 They  are;  and  they  will  be  man  and  wife  as  soon  as 
possible/ 

4  And  I  request  you  to  be  good  enough  to  teli  me  if  I  can  be 
of  any  Service  to  them,  and  also  to  instruct  me  in  thè  best 
way  of  being  so.  During  this  calamity,  I  have  lost  thè  only 
two  sons  I  had,  and  their  mother,  and  have  received  three 
considerable  inheritances.  I  had  a  superfluity  even  before  ; 
so  that  you  see  it  is  really  rendering  me  a  Service  to  give  me 
an  opportunity  of  employing  some  of  my  wealth,  and  particu- 
larly  such  an  opportunity  as  this/ 

4  May  Heaven  bless  you  !  Why  are  not  all  .  .  .  Enough  ; 


r  », 

couragement,  it  is  truè  *r£*  ì  ffle  somuc  l' 

%  ?S  33“ 

3?  Hr  ^  s“VatrrS^  s  «  s 

nesle,fL  b°U,  nme  or  ten  perches  ìf youn&  fflan  a  vine- 

ove  rlS  °f  S°me  We°tho  if  !nWayS.ends  «*  C 
Jove  to  thè  nlacp  fnt*  *  .  °»  11  °ccasion  offerì:  t„;n  7 

ssaispas 

.òiJ  «TM,r  rrrMd 

imagined,  thoùpfo™/'^011^*0,  in  high  glee 
,  '  Since  your  iHustrious  Lo^dshin  fntÌ01?ed  a"otber  proposi 
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great  insurrectiom  in  ^1C  ;ndeed  quite  ignorantly, 

without  any  mahaous  gerious>  x  assure  you  ; 

like  a  mouse  caught  in.  P  ks  •  indeed,  he  is  quit 

mere  boyish  tricks,  mischiev^liafc”me.  I  may  say  so,  for 
incapatile  of  committmg  an  w  groW  Up  under  my  eyes. 

1  b.^  Z t  d  »&  any  p'-»”  I" 1 

Besides,  if  ycmr  Lords  ?  hearing  these  poor  people  s  rude 
gentlemen  sometimes  do  m  h  g  ^  account  himself,  and 
language,  you  can  make  h'  1  f  to  0ld  matters  no  one 
you  will  hear.  At  pres  nt,  as  it  re  ^  ^  h  thmks  0f 

lives  him  any  molesti iti® n  an  ,  q{  tìme>  0r  m  case  of 

leaving  thè  state;  but  m  some  time  or  other,  you 

Steng  bere,  or  gei»*  ' “  wte,  to  6»d  ?nesdb 
will  aeree  with  me  tbat  .  ,  Milan,  as  ìs  just, 

dealt* My  lori  Mal,»»  has  ma»  he  ready  i. 

boti,  as  a  nob  e  cavaber,  md  a  ^th  _  ,ls  way. 

...  No,  no,  allow  me  t0  ***  ’  a  erson  like  yourself,  is 

A  recommendation,  a  w  •  d  acquittal.’ 

Ire  than  is  necessary  to a"  ^ this  young  man? 

‘Are  there  not  heavy  charges^ag  them.  They  made 

•  Pteb  p.ha«  '.A^teMment;  tot  I  deh.  think  there  • 
ISSITI  “ilBogly  tate  it  «P°» 

“'ind  yet  you  will  »«  ]e»  »  h° 

„„  I  »y  ih  a«d  I-W  «;«  . Ò  S  Stot,  h 

Lt  ^aSteybody  says  so:  and  non  W* 

"^They'óamd  Reero  “nd  *  toeThTreàdw  to  intasine; 

exU=d.  How  tee  te lt  we ■ »'1  rough  and  bare  walls 
but  for  my  part,  I  *«jk th: it  th^  ^  kitchen  utensils, 

and  thè  Windows  and t  ^  g  among  them  so  extraor- 
must  have  marveUed  at  rec  g  converSation,  by  talkmg 

dinary  a  guest.  , He  matters  with  unreserved 

of  thè  Cardinal  and  their  great  delicacy.  By  and 

cordiality,  and  at  thè  same  timD  Abbondio,  being  requested 

bv  he  carne  to  thè  propoli  Don  A  ^  ^  a  few 
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gea.ures  and  ap"'<>8“srlhl™wandn'tothhe  'spÓke-1^ 
he  could  only  guess  at  ran  ^  ^  ^  mentioned  what  he 

obedience,  and  that  he  T|ie  purchaser  said  that, 

thought  a  most  jjajftre^ely  ^  satisfied;  and,  as  if  he 
for  his  part,  he  w  j  Jouye  thè  atnount.  He  would 

dinner  af  hkTpallce0  thè  day  after  thè  weddmg,  when  thè 

deeds  should  be  properly  drawn  out  when 

— Ah  ! — said  Don  Abbondio  in  this  way 

he  had  returned  horne .  if  S  be  a  gin  to  speak  ili 

always  and  everywhere,  ìt  y  generation;  and 

,o  produ“ a 

^^htTdispensation  arrived,  thè  acquitta^arnvedahat^ble^s«l 

day  arrived  :  thè  b«d®  ^^^re  ^th  Don  AbbondioV 
security  to  that  very  c  ^  ma’n  and  wife.  Another, 

own  mouth,  they  were  was  thè  going  next  day  to 

and  far  more  smgular  triump  ,  :gCture  the  thoughts 

thepalace;andl  leave  my  re  d  m;nds  on  ascending 

■which  must  bave  Pa  ft?af  doorway  ;  and  the  observa- 
that  acclivity,  on  enteri  g  according  to  his  or  hef 

,i„,„  tha.  «*-»»«»  ”  ,y  ;„,Sion  «hat,  in  .he  mid.f 
naturai  disposilo  .  .  more  than  once  made  the 

of  their  rejoicmg,  ene  o  gStote™  was  stili  wanting  to 
remark,  that  poor  Fa  himself,’  added  they, 

complete  their  happmess  Jet  for  ^ 

‘heisassuredlybetter  off  tha  kindness,  con- 

The  nobleman  received  hem  and  seated 

ducted  thero  mto  a  fine  larg  -th  Agnese  and  their 

thè  bride  and  bridegroom  11  J^awing  to  dine  elsewhere 
Milanese  friend;  and  before  S  at  this  first 

with  Don  Abbondio  wished  to^ssist  ^  i  hope  lt 

banquet,  and  even  p^aft0  say  that  it  would  have  been 
rlSe^lan  to  have  jadej  once  2  £ 

*  calkd;  1  teVe  SaÌd  t 
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he  was  humble,  but  nnt  +ha<-  u 

ie  possessed  enough  of  this  virtueV  prod!5y  °f  humi!;ty. 
these  good  people,  but  not  on  an  e  a n  PUt.  blmseIf  beneath 

After  thè  two  dinners,  thè  contri  7  ^  them’ 
hands  of  a  lawye  ’  “ntr-' *  was  drawn  out  by  thè 

I  mean  his  outward  man, ’Was  He< 

or  those  who  are  una^^  And 

.  Impose  some  e.planaLn  3 

so.^nd^  frbaPs  half  a  mile  or 

Castello,  is  a  place  called  Canterelli  Th  ^  COUntry>  nai«ed 
ano  at  one  corner  of  thè  sauare  !n’  w^ere  two  ways  cross; 
hke  an  artificial  hillock  with  T  P  1S  Seen  an  eminence, 
is  ftothing  else  but  a  heao  of  tt,  t,r°rS  °n  tbe  summit.  This 
this  contagion.  TradS  '  ^  tboSe  "*0  died  in 

thè  contagion:  but  it  must  be  thif  ’  pIy  says’  dfed  of 
it  was  thè  last  and  most  destructive^f  *2?  ”one  other’  as 
remams.  And  we  know  that  uni^°f  ,whlch  any  memory 
Say  t°o  little  by  themselvés  unas^sted  traditions  always 

Renzo  was  rather  inclmmoded  by  the^  excePt  that 

,he/arr!ed  away  with  him.  But  ' *oi  the  m°"ey 
had  had  far  greater  troubles  in  rf  r®ader  knows,  he 
nothing  0f  the  disquiet  of  his  min  i  '  vi than  this-  I  say 
trifling,  in  deciding  upon  theTes^T  WaS  by  no  “««« 

To  have  seen  the  difìWfmf  •  means  of  emplovinp'  it 

mind,— thè  fancies— the  debatevlo  fa*  ?h ^  throu§'h  that 
coiw  for  agriculture  or  business’  it  !?  h<^rd  the  pros  and 
of  thè  last  century  had  there  met  tn  attfS  ^  aW°  acaden,;es 
was  to  Renzo  far  more  ovenvhelndfl  à  And  th.e  affair 
ause,  smce  he  was  but  a  cnKfo  •  an<^  perplexinsf,  be- 
sa.'d  to  hfa.-Wh, ‘ '°'Ty  it  couJd  „„t  b, 

each  i„  i./  f/  tal-  one  and  , he 

same;  and,  like  one’s  Ws  thl  bstance  they  are  the 

bete  <„g«h,r  than"^,^  >«  «tinga  rfich  go 
i\othmg  was  now  thouo-ht  nf  w 
t>ng  off  on  their  journey  &the  Tra  P3 Ckm&  UP  a«d  set- 

and  the  w’idow  to  Mifan"0  T?^  ‘°  their 

•  ‘he  pr0m,s“  °f  ^  to  se.  ..oh  othlj  „“rS4e 
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Not  less  tender,  even  to  tears,  was  thè  separation  of  Renzo 
and  thè  fannly  from  his  hospitable  friend:  nor  let  it  be 
thought  that  matters  went  on  coldly  even  with  Don  Ab¬ 
bondio.  _  The  three  poor  creatures  had  always  prcsetvcd 
a  certam  respectful  attachment  to  their  curate;  and  he 
•  iithe  cb0‘t0“  0f  hìs  beart>  bad  aIways  wished  theffl 
rffectionsUCh  haPPy  circumstances  as  these  entangle  thè 

Should  any  one  ask  if  there  was  no  grief  felt  in  thus 
te  a  ring  themselves  from  their  native  country, — from  their 
beloved  mountains;  it  may  be  answered  that  there  was* 
for  sorrow,  I  venture  to  say,  is  mingled,  more  or  less,  with 
everything.  We  must,  however,  believe  that  it  was  not 
Very  profound,  smce  they  might  have  spared  themselves 
from  it  by  remainiilg  at  home,  now  that  thè  two  great 
obstacles,  Don  Rodrigo  and  thè  order  for  Renzo’s  apnre- 
hension,  wete  both  taken  away.  But  all  three  had  beeh  for 
some  time  accustomed  to  look  upon  thè  country  to  which 
they  were  gomg  as  their  own.  Renzo  had  recònimended 

rr  athf  ,W°nle^  by  teI,inS  them  of  facilities  which  it 
afforded  to  artificers,  and  a  hundred  things  about  thè  fine 
way  in  which  they  could  live  there.  Besides,  they  had 
all  experienccd  some  very  bitter  moments  iti  that  home  upon 
which  they  were  now  turning  their  backs;  and  mournful 
recollections  always  end  in  spoiling  to  thè  mind  thè  places 
which  recali  them.  And  if  these  should  be  its  native  home 
there  is  perhaps,  m  such  recollections,  something  stili  more’ 
keen  and  poignant.  Even  an  infant,  says  our  manuscript, 
reclines  wilhngly  on  his  nursè's  bosom,  and  seeks  with  con- 
fidence  and  avidity  thè  breast  which  has  hitherto  sweetlv 
nourished  him;  but  if,  in  order  to  wean  him,  she  tinctures  it 
with  wormwood,  thè  babe  withdraws  thè  lip,  then  returns  to 

ili'1  Et  kn§'th’  after  refuses  it-weeping, 

ìhdeed,  but  stili  refusing  it. 

what  however,  will  thè  reader  now  say,  on  hearing  that 
they  had  scarcely  arrived,  and  settled  themselves  in  their 
adopted  country,  before  Renzo  found  there  anrtdyandes  all 
prepared  for  him  !  _Do  you  pity  him  ?  but  so  little  serves 
to  disturb  a  state  of  happmess!  This  is  a  short  sketch  of 
thè  matter. 
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The  talk  that  had  been  there  made  about  Lucia,  for  some 
time  before  her  arrivai;  thè  knowledge  that  Renzo  had 
suffered  so  much  for  her  sake,  and  had  always  been  Con¬ 
stant  and  f aithful  ;  perhaps  a  word  or  two  frorn  some  friend 
who  was  partial  to  him  and  all  belonging  to  _him,— had 
created  a  kind  of  curìosity  to  see  thè  young  girl,  and  a 
kind  of  expectation  of  seeing  her  very  beautiful.  Now  we 
know  what  expectation  is:  imaginative,  credulous,  con- 
fident-  afterwards,  when  thè  trial  comes,  difficult  to  satisfy, 
disdainful  ;  never  finding  what  she  had  counted  ttpon,  be- 
cause,  in  f  act,  she  knew  not  her  own  mind  ;  and  pitilessly  ex- 
acting  severe  payment  for  thè  loveliness  so  unmeaningly 

lavished  on  her  object.  .  , 

When  this  Lucia  appeared,  many  who  had  perhaps  thougnt 
that  she  must  certainly  have  golden  locks,  and  cheeks  blush- 
ing  like  thè  rose,  and  a  pair  of  eyes  one  more  beautiful  than 
thè  other,  and  what  not  besides,  began  to  shrug  their  shoul- 
ders,  turn  up  their  noses,  and  say,  ‘  Is  this  she?  After  such 
a  time  after  so  much  talk,  one  expected  something  better  ! 
What  ’is  she,  after  all?  A  peasant,  like  hundreds.  more 
Why,  there  are  plenty  everywhere  as  good  as  she  is,  and 
far  better  too.’  Then,  descending  to  particulars,  one  re- 
marks  one  defect,  and  another,  another;  nor  were  there 
wanting  some  who  considered  her  perfectly  ugly. 

As  however,  no  one  thought  of  telling  Renzo  these 
things  to  his  face,  so  far  there  was  no  great  harm  done. 
They  who  really  did  harm,  they  who  widened  thè  breach, 
were  some  persons  who  reported  thera  to  him  :  and  Renzo 
what  else  could  be  expected  ?— took  them  very  much  to 
heart.  He  began  to  muse  upon  them,  and  to  make  them 
matters  of  discussion,  both  with  those  who  talked  to  him 
on  thè  subject,  and  more  at  length  in  his  own  mind.— 
What  does  it  matter  to  you?  And  who  told  you  to  expect 
anything ?  did  I  ever  talk  to  you  about  her?  did  I  ever  teli 
you  she  was  beautiful?  And  when  you  asked  me  if  she  was, 
did  I  ever  say  anything  in  answer,  but  that  she  was 
a  good  girl?  She’s  a  peasant!  Did  I  ever  teli  you  that  I 
would  bring  you  here  a  princess  ?  She  displeases  you  ! 
Don’t  look  at  her,  then.  You’ ve  some  beautiful  women: 
look  at  them. — 
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Only  look  how  a  trifle  may  sometimes  suffice  to  decide  a 
man’s  state  for  his  whole  life.  Had  Renzo  been  obliged 
to  spend  his  in  that  neighbourhood,  agreeably  to  his  first 
intentions,  he  would  have  got  on  but  very  badly.  From 
being  himself  displeased,  he  had  now  become  displeasing. 
He  was  on  bad  terms  with  everybody,  because  everybody 
might  be  one  of  Lucia’s  criticizers.  Not  that  he  actually 
offended  against  civility  ;  but  we  know  how  many  si y  things 
may  be  done  without  transgressing  thè  rules  of  common 
politeness  :  quite  sufficient  to  give  vent  to  one’s  spleen.  There 
was  something  sardonie  in  his  whole  behaviour;  he,  too, 
found  something  to  criticize  in  everything:  if  only  there' were 
two  successive  days  of  bad  weather,  he  would  immediately 
say,  £  Ay  indeed,  in  this  country  !  ’  In  short,  I  may  say,  he 
was  already  only  borne  with  by  a  certain  number  of  persons, 
even  by  those  who  had  at  first  wished  him  well;  and  in 
course  ottime,  from  one  thing  to  another,  he  would  have 
gone  on  till  he  had  found  himself,  so  to  say,  in  a  state  of 
hostility  with  almost  thè  whole  population,  without  being 
able,  probably,  himself,  to  assign  thè  primary  cause,  or  ascer- 
tain  thè  root  from  which  such  an  evil  had  sprung. 

But  it  might  be  said  that  thè  plague  had  undertaken  to 
amend  all  Renzo's  errors.  That  scourge  had  carried  o fi 
thè  owner  of  another  silk-mill,  situated  almost  at  thè  gates 
of  Bergamo  ;  and  thè  heir,  a  dissolute  young  fellow,  finding 
nothing  in  this  edifice  that  could  afford  him  any  diversion, 
proposed,  or  rather  was  anxious,  to  dispose  of  it,  even  at 
half  its  value  ;  but  he  wanted  thè  money  down  upon  thè 
spot,^  that  he  might  instantly  expend  it  with  unproductive 
prodigality.  The  matter  having  come  to  Bortolo’s  ears,  he 
immediately  went  to  see  it:  tried  to  treat  about  it:  a  more 
advantageous  bargain  could  not  have  been  hoped  for;  but 
that  condition  of  ready  money  spoiled  all,  because  his  whole 
property,  slowly  made  up  out  of  his  savings,  was  stili  far 
from  reaching  thè  required  sum.  Leaving  thè  question, 
therefore,  stili  open,  he  returned  in  haste,  communicated  thè 
affair  to  his  cousin,  and  proposed  to  take  it  in  partnership. 
So  capitai  an  agreement  cut  short  all  Renzo’s  economical 
dubitations,  so  that  he  quickly  decided  upon  business,  and 
compii  ed  with  thè  proposal.  They  went  together,  and  thè 


666 


ALESSANDRO  MANZONI 

bargain  was  concluded.  When,  th.cn,  thè  new  owners  carne  . 
to  live  upon  their  own  possessions,  Lucia,  who  was  here 
expected  by  no  one,  nqt  only  did  not  go  thither  subjected 
to  criticisms,  but,  we  may  say,  was  not  displeasing  to  any- 
body  ;  and  Renzo  fpund  out  that  it  had  been  said  by  more 
than  one,  ‘  Have  ypu  seen  that  pretty  she-blockhead  who  has 
come  hither  ? ?  The  substantive  was  allowed  to  pass  in  thè 

epithet.  .  - 

And  even  from  thè  annoyance  he  had  experienced  m  tne 
other  country,  he  derived  some  pseful  instruction.  .  Before 
that  time  he  had  been  rather  inconsiderate  in  criticizing 
pther  people’s  wives,  and  all  belcmging  to  them.  Now  he 
understood  that  words  m ake  fine  impression  in  thè  mputh, 
and  another  in  thè  ear  ;  and  he  apcustoriied  himself  rather 
more  to  listen  within  tò  his  own  before  uttering  them. 

We  must  not,  however,  suppose  that  he  had  no  little 
vexations  even  here.  Man,  (says  our  anonymous  author— 
and  we  already  know,  by  experience,  that  he  had  rather  a 
strange  pleasure  in  drawing  similes — hut  bear  v?ith  it  this 
once,  for  it  is  likely  to  be  thè  last  time,)  man,  so  long  as  he 
is  in  this  world,  is  Hke  a  sipk  persqn  lying  upon  a  bed  mpre 
or  less  uncpmfortable,  who  sees  aj*ound  him  other  beds  nicely 
made  to  outward  appearance,  smooth,  and  level,  and  fancies 
that  they  must  be  most  ppmfprtable  resting-places.  He  suc- 
ceeds  in  making  an  exchange;  but  scarcely  is  he  placed  in 
another,  before  he  begins,  as  he  presses  it  down,  to  feel  in 
one  place  a  sharp  ppint  pricking  him,  in  another  a  hard  lump  : 
in  short,  we  come  to  almost  thè  same  story  over  again.  And 
for  this  reason,  adds  he,  we  qught  to  aim  rather  at  doing 
well,  than  being  well  ;  and  thus  we  should  come,  in  thè  end» 
even  to  be  better.  This  gketch,  althqugh  somewhat  parabolip, 
and  in  thè  style  of  thè  seventeenth  century,  is,  in  substance, 
true.  However,  (continues  he  again,)  our  good  friend? 
had  no  longer  any  sorrows  and  trppbles  qf  similar  kind  and 
severity  to  those  we  have  related;  their  life  was,  from  this 
time  fqrward,  one  qf  thè  calmest,  happiest,  and  most  mvi- 
able  of  liyes  ;  so  that,  were  I  obliged  to  give  an  accpiK  of 
it,  it  wpuld  tire  thè  rpader  tP  death.  Business  went  pn 
tally.  Àt  thè  beginning  there  was  a  little  difficidty  frpm  thè 
scarcity  of  workmen,  and  from  thè  ill-pondnct  and  preten^ 
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stons  of  thè  few  that  stiU  ^ined  Ojders  ££«^^3 
which  limited  thè  pnce  o  ™°«r  *h  : Pcould  it  be  otherwise? 
rallied  again;  because  a  ter^a  ^  arflved  from  Vemce-- 

Another  rather  more  Jud  n  harges  civil  and  personal, 

^  *»  *•  s,ai"  To 

pur  friends  this  was  ano^rthaetratnarrtage  was  completed  a 
Before  thè  first  year  of  th«r  ^  .{  ^  had  been 

beautiful  little  creature  carne  to  opportunity  of  ful- 

made  on  purpose  to  giy  f  his,  it  was  a  little  gir  . 

filling  that  magnammous  prom  Maria.  Afterwards, 

It  may  be  believed  that  a  knQW  not  how  many  others, 
in  thè  course  of  lime,  Vinsv  enough  in  carrymg 

of  bolli  sexes;  and  Agnese  *»  ‘“f  e““|,  litlle  rognes, 
tliem  about,  ohe  after  ° £"’s  \trfy  kisse.,  »»“="  ' 

and  imprinting  upon  their  fa  {  ds.  They  were  all 

a  white  ^to^d  iS  would  bave  them  all  learn 
very  well  inclined;  an.d  Rt  since  this  amUsement  was  m 
to  read  and  write,  sa}'1”?’  .  advantage  of  it. 

fashion,  they  ought  at least  “ a^im  relate  his  adventures: 

The  finest  thing  was  to  hear  h  t  things  he 

and  he  always  finished  by  of  himself 

Un  a  learnt  from  them,  for  thè  meddle  m 

L  future.  Se  speeches  in  thè 

disturbances:  1  ve  learn  more  than  I  want, 

Street;  I’ve  learnt  °*  °nocker  of  a  door  in  my  hand 
t’ve  learnt  not  to  hold  thè  k  ;  and  rve  learnt  not 

Whr  WeTìtofe  bell  to°my  foot,  before  thinking  of  thè  con- 

sequences.’  And  a  ^  ^AeXtrine  itself,  but  she 
Lucia  did  not  find  fault  -n  a  c0nfused  way, 

was  not  satisfied  with  it  ;  y  see™  ’By  dint  of  hearing 

that  something  was  stlll,WnLr  !gain,  and  meditatmg  mrit 
thè  same  song  over  an  her  moralizer,  w  a 

every  time,  ‘And  I,’  sald  slle  dìd  not  go  to  look  for  troubles; 
ought  I  to  have  learnt.  S  Though  you  wouldnt 

sì  a"  5  stgr-r  w  ” 
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'*»<•  or  „„,,  eo»fi<Si:h  GoT,Cre- ”he!h"  ^  °«  »™ 
them  conducive  to  a  better  i;l  %T  s  ^  and  mak« 
come  to  by  poor  people  seemed  f-n  T  l'S  conclusion,  though 

zr  ra*ed  's  x-é 

;;mst  s^onyZ£vZ£r  raeader- any  pIeaSUre>  he 

hls.  reviser,  for  thè  gratificati™  b  ^  ln  some  measure 

:n^-CCeeded  in  wearying  him  he*1*  '  ’  lnstead’  we  have 
We  dld  not  do  so  on  purpose.  h  ^  feSt  assured  that 
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